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PART I 

SAINT AND SCFPriC 

• 

A h% ^mr c/ hi n 

Sfi^ms all this foot en i i nt aft r f \ m 
T t one n ho k eps u lih n his s t Yj * atm 
A ^ozf tmuji m . an i tifmrtil fo>! 

Lc k not w 'sit lerefi^ for tkrs (h n j are true 

An i never can be bom of at tmies 

That buzz alont our slumbers hit h tn fii^s 

leaving wr fancy nek Wo T am sure 

AT ftsiUss spirit never tould end we 

To I rod so lonf upon one luxury 

Uf ss it didf th h j If fully ^ espt 

A hope bey^ond the shadow of a dream t ’ — KitATS.. 
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, THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 

I 

THF MONAS rrRY 

• 

D eep m the* heart of the Caucasus mountains a wild storm 
was gitlitrin^ Dr^ar shidov^s droopta nd thickened 
^hove the Pass of Dane!, —that tcrnV gorge which like a mere 
thread sctrn^ to hxn^ between the toppling frost bounS heuhts 
al)ove ird tne bUck abysmal doptas be low, ~ -clouds, fnngtd 
ominously wul) lurid green and while, drifted h^avl'y yet 
swiftly icioss the j urged peaks wbcie, looming largely out of 
the mi^t, the snofi ca[:ped c/cst of j^loiint Ka/bek rose coldly 
while igainst the darkness of the threatening -sky Nigl t was 
approaching, though away to the west a broad gish of rnrason, 
a seeming wound in the breast of lieavcn, showed wheie the 
sun had set an hour since Now and 'im n the nsmg wind 
moaned sobbmgly through the Ull and spectral pines that, 
with kiiof^ed roots last clenched in the leluttant eauh, clung 
teraeiously to their stony vantage ground, and minj^l ng with 
Its wailing murmur, there came a di tanl hoirse loanng as of 
tumbling toi rents, whil at far oh intervals eouid oe heard the 
sweeping thud of an avalanche slipping from point to point 
on Its disastrous downward way ThroLigh the wreathing 
vapours the steep, bate sides of the near mountains were 
pallidly visible, their icy pinnacles, like upliiled daggers, pierc- 
ing with shaip glitter the density of the low hanging haze, from 
which large drops of moisture began presently to oo/e rather 
than fall Gradually the wind increased, and soon with sudden 
fierce gusts shook the pine-trees into shuddering anxiety,— the 
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red slit in the sky closed^ and a gleam of forked rlightning 
leaped athwart the driving darkness. An appalling crash of 
thunder followed almost instantaneously, its deep boom vibrat- 
ing in sullenly grand echoes on all sides of the Pass, and then 
— with a swirling, hissing rush of rain — the unbound hurricane 
burst forth alive and furious. On, on ’ — splitting huge boughs 
and flinging them aside hke straws, swelling the, rivers into 
notous floods that swept hither and thither, carrying with them 
masses of rock and stone and tons of loosened snow — on, on I 
with pitiless force and destructive haste, the tempest rolled, 
thundered, and shrieked its way through Danel As the night 
darkened and the clamour of the conflicting elements grew 
more susliincd and violent, a sudden sweet sound floated softly 
through the turbulent air— the slow, measured tolling of a bell 
To and fro, to and fro, the silvery chime swung with mild 
distinctness — it was the vesper bell nngvig m the Monastery 
of Lais far up among the crags crowning the ravine There the 
wind roared and blustered its loudest , it \\ hirled round and 
round the quaint castellated building, battering at the gates 
and moving their heavy iron hinges to a most dolorous groan- 
ing, it flung rattling hailstones at the narrow windows, and 
raged and howled at every comer and through every crcvice, 
while snaky twists of lightning played threateningly over the 
tall iron Cross that surmounted the roof, as though bent on 
striking it down and splitting open the firm old walls it guarded. 
All was war and tumult without — but within, a tranquil peace 
prevailed, enhanced by the grave murmur of organ music, 
men’s voices mingling together in mellow unison chanted the 
Magnijicaty and the uplifted steady harmony of the grand old 
anthem rose triumphantly above the noise of the storm. The 
monks who inhabited this mountain #*yne, once a fortress, now 
a religious refuge, were assembled in their little chapel— a sort 
of grotto roughly hewn out of the natural rock. Fifteen in 
number, they stood in rows of three abreast, their white woollen 
robes touching the ground, their white cowls thrown back, and 
their dark faces and flashing eyes turaecf devoutly towards the 
altar, whereon blazed m strange and solitary bnlliancy a Cross 

4 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 

of Fire. • At the first glance it was easy to see that they were 
a peculiar community devoted to some peculiar form of 
worship, for their costume was totally different in character 
and detail from any such as are worn by the various religious 
fraternities of the Greek, Roman, or Armenian faith, and one 
especial feature of their outward appearance ser\"ed as a dis- 
tinctly ma^ed sign of their severance from all known monastic 
orders — this was the abstnee of the disfigunng tonsure. They 
were all fine looking men, seemingly in the prime of life, and 
they intoned the Magnificat not drowsily or droningly, but 
with a rich tuneliilntss and warmth of utterance that stirred 
to a faint surprise and contempt the jaded spirit of one 
reluctant listener sent amor them. This was a stranger 
who had arrived tliat evening at the monastery, and who 
intended remaining there for the night — a man of distinguished 
and somewhat h^ugjity bearing, with a dark, sorrowful, poetic 
face, chiefly rcMB irk ible for its mingled expression of dreamy 
ardour and cold scorn , an expression sucli as the unknown 
sculptor of Hadrian’s era caught and fixed in the marble of 
his ivy crowned Bacchus Ar^tinous, whose half-sweet, half-cruel 
smile suggests a perpetual doubt of all things and all men. 
He was clad in the rough and ready garb of the travelling 
Englishman, and his athletic figure, in its plain cut modem 
attire, looked curiously out of place in that mystuiious grotto, 
which, with its rocky walb and flaming symbol of sahation, 
seemed suited only to the picturesque prophct-like forms of 
the white gowned brethien whom now he surveyed, as he stood 
behind their ranks, with a gleam of sometlung like mockciy in 
his proud, wear> eyes. 

“What sort of fellows are these?” he mused— “Fools or 
knaves? They must be one or the other,— else they would 
not thus chant praises to a Deity of whose existence there is, 
and can be, no proof It is either sheer ignorance or hypo- 
crisy, — or both combined I can paidon ignorance, but not 
hypocrisy; for however dreary the results of Truth, yet Truth 
alone prevails ; its killing bolt destroys the illusive beauty of 
the Universe, but what then ? Is it not better so than that 
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the Universe should continue to sum beautiful only through 
the medium of a Lie?^* 

His straight brows drew together in a puzzled, frow'ning line 
as he asked himself this question, and he moved restlessly. 
He was becoming impatient ; the chanting of the monKs grew 
monolonous to his ears ; the lighted Cross on the altar dazzled 
him with its glare. Moreover, he disliked all forms of religious 
service; though as a lover of classic lore it is probable he 
would have witnessed a celebration in honour of Apollo or 
Diana with the liveliest intciest. But the very name of 
Christianity was obnoxious to him. T^ike Shelley, he 
considered that cn^ed a vulgar and barbarous supeistition. 
Like Shelley, he in<}uircd, “If God has si)oken, why is the 
w^orid not C(mvinad?” He began to wish he had never set 
foot inside this abode of what he deemed a pn‘tended sanctity, 
although as a n atti r of fad he h.id a j^pceial piirj)ose of his 
own ill visjt ng the place — a purpose so utt^^rlyat vnnance with 
the piofc'i^' d tends of his present l\3c and rhaiadei that the 
meie thoiedii of it st rretly inilnled him, (‘ven ?hile he was 
detcrniinctl to accomplish it. ^As yet hit had only made 
acqiiaint.mce with two o^the monks, courteous good Immoured 
per’^onage^;, who had lecoivcd him on his arrival mth the 
custom.! y hospitality whu'h it was the rule of the monastery 
to aiTord to all behted wayfarcis journeying across the perilous 
Pass of Daiicl, They had asked him no questions as to his 
name or nation ; they bad simply seen in him a btr.mger over- 
taken by the storm and in need of shelter, and had entertained 
him accordingly, Tiuy had conducted him to the refccloiy, 
where a well-pilod lo': fire was chctrfully bla7ing, and there 
had set before him an exf client supper, flavcmred with equally 
excellent wine. He had, however, ‘^^arcely begun to converse 
with them when the vesper bell had rung, and, obedient to its 
summons, they had hurried away, leading him to enjoy his 
repast in solitude. When he had finished it, he had sat for a 
while dreamily listening to the solemn strains of the organ, 
which penetrated to every part of tb^ building, and then, 
moved by a vague curiosity to see how many men there werc^ 
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dwelling *thus together in this lonely reticat, perched like an 
eagle's nest among the frozen heights of Caucasus, he haa 
managed to find his way, guided by the sound of the music, 
through vanous long corridors and narrow twisting passages, 
into the cavernous grot wheie he now stood, feeling infinitely 
Ijored and listlessly dissatisfied. His primary objc et in entering 
the chapel Jiad been to get a good full view of the monks, and 
of their faces especially, — but at present this was impossible, as 
from the position he was obliged to occupy behind them their 
backs ilone were visible 

‘‘And Vho knows," be thought moodily, “how long they 
will go on mtoamg their dreary I^tin do^^gercl Pncstcrait 
and Sham ’ There’® no escape from it anywhere, not even ir» 
the wilds of Caucasus * I wonder J the man I seek is really 
here, or whether after all I have been misled ? There are so 
many eontruhetory glories told about him that one doesn't 
kno»v what to b^Leve It seems incredible that he should be 
a monk , it is sue h an altogether foohs^h ending to an intel 
lectual career 1 or whatever may be the form of fa th proftssed 
by this partKulir»fiiteinit>, Jthe a isurcbty of the vliole s}stem 
of religion reniiirs the same Relision’s day is done, the 
very sense of Woislup is a mere coward instmet — a relic of 
barbarism which lo being graduallv eradicated fiom our natures 
by the progress of civilizition Ihe world kiows by this time 
that Creation is an ( inj)tv j t , — we are all begiiin ng to under 
stand Its bathos* And if we must grint that there is seme 
mischievous supreme faricur who, safely shrouded in invioi 
bility, continues to jitipe^rate so pooi and purposeless a joke 
for his own amuse ment and our toiture, we ne< d not, for that 
matter, aamit his wit or flatter his ing nuity * For hie is 
nothing but vexation and suffering, — aie. vse dogs tiiat we 
should hek the hand that crushes us ? ” 

At that mom nt, the chanting suddenly cca ed The organ 
W'ent on, as though musically medi \l ag to itself in in nor 
chords, through which soft upper notes, like touches oi light 
on a dark landscape, flickered npphngly, — one monk separated 
himself from the clusteied group, and stepping slowly up to 
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the altar, confronted the rest of his brethren. The fiery Cross 
shone radiantly behind him, its beams seeming to gather in a 
lustrous halo round his tall majestic figure, — his countenance, 
fully illumined and clearly visible, was one never to be forgotten 
for the stnking force, sweetness and dignity expressed in its 
every feature. The veriest scoffer that ever made mock of 
fine beliefs and fair virtues must have been momentarily awed 
and silenced in the presence of such a man as this, — a man 
upon whom the grace of a perfect life seemed to have fallen 
like a royal robe, investing even his outward apjiearanbe with 
spiritual authority and grandeur. At sight of him, the 'stranger’s 
indifferent air rapidly changed to one of cages interest, — lean- 
ing forward, he regarded him intently with a* look of mingled 
astonishment and unwilling admiration. The monk meanwhile 
extended his hands as though in blessing and spoke aloud, his 
Latin words echoing through the rocky temple with the measured 
utterance of poetical ihjlhm Translated they ran thus . 
“Glory to God, the Most High, the Supreme and Eternal*’’ 
And with one harmonious murmur of accord the brethren 
responded . — * * 

Glory for ever and eter * Amen f ” 

“Glory to God, the Ruler of Spirits and Master of Angels 
Glory for ever and ever / Amen ^ ” 

•* Glory to God who in love never wearies of loving I ^ 

Glory for tver and ever I Amen I ” 

“Glory to God in the Name of His Chnst our Redeemer * ” 
Glory for tver and ever ! A wen ^ ” 

“Glory to God for the joys of the Past, the Present and 
Future ! ” 

Glory for ever and ever f Amen /” 

“ Glory to God for the Power of Will and the working of 
Wisdom!” 

** Glory for ever and ever f Amen / ” 

“ Glory to God for the briefness of life, the gladness of death, 
and the promised Immortal Hereafter * ” * 

Glory for ever and ever / Amen / “ 
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Then tame a pause, during which the thunder outside added 
a tumultuous Gloria of its own to those already recited, — the 
organ music died away into silence, and the monk now turning, 
so that he faced the altar, sank reverently on his knees. All 
present followed his example, with the exception of the 
stranger, who, as if in deliberate defiance, drew himself 
resolutely ijp to his full height, and, folding his arms, gazed at 
the scene before him with a perfectly unmoved demeanour, — 
he expected to hear some long prayer, but none came. There 
was an* absolute stillness, unbroken save by the rattle of the 
raindrops* against the high oriel window, and the whistling rush 
of the wind. And as he looked, the fiery Cross began to grow 
dim and pale, — little by little, its scintillating lustre decreased, 
till at last it disappeared altogether, leaving no trace of its 
former brilliancy but a small bright flame that gradually took 
the shape of a seven-pointed Star which sparkled through the 
gloom like a suspciided ruby. The chapel was left almost in 
complete darkness — he could scarcely discern even the white 
figures of the kneeling worshippers, — a haunting sense of the 
Supernatural seeaied to permeate that deep hush and dense 
shadow, — and notwithstanding his habitual tendency to despise 
all religious ceremonies, there was something novel and strange 
about this one which exercised a peculiar influence upon his 
imagination A sudden odd fancy possessed him that there 
were others present besides himself and the brethren, — but who 
these “others” were, he could not determine. It was an 
altogether uncanny, uncomfortable impression — yet it was very 
strong upon him — and he breathed a sigh of intense relief when 
he heard the soft melody of the organ once more, and saw the 
oaken doors of the grotto swing wide open to admit a flood of 
cheerful light from the outer passage. The vespers were over, 
— the monks rose and paced forth two by two, not with bent 
heads and downcast eyes as though affecting an abased 
humility, but with the free and stately bearing of kings returning 
from some high conquest. Drawing a little further back into 
his retired comer he^ watched them pass, and was forced to 
admit to himself that he had seldom or never seen finer types 
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of splendid* healthful, and vigorous manhood at its #best and 
brightest As noh^e specimens of the human race alone they 
were well worth looking at, — they might have been warriors, 
princes, emperors, he thought — anything but monks. Yet 
monks they were, and followers of that Christian creed he so 
specially condemned, — for each one w^ore on his breast a massive 
golden crucifix, hung to a chain ar-d fastened with^a jewelled 
star. 

Cross and Star 1 he mused, as he noticed this brilliant and 
singular decoration, An emblem of ihe fraternity, I suppose, 
meaniiig- -w'hat ? Salvation and Immortality? Alas* they are 
poor, witless builders on shifting sand if they place any hope 
or reliance on those two empty words, signifying nothing ! 
Do they, can they honestly believe in God, I wonder ? — or are 
they only acting the usual worn-out comedy of a feigned faith?’* 
And he e)'ed them somew*hat whstf^illy as their w'hite- 
apparelled figures went by— ten had already left the chapel. 
Two more passed, then othei two, and last of all came one 
alone — one who walked slowly, wdih a dreainy, meditative 
air, as though he were deefdy absqrued in tliinight. The light 
from the open door streamed fully upon him as he advanced — 
it was the monk wi o had recited the seven Glorias, The 
stranger no sooner beheld him than he instantly stepped 
forward and touched him on the arm. 

“ Pardon 1 '* he said hastily in English, “ I think I am not 
mistaken — your name is, or used to be, I lelud^as ? ” 

The monk bent his handsome head in a slight yet graceful 
salutation, and smiled. 

“1 have not changed it,” he replied, “I am Heliobas still.” 
And his keen, steadfa.st blue eyes rested half-inquiringly, haif- 
compassionately, on the dark, weary, troubled face of his 
questioner, who, avoiding his diicct ga/'.e, continued — 

“ I should like to speak to you in private. Can 1 do so now 
— to-night — at once ? *’ 

“ By ail means ! ” assented the monk, showing no surpri.$e at 
the request “Follow me to the iibrarj^; we siiall be quite 
alone there.” 

TO 
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He Je^ the way immediately out of the chapel, and through 
a stone paved vestibule, where they wtre met by the two 
brethren who had first received and entertained the unknown 
guest, and who, not find ng him in the refectory where they 
had left him, were now coming in search of him On seeing 
in whose company he wa^-, however, they drew as de with a 
deep and* re\ercntial obti ance to the per'^nn^ge called 
Heliobis— he, silently arknowMging it, pis^^d on, closely 
attended by the sti inger till he reached a ‘■pacious, well- 
ghted apartment, the Wall of which wt re enl i h lined with 
books Here, enter ng Tn i rl< n?- the (k h> l rned and 
confronted his\ise()r- In'* 1 ah, imposing figuie m lU trailing 
white gaunent^ calhr^ to niuid ih( picture (f onie saint or 
e\angv.list — an 1 with gi ivt \ct kindly courtesy, said ~ 

“Now, my fnt nd, 1 am at \oir c wnosal ^ la v t way can 
ffdiobis wlio 1 , cu»d to 1 1 C v\c id, s a>c one f n wn un surely 
as yet tht world a** c\f r)thirT?” 


II 

CON 1 SSION 

H IS question was noi \u\ proM]it]y answtred. The 
straUr^i r Si lod stili, le^aul ng him intuuh hr twe or 
three miniiu s wu i a look of peculiar icnsivcut ss and ah'^trac- 
tion, the hcav) doubh fni gc ol hi h ng dark Jishes ^iv ng an 
almost clrow y jnthos l< his proud and < ^luc I escs oon, 
however, this absulKd exjne^son chingcd lo one (d so nbre 
scorn 

“ J he world 1” he snd slowly ancl I thrh “^'ou tlimk J 
care for the woild? llien vou read me ^ui ' .it tl vtry 
outset ot our inkrview, and your onct. u d d ill as i 
goes for nought ’ lo me the world is a graie y«ird lull of dead 
worm-eaten things, and its imaginary Creator, whom jou have 
so be praised in your onsons tonight is the Sevton who 
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entombs, and the Ghoul who devours his own hapless 
Creation I I myself am one of the tortured and dying, and I 
have sought you, simply that you may trick me into a brief 
oblivion of my doom, and mock me with the mirage of a life 
that is not and can never be ! How can you serve me? Give 
me a few hours^ respite from wretchedness ! — that is all I ask I ” 
As he spoke his face grew blanched and haggar^ as though 
he suffered from some painfully repressed inward agony. The 
monk Heliobas heard him with an air of attentive patience, but 
said nothing ; he, therefore, after waiting for a reply and 
receiving none, went on in colder and more even tones — 

“ I dare say my words seem strange to you — though they 
should not do so, if, as reported, you have studied all the 
varying phases of that purely intellectual despair which, in this 
age of excessive over-culture, crushes men who learn too much 
and think too deeply. But before goin^ further I had better 

introduce myself. My name is Alwyn ” 

**'rheos Alwyn, the English author, 1 presume ? interposed 
the monk interrogatively. 

“Why, yes!^’ this in accents ,of extreme* surprise. “How 
did you know that?” 

“Your celebrity, politely suggested Heliobas, with a wave 
of the hand and an enigmatical smile that might have meant 
anything or nothing. 

Alwyn coloured a little. “You mistake/' he said indiffer- 
ently, “I have no celebrity. The celebrities of my country 
are few, and among them, those most admired are jockeys 
and divorced women ! I merely follow in the rear-line of the 
art or profession of literature — I am that always imluckiest 
and most undesirable kind of an author, a writer of verse — I 
lay no claim, not now at any rate, to the title of poet. While 

recently staying in Baris I chanced to hear of you " 

The monk bowed ever so slightly — ^there was a dawning 
gleam of satire in his brilliant eyes. 

“You won special distinction and renown there, I believe, 
before you adopted this monastic life?" pursued Alwyn, 
glancing at him curiously. 

I? 
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*'Did •!?” and Heliobas looked cheerfully interested. 
Really I was not aware of it, I assure you! Possibly my 
ways and doings may have occasionally furnished the Parisians 
with something to talk about instead of the weather, and I 
know 1 made some few friends and an astonishing number of 
enemies, if that is what you mean by distinction and renown ! ” 
Alwyn smiled — his smile was always reluctant, and bad in 
it more of sadness than sweetness, yet it gave his features a 
singular softness and beauty, just as a ray of sunlight falling 
on a dark picture will biighten the tints into a momentary 
warmth of seeming life. 

*‘A11 reputation means that, I think,’* he said, “unless it 
be mediocre— then one Is safe ; one has scores of friends, and 
scarce a foe. Mediocrity succeeds wonderfully well now-a- 
days — nobody hates it, because every one feels ho^c easily 
they themselves can ;>ttnm to it. Exceptional talent is aggres- 
sive — actual g^^nius is oifensive; people are insulted to have 
a thing held up for their admiration which is entirely out of 
their reach. They become like bears climbing a greased pole ; 
they see a great ttame above, them— a templing sugary morsel 
which they would fain snatch and devour -and when their 
uncouth efforts fail, they huddle together on the ground be- 
neath, look up with dull, peering eyes, and impotently snarl ! 
but you,’* — and here his gaze restt‘d doubtfully, yet queslion- 
mgly, on his companion's open, serene countenance -“you, 
if rumour speaks truly, should have been able to tame your 
bears, and turn them into dogs, hurab'e and couchant ! Your 

marvellous achievements as a mesmerst 

‘ Excuse me I " interrupted Heliobas quietly, “ I never was 
a mesmerist." 

“ Well — as a spiritualist then ; though 1 cannot admit the 
existence of any such thing as spiritualism.” 

“Neither can I,” returned Heliobas, with perfect good- 
humour, “according to the generally accepted meaning of 
the term. Pray go on, Mr. Alwyn 1 ” 

Alwyn looked at hi?a, a little puzzled and uncertain how to 
proceed. A curious sense of irritation was growing up in his 
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mind against this monk with the grand head and flashing eyes 
— eyes that seemed to stop 7>are his innermost thoughts, as 
lightning strips bark from a tree. 

“1 'was told/' he continued after a pause, during which he 
had apparently considered and prepared his w^ords, that you 
were chiefly known in Pans as being the possesbor of some 
mystenous internal force — caU it rnignetic, hypnotic, or 
spiritual, as you please —which, though perfectly inex])licable, 
was yet jilainly manifested and evident to all who placed 
themsthes under youi influence. Moretiser, that by lius force 
you weie able to dial scieniifically and practi»^ariy with the 
active princ’])ie cf ml Ihguice m nun, to su^h an extent that 
you could lu omc nniacukm, w iv, disc itangle the knots of 
toil and ptrj Icxity in an over-tixcvl buun, and ^toie ro it its 
pn^tme \itiiL> ainl Mgoui. Is tins trae? if so, evrt your 
power upon me for some*! ing, I not wliit, has of late 

fro/en iij) tht onc^ ovcifliWing f lui^un of my thrugiits, and 
I hl^f •o-'t ill \ iking al ihty. n t man can no longer 

wo’’k, it wcie 1 i he sbouk^ du, only untornu T (annot die 
unV^b T 1 I m st If, -which it is pi^ssible x mn do tie long. 
But in llie UK - he he itiUd a momeut, dn n went on 

— “in iiuaptiiip. 1 tu\c a strong wish to be deluded — 
I use tne \*oid a<l\ scdiy, and repeal it dtlud^d into an im i- 
ginary haj j;iii , thoagh I ain awau th^t as an agnostic and 
seaicnu afai irath Hath ab>okm, truth p(^ luvc such a 
dt j re on my (att H^eni> ^vtn to nns If nicoasi tent and un 
rtisonible. ^tih J (cnic^b to hauag it, and theicin J know 
I b(tra) tlu vtiknr s of my nituie It may be tint J am 
tiled ancl he pisst.a ms h md across lusbrow with a tiouhled 
gesture - ‘or puzded by the mfinitp, inrurable distress of all 
In '•L' things IN rh ips 1 am growing mad t vsho knows* — 
but whatesor my cond tion, you, — if i» port be c oiiect,— -liavc 
thf- mjjir skdl to ravish the mind awi) from its troubles, and 
transpert it to a radiant Elysium ot swtet iliinons pnd ctlvieal 
ecbtas cs JiQ this for me, as you have done it for others i 
and whatever payment you demand, wfltiner in gold or grati- 
tude, shall be youis.” 
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He ceased ; the wind hovtled furiously outside, flinging gusty 
dashes of rain against the one window of the lOom, a tall aiched 
casement that clattered noisily with every blow inflicted upon 
It by the storm PJtliobas gave him a swift, seaicbing glance, 
half pitying, half disdaiftrui. 

“ Haschisf h or opium should serve vour turn ” he sud curtly. 

“ I know o£ no other means whereby to tempor inly still the 
cUmounngs of consi itnce ** 

Al\v>n fiuriud darkly “ Ccnsnence he began in rather 
a lest ntfiil ton< 

“Aye, coiuciriice^” rejected Hdiobas flru ly. “There 
IS such a tl ing Do \ou ^ i ifeas to be > holly without 
it?^’ 

Alw}n dtii,n(d no reply— the ironical biuntness of the ques- 
’ tjon annoycJ nim > 

“You hiVv t madia ven unjust opinion of me, Mr Alwyn/’ 
continued Ih linens “ in npm’on whidi iiullx.! honouis your 
courtesy nor >our inUlUa -pardon me for sa)ing so You 
ask me to ‘ mor k ’ and ‘ dd idt * you, as if it wt rc rny cudom 
and delight to lufke d ipcs <if my su/Ttring fdlow-c rcatuies * 
You come to me as ihou^n I were a uk smen^t or mignetizer 
sudi as you cm hue for a Lw guineas in any cnilutd (ity in 
Europe — nav, 1 doid^t not but that you cons dei mt that kind 
of -.o railed ‘ Sj iritualist ’ whose crJightentd intolhgcnee and 
heaven a^pinni; n U'5 tu cU iiionstiatc d in the turning oi tables 
and general fuiniiiiu ^jrition. 1 am, huweicr, hopelessly 
defu lent in suf h I should mtkr a umst unsatis 

factory conjurer * Mor (>\tr, nhil \u you may have heard 
concerning me m Pins, )ou must remember I arn m Pans no 
longer I am a imaik, do you devoted to my vov^ation, 
1 am cornplcti 1) severed from the woild, and my duties and 
cx'cupations in lh>- present are widd) different lo those which 
employed me in the past. Ihen, I gave whit ud 1 could to 
those who honestly needed it and sought it without prejuduc 
or personal distrust , but now my work amoig men is finished, 
and 1 practise my science, such as il is, on others do more, 
except m very rare and sjicc lal cases ” 
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Alwyn heard, and the lines of his face hardened into an 
expression of frigid hauteur^ 

“I suppose I am to understand by this that you will do 
nothing for me?” he said stiffly- 

**Why, what can I do?” returned Heliobas, smiling a little. 
*^All you want — so you say — is a brief forgetfulness of your 
troubles. Well, that is easily obtainable throjigh certain 
narcotics, if you choose to employ them and take the risk of 
their injurious action on your bodily system. You can drug 
your brain and thereby till it with drows> suggestions of ideas 
— of course they would only be sugges/wns^ and ve»y vague 
and indefinite ones too, still they might be’ pleasant enough 
to absorb and lepress bittei memories for a tune. As for me, 
my poor skill would scarcely avail you, as I could promise you 
neither self oblivion nor visionary joy I have' a certain in 
ternal force, it is true -a spuitual forti^whuh when strongly 
exercised o\crpoweib and subdues tht material — and by exeil- 
ing this I coaki, li 1 thought it well to di^ so, relea^i. your Soul 
— that IS, the inner Imdhgent Spirit which is the actual You, 
from its house of fby, and allow it an interval of freedom. 
But what its experience might be in that unfettered condition, 
whetlitr glad or sotrowful, I am totally unable to predict” 

Alwyn looked at bun stcaelfastlv 

“You believe m the Soul?” he asked. 

“Most certainly ’ ” 

“As a sep irate ikrscjiiality that continues to live on when 
the body pti ishes ? ” 

“ Assuredly.” 

“And you profess to be able to liberate it for a time from 
Us mortal habitation ” 

“I do not profess,” mterposed Heliobis quietly. “I can 
do so.” 

“But with the success of the experiment your power ceases? 
— you cannot foretell whether the uminpnsoiied creature will 
take Its course to an inferno of suffermg or a heaven of delight ? 
— ^is this what you mean?” 

Hehobas bent his head in grave assent 
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Alwyn troke into a harsh laugh — “ Come then I he ex- 
claimed with a reckless air, — “Begin your incahtations at 
once I Send me hence, no matter where, so long as I am for 
a while escaped from this den of a world, — this dungeon with 
one small window through which, with jhe death-rattle in our 
throats, we stare vacantly at the blank unmeaning horror of 
the Universie! Prove to me that the Soul exists — ye gods! 
prove it ! — and if mine can find its way straight to the main- 
spring of this revolving Creation, it shall cling to the accursed 
wheels and stop them, that they may grind out the tortures of 
Life no more ! 

Fie flung up his hand with a wild gesture : his countenance, 
darkly threatening and dcfiaiit, was yet beautiful with the e\'il 
beauty of a rebellious and fallen angel. His breath came and 
went quickly, — he seemed to challenge some invisible opponent. 
Heliobas meanwhile watched him much as a phj'sician might 
watch in his patient the workings of a new disease; then he 
said in purposely cold and tranquil tones — 

bold idea! Singulaily blasphemous, arrogant, and — 
fortunately for us aftl — impracticable 1 Allow me to remark that 
you are over-excited, Mr. Alwyn ; — you talk as madmen may, 
but as reasonable men should not. Come,” and he smiled, — a 
smile that w^as both grave and sweet, “come and sit down — • 
you are worn out wnth the force of your own desperate emotions 
— rest a few minutes and recover yourself.” 

His voice, though gentle, was distinctly authoritative, and 
Alwyn, meeting the full gaze of his culrn eyes, felt bound to 
obey the implied command. He then fore sank listlessly into 
an easy chair near the table, pushing back the short thick curls 
from his brow with a wearied movement ; he was very pale, — 
an uneasy sense of shame was upon him, and he sighed, — a 
quick |igh of exhausted passion. Heliobas seated himself 
opposite, and looked at him earnestly ; he studied with sympa- 
thetic attention the lines of dejection and fatigue which marred 
the attractiveness of features otherwise frank, poetic, and noble. 
He had seen many such men. Men in their prime who had 
begun life full of high faith, hope, and lofty aspiration, yet 
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whose fair ideals, once bruised in the mortar of mddem athe* 
istical opinion, had perished for ever, while they themselves, 
like golden eagle-s. suddenly and cruelly shot while flying m 
mid-air, had fallen helplessly, brokcn-winged, among the dust- 
heaps of the world, never to nse and soar sun-wards again. 
Thinking this, his accents wer^ touched with a certain com- 
passion when aftL r a pause he sa.d softly — ^ 

i^oor boy ! - pooi, puzzled, tired brain that would fain judge 
Infinity by merely fmite perception I You were a far truer poet, 
Theos Aiwyn, when as a world foolish, h( a\en inspued lad you 
believed in God, and therefore, in godlike gladness, found all 
things good I ” 

Alw)n lo 'ked up— bis lips quivered, 

‘*roet- poet’^’ he inunnured. “Why taunt rne with the 
name?” He started upright in his ihair — “Let me loll you 
all,’' he said suddenly; “you may as know what lias made 
me the useless wreck 1 am ; tlujjgh [lerhaps 1 shall only weary 
you.” ♦ 

“P'ar fr('m u,” answTred Hoi obas gontlv. “Speak freely — 
but leincmUT 1 do not < ompcl ’ o ir ronfidlhu e.” 

“On tlie contn^v, 1 think: you do’” and again that laint, 
halt mournful siiiiie «*!ione lor an instant jn his deep dark eves, 
“Though )ou inav not be ronsnou^' of it Anyliow 1 ft cl im- 
pelled to uriburd^ n my heart to you : — 1 ha\e kejit silence so 
long \ oil Wi('v\ what it is in the woild,- one must always 
keep silence , always snut in one’s trrief and force a smile, in 
company with the led of inc toiiiKnled foictd smiling crowd. 
We can never be oursche, — our veritable schca — for if wc 
were, the air would resound with our ceaseless lamentations! 
It IS honible to think ot ^11 tiu- pent-up sufti of humanity 
— ail the incorc eivably hideous agonies that remain for ever 
dumb and unrevtsaled 1 When 1 was young,— how long ago 
that seems ’ — yes, though rny actual years are but thirty^ I feel 
an aldtr-elde of accumulated centuries upon me, — when I was 
young, the dream of my life was Toe sy. Perhaps I inherited 
the fatal love of it from my mother— she was a Gieek— and she 
had a subtle music in her that nothing could quell, not even 
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my fathef’s English coldness. She named me Theos, little 
guessing what a dreary sarcasm that name would prove I It 
was well, I think, that she died early 

“Well for liCT, but perhaps not so well for you/’ said Heliobas, 
with a keen kindly glance at him. 

Alwyn sighed. “Nay, well for us both, — for I should have 
chafed at hj^r loving restraint, and she would unquestionably 
have been disapi)Oiiited in me. My father \sas a C(jnsrientious. 
methodical business man, who spent all his days up to almost 
tne last moment of his life in amassin" monc), though it never 
gave him any joy so far as I could see, and v-hen at his death 
I became sole ])ossessor of his hardly-eaincd for^-une, I felt far 
more soirow than satisiaction. 1 wished he had spent his gold 
on himself an^i Icti me poor, for it seemed to me I had need of 
‘ nothing save the little 1 earned by my pen I was content to 
Ihe like an an^iioritetand dine off a crust tor rli« sake of the 
divine Muse 1 woishipped. Fate, howevei, wilkd ir otherwise, 
~ and thcyUgh 1 srar(.ely cared for the wealih 1 inherited, it 
gave me at least one blessing — that of iieifect imlependen^'e. 
I was free to follow mv own .chosen \ocaiion, and for a brief 
wondering while I deemed m>self liapj^y, . . . happy ns Keats 
must have been when the fragment of * Ihpcrion ' bioke from 
his frail life as thunder breaks from a summer cloud. I was as 
a monarch swaying a scc}>tre that conmianded both eirth and 
heaven a ki gdom was mme -a kingdom of p olden elher, 
peopled with shining shajies Ptuteaii, —alas * its gates are shut 
upon me now, and 1 shall enter it no r. ore ! *’ 

‘“No more ' is a long time, my fnenc' ! ” interposed Heliobas 
gently, “You are too despondent,- --perchanc e toe# diffadent, 
concerning yout own ability.’* 

“Ability I ' and he laughed wearily. I have none, — 1 am 
as weak and inapt as an untaught cliild — the iin ‘'•c of niv heart 
is silenced ! Yet theie is nothing 1 would noi do to legain the 
ravisbment of the past — when the sigh of the sunset across 
the hills, or the moon‘s silver imnsfiguratic/n of the sea filled 
me with deep and indescribable ecstasy— when the thought of 
Love, like a full chord struck from a magic harp, set my pulses 

»9 



<«ARDATH” 


throbbing with delirious delight — fancies, thick aap leaves in 
summer, crowded my brain — Earth was a round charm hung 
on the breast of a smiling Divinity — men were gods — women 
were angtls the world seemed but a wide scroll for the signa- 
tures ol poets, and mine, I swore, should be clearly written f ” 

He paused, as though ashamed of his own fervour, and 
glanced at Hcliobas, who, leaning a i ttle forwarc^m his chair, 
was regarding him with friendly and attentive interest , then be 
continued more calmly — ■ 

“ Enough * I think 1 had something in me then — something 
that was nevr and wild, and, though it may seem self prais** to 
say so, full of that witching glamour we nime Inspiration , but 
whatever that something was, — call it genius, a trick of song, 
what you will, —it wab ^oon crushed out oi me The world is 
fond of si dying Us singing bird*? and de\ curing them for daily* 
fare— one lough prcs:iurf of finger an^ thuinl) on the little 
melodious thro ts u.nd they are mute for ever bo I found, 
when at last in nungl d pndt, hope, ana fear I piiblisl^ed m> 
poems, seeking for them no other recompense s >a e fair hearing 
and justice They ebtuned nether — they were lob ed care 
lessly b> a few cr tics from hand to hand, jeered at for a while, 
and finalV flung bick t j me as lies —lies all > I he hnely spun 
web of airy fanr> » — the delicate interw o\ cn inti ic ^clc s of thought, 
— these Wvfe lorn to shxeds with as little compunction as idle 
children feel when destroying for their own erutl sport the 
velvety wonder of a moth’s wing, or the radiant rose and emerald 
pinions of a dragon fly I was a fool — so I was told with many 
a lansTuid sneer and «^lale jest— to talk of hidden mysteries in 
the whisper of the wind and the dash of the waves -such sounds 
were but common cause and effect Ihe stars were merely 
conglomerated masses of heated vapour condensed by the 
work of agCb into meteontes and from meteorite s into worlds — 
and these »vent on rolling in their appointed orbits, for what 
reason nobody knew , but then nobody cared ^ And I o\ e- - 
the key note of the theme to which I h id set my mistaken life 
in tune — Love was only a graceful word used to politely define 
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— in short'; poetry Fuch as mine was altogether absurd and out 
of date when confronted with the facts of every-day existence — 
facts which plainly taught us that man’s chief business here 
below was simply to live, breed, and die — the life of a silk- 
worm or caterpillar on a slightly higher platform of ability; — 
beyond this — nothing ! 

“Nothing^” murmured Heliobas, in a tone of suggestive 
inquiry Really nothing ? ” 

“Nothing!” repeated Alwyii, wirh an air of resigned hope- 
lessness ; “ For 1 learned that, according to the results arrived 
at by the mo->t advanced thinkers ot tli'^ day, there was no 
Cod, no Soul, no Hereafter— the loftiest effoits of the highest 
heaven aspiring minds were doomed to end in non-fruition, 
failure, and annihilation. Among all the desperately hard 
truths that came rattling down upon me like a shoVer of 
stones, 1 tinnk this w^s the erownmg one that killed whatever 
genius I had, 1 use the word ‘genius * foohshly— though, after 
all, genius itself is nothing to boast of, since it is only a morbid 
and unhealthy condition of the intellectual faculties, or at least 
was demonstTated'**to me as <fuch by a scientific Iriend of my 
own, who, seeing I was miserable, took great pains to make me 
more so if possible. lie proved, —to his own satisfaction if 
not altogcthei to mine, — that tlie abnormal position of certain 
molecules m the brain, produced an eccentricity or peculiar 
bias in one ducrtion which, prarlically viewed, might be de- 
scribed as an intelligent form of monomania, but which most 
people chose to term ‘genius,’ and that from a purely scientific 
standpoint it was evident that the poets, painters, musicians, 
sculptors, and all the widely-renowned ‘gieat ones' of the earth 
should be classified as so many brains more or less affected by 
abnormal molecular formation, which, strictly speaking, amounted 
to brain-deformity. He assured me, that to the pre >]>erly balanced, 
healthily organized brain of the human a I’^nal, genius was an im- 
possibility — it was a malady as unnatural as rare. ‘ And it is 
singular, very singuiai,’ he added with a complacent smile, ‘that 
the world should owe*^all its finest art and literature merely to 
a few varieties of molecular disease I ' 1 thought it singular 
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enough, too, — however, I did not care to argue With hitn ; I 
only felt that if the illness of genius had at any time affected 
it was pretty wlU certain I should now suffer no more from 
its delicious pangs and honey sweet fever. I was cured ! The 
probing^knife of the world’s cynicism had found its way to the 
musically throbbing centre of divine disquietude in my brain, 
and had there cut down the growth of fair un aginations for 
ever 1 thrust aside the bnght illusions that had once been my 
gladness; I fou^d rnyseir to k^ok with unflinching eyes at the 
wide waste of universal Notliingness revealed to me by the rigid 
positivists and iconoclasts of the century , — but m\ heart died 
within me; my whole being Iro/c as it were into an icy apathy, 
--1 wrote no in 're, 1 dioubt wh«‘tiier I shall ever write again. 
Of a truth, Itteie is nothing to write about. All has been said. 
The drivs of the Tiouludoiiro a^e past, — one cannot ‘•trmg 
cantalcs of love f( r men .ind women ^hose unm/ [».nsion is 
the gued of go'd \ t I sometimes tiuiught )»fe would 
be drearier ev<.n n is, vseie * nets of po ts Tj^ogethtr 
silent;- and 1 w h— y^s' 1 vcish f h el it m my power to 
brand my manuil on tlicbra/cn lare cf this coldl> callous 
age -bmnd it deep in those Ictteis of iivmg fire calk d kame.” 

A look of baffled lOnj ng and iingiatiiu*! ambition came 
into his musmg eyes ~hio strong, shapely wmte hand (Icrclicd 
nervously, as thou^:h it Gra'>ped some unsctm yet perfectly 
tangih'e substmee. Jus< then the s’uim witlioul, which liad 
partialiy iulkvl during the ia^t few in nutes, began its wrath 
anew: a gare of lightning tilazed agnnst the uncut tamed 
window, and a heavy claj» c>f tiiundcr burst overhead with the 
sudden flash of an c^plofiuig bomb. 

**yoa ' are for famef ” a^ked Ifcholns abruotl., as soon as 
the tcinfic uproar had subsided into a Qistan^, dull rambhng, 
mingled with the pdlcong dash of liaii 

‘*1 care fu it— yes 1 ’ replied Alwyn, and his voice was very 
low ana drennv. ‘‘For though the world js a grave-yard, as 
I have s,ud, full of „ unmarked tv»rnbs, still here and there we 
find graves, such as Shelley’s or Byron% whereon pale flowers, 
like sweet suggestions of ever-silenced music, break into con- 
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tinuous bl(»om. And shall I not win my own death-garland af 
asphodel ? 

There was an indescribable, almost heartrending pathos in 
his manner of uttering these last wr:>ids— a hopelessness of 
effort and a despairing sense of fa. lure whuh he himself 
seemed conscious of, for, meetiag the tixed and earnest gaze of 
Heliobcis, he*quickly relapsed into his usual tone of indolent 
indiffereiic e. 

“You sec,” he said, with a forced smile, “my story is not 
very interesting! No hairbreadth esca['es, no tUi'lling advent- 
ures, no love intrigues - nothing hut mental misery, for which 
few peojilc have any sympathy A child widi a cut finger gets 
more universal commiseration than a min with a tortured 
brain and breaking heart, yet there can be no question as to 
‘which is the most intense and long enduring anguish of the 
two. llowc'vci, such ns my troubles aie, I lia'c told you all. 
I have laid bare my ‘wound of living' —a w’ound that throbs, 
and bums, and aches, more intoleiaLly with eiery passing 
hour and d^iy — it is not unnatural, 1 think, that I should seek 
for a little cessation of suiieung : a bnt*f d learning sjiace in 
which to rest for a while, and escape from the dc ithful Truth 
--Tiuth, that like the flaming sword placed east of the fabled 
garden of Eden, turns ruthlessly every way, keeping us out of 
the fxirfcited paradise of ima niiat ve as[>iration, which made 
the men of old time great becau'-e they deemed them -.elves 
immoitaL It was a gl >nou'j faitli I —that strong consciousness, 
tliat in the change and upheaval of wl de universes tlie Soul 
of man should for ever ovcr-iide disasur ^ Put now that w^e 
know ourselves to be of no more importance, i dative V spy-ak 
lag, than the animalcuhe in a drop of *^.agnaat water, what 
great woiks can be done^ what noble deeds ar cotaplished, in 
the face of the declared and proved futility of .werything? 
Still, if you can, as you say, liberate me from tins fleshly 
prison, and give im new sensations and o h rent experiences, 
wdiy then let me depart with all possible sjxfed: — for T am 
ceitain I shall find in fhe storm-swept areas of siiace nothing 
worse than life as lived in this present world. Remember, 2 
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am quite incredulous as to your professed power*'— «he paused 
and glanced at the white-robed, priestly figure opposite, then 
added lightly, ** but I am curious to test it all the same. Are 
you ready to begin your spells? — and shall 1 say the Nunc 
DimiitisV* 


III 

DEPARTURE 

H ELIOBAS was silent —he seemed engaged in deep and 
anxious thought- -and he kept his steadfast eyes fixed 
on Alwyn's countenance, as though he sought there the clue 
to some difficult problem. * 

** What do you know of the JVunc Dimiitis ? ** he asked at 
last, with a half-smile. “You might as well say Xho^^Paier 
Noster — both canticle and prayer would be^ equally unmeaning 
to you I For poet as you are— or let me say as you were — 

inasmuch as no atheist was ever a poet at the same lime ” 

“You are wrong,” interrupted Alwyn quickly. “Shelley was 
an atheist.” 

“Shelley, my good friend, was not an atheist.^ He strove 
to be one, — nay, he made pretence to be one, — but throughout 
his poems we iKar the voice of his inner and better self 
appealing to that Divinity and Eternity which, in spite of the 
material part of him, he instinctively felt existent in his own 
being. I repeat, poet as you were^ and poet as you will be 
again when the clouds on your mind are cleared, — you present 
the strange, but not uncommon spectacle of an Immortal 
Spirit fighting to disprove its own Immortality. In a word, 
you will not believe in the Soul.” 

“ I cannot I ” said Alwyn, with a hopeless gesture. 

“Why?” 


* Sec the last two verses of Adonatt, 
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Science can give us no positive proof of its existence ; it 
cannot be defined.” 

*‘What do you mean by Science?” demanded Heliobav 
“The foot of the mountain, at which men now stand, grovel- 
ling and uncertain how to climb > Or the glittering summit 
Itself, which touches God’s throne?” 

Alwyn made no answer. 

“Tell me,” puisued llcliobas, “how do you define the vital 
pnnciple? What mystenous aeency sets the heart beating and 
th' bloofl fio\Mng? By the small porter’s lantern of today’s 
so called Science, will you fling a light on the dark nddle of 
an apparently purpose, less Umveise, and explain to me why we 
live at all?” 

“FAolution,” responded Alwyn shortly, “and Mcressity.” 

• “Evolution from what?” ptrsistcd Hehohas. “Frou* one 
atom? What atom? ^nd/;^w came the atom? And 

why the of any atom?” 

“The humnn brain reeli» at such questions ^ ” said Alwyn 
vexedly and with imjiatience. “I cannot answer them — no 
one can ’ ” • , 

* No on^?” Heliobas smiled very tranquilly “Do not be 
too sure ot th.it ’ And why should the human bra.n ‘ reel’? — 
the sagacious, calculating, clear human brain that never get:> 
tired, or puzzled, or perplexed ' — that settles evcry^thing in the 
most piartK.il and common .,ense manner, and disposes of 
God altogether as an extraneous sort of bargain not wanted m 
the general economy of our little so^ r svstem ! Aye, the 
human brain is a wonderful thing ' — anc yet by a sharn, well 
directed knock with this and he took up from the table a 
paper-knife with a massive siher mounted weighty horn handle 
— “I could deaden it m such wise that the boul could no 
more hold any communication with it, ami it would he an 
inert mass in the cranium, of no more to its owner than 
a paralysed limb.” 

“ You mean to infer that the brain cannot act without the 
influence of the soul ? 

“Precisely! If the hands on the telegraph-dial vdU not 
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respond to the electric battery, the telegram cannot be de- 
ciphered. But it would be foolish to deny the existence of 
the electric battery because the dial is unsatisfactory ! In like 
manner, when, by physical incapacity, or inherited disease, 
the brain can no longer receive the impressions or electric 
messages of the Spirit, it is practically useless. Yet the Spirit 
is there all the same, dumbly waiting for release and another 
chance of exjiansion/* 

“ Is this the way you account for idiotcy and mania ? " asked 
Alwyn incredulously, 

“Most certainly; idiotcy and mania always come from 
man’s interference with the laws of health and of nature — 
never otherwise. The Soul placed within us by the Creator is 
meant to be fostered by man’s unfettered Will; if man chooses 
to em])loy that unlettered Will in wrong directions, he has 
only himself to blame for the disastrous results that follow. 
You may perhaps ask why God has thus left our wills un- 
fettered; the answer is simple — that we may serve Him by 
choice and not by compulsion. Among the myriad million 
worlds that acknowledge His goodness gUdly and undoubt- 
ingly, why should He seek to force unwilling obedience from 
us castaways?” 

“As we are on this subject,” said Alwyn. with a tinge of 
satire in his tone, “if you grant a God, and make Him out 
to be Supreme Love, why in the name of His supposed 
inexhaustible beneficence should wt be castaways at all?” 

“ Because in our over weening pride and egotism we have 
elected to be such,” replied Heliobas. “As angels have fallen, 
so have we. Bat we are not altogether castaways now, since 
this signal,*’ and he touched the cross on his breast, shone 
in heaven.” 

Ah^yn shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. 

“Pardon me,” he murmured coldly, “with every desire to 
respect your religious scruples, I really cannot, personally 
speaking, accejit the tenets of a worn oiit faith, which all the 
most intellectual minds of the day reject as mere ignorant 
superstition. The carpenter’s son of Judea was no doubt a 
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very estimalile person, — a socialist teacher whose doctrines 
were very excellent in theory but imj>ossible of practice. That 
there was anything divine about him I utterly deny; and I 
confess I am surprised that you, a man of evident culture, do 
not seem to see the hollow absurdity of Christianity as a 
system of morals and civilization. It is an ever-sprouting seed 
of discoid and hatred between nations; it has served as a 
casus belli of flie most fanatical and merrilcss character; it 
is answerable for whole seas of cruel and unnecessary blood- 
sbe.l »• 

Have YOU nothing new to say on the subject?'* interposed 
Ileliobas with a shght smile. “I have hcanl all this so often 
hcfuie, from divers kind-* of men both educated and ignorant, 
who have a wulful habit of forgetting all that Christ Himself 
prophesied concerning His cieed of Self-renunciation, so 
difficult to selfish humanity : * Think not that 2 come to send 
Peace on the earth, 1 come, not to send hut a sword,* 

Again, ^ Ve shall bt hated oj ah men /o*' ]/j names sake' . . . . 
‘a// ye shall be ojemhd betause of J/,.’ Su< n pl^in words as 
these soein utterly tlvown away upon this present gencrition. 
And do )()U know I find a curious Luk of ongmaUly among 
so-ealled * fieothmkers ' ; in f.e't, iheir ilionghts can hardly be 
designated as ‘free’ they all run m such extremely 

iiairow gioo\cs of sinelitude a flock of sheep mildly trotting 
undei llie guidance ol tlit buti ’ «u u> the si uightci-houNC could 
not be more tamely alike in their OkaOng igiK>iance as to 
where they are Voiir opinions, lor instance, differ scarce 

a whit troin those ot tlu' tornmon boor, who, reading hi*- penny 
Radical papei, thinks he can diSfiense wdlh God, and talk of 
the ‘carpenter's son of Judea' with the same easy llippancy and 
scant ic\Lrence as youistll. The ‘ intellectunl uiuuls of the 
day' to which you allude aie extiaordinarily hauled of com- 
prehension, and none of them, literary or utherwioo, b.'^ve such 
a grasp of knowledge as any of these de. h and gone authors,” 
and he weaved his hand tow .aids the suriuundmg loaded book- 
shelves, lived centuries ago, and aic new, as far as the 

genera] public is concerned, forgotten. All the volumes you 
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sec here are vellum manuscripts copied from opginai slabs 
of baktd clay, stone tablets and engiaved sheets* of ivory, and 
among them is an ingenious treatise by one Remeni Adranos, 
chief astronomer to the then king of Babylonia, setting forth 
the Atom and Evolution theory iMth far more clearness and 
precision than any of your modern professors All such pro 
positions are old — old as the hu^s, I assure you and these 
da)S in which you h\e are moie suggestive of the second child- 
hood of the world than its progressive pnme. Espcciall> in 
your own country the general dotage seems to have reached a 
sort of chmax, for there you have the people actually lorgetting, 
deriding or denying their greatest men, who form the on^y 
lasting glones of their hi^toiy , they have even done their futile 
best to tarnish the unsoilable fame of Shak^ speare In that land 
you,— who, according to your own showing, started for the race 
of life full of high hopes and inspiration to still higher en 
deavour— have been poisoned b> the tainted atmosjihcie of 
Atheism which is slowly rnd nisidiouslv spreading itself through 
all ranks, pirl ( ularly ainorw U| per cHsses, ^\ho, while 
becoming e cry day more lax in their inoi ^Is and ntorc dissolute 
of behaviour, cori^dei the jisclve^ iir too wise and ‘highly 
cultured' to behevt* in anything It is a most unwholesome 
atmosphere, cliargcd witn the morbidities and miciobes cf 
nitional disease and downfall, it is ditlicult to breathe it 
witl out becoming fever •,nnUcn , and in your den il of the 
divinity of Chr st, I do not blame you any raorL than I would 
blame a poor creature struck down by a plague You have 
caught the negative, agnostu and atheist k il infection fioin 
others, It is not the natuial, healthy condition of your 
temperanix-nt " 

“ On the contrary it is, so far as that point goes," said Alwyn 
with sudden bent — 1 Ull you I am amizi d, — utterly am i/ed, 
that you, with your intelligence, should uj^ihoid such a baibanc 
idea as the Divinity of Christ * Human reason revolts at it, — 
and after all, make as light of it as you will, reason is the only 
thing that exalts us a little above the level of the be asts ' 

“ Nay,— the beasts share the gift of reason in common with 
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us/* replied Heliobas, “ and Man only proves his ignorance if 
he denies the fact. Often indeed the very insects show superior 
reasoning ability to ourselves, — any thoroughly capable natural- 
ist would bear me out in this assertion.” 

“ Well, well ! and Alwyn grew impatient — “ Reason or no 
reason, I again repeat that the legend on which Christianity is 
founded is absurd and preposterous, — why, if there were a grain 
of truth in it, Judas Iscariot, instead of being universally con- 
demned, ought to be honoured and canonized as the first of 
saints ! ” * 

‘‘Must I remind you of your early lesson days?” asked 
Heliobas mildly. “You will find it written in a Rook you 
appear to have forgotten, that Christ expressly prophesied ‘ Woe 
to that man ' by whom He was betrayed. 1 tell you, little as 
you credit it, there is not a word that the Sinless One aittercd 
while on this earth, thjl has not been or shall not be in time 
fulfilled. But 1 do not wish to enter into any controversies 
with you ; — you have told me your story, — I have heard it with 
interest, — and 1 may add with symi^athy. You arc a poet, 
struck dumb by ISfciterialism because >ou lacked strength to 
redst the shock, — )ou would fain recover your singing-speech, — 
and this is in truth the reason ^^hy you have coiueto me. You 
think that if you could gam some of the strange experiences 
which others have had whi^e under my infiuence, you might 
win back your lost inspiratio.., — though you do not know why 
you think this— neither do 1 — I can only guess.” 

“ And your guess is ?” demand 'd Alwyn with an air of 

affected indiflerense. 

“That some Ingher inf'Jjence is working for your rescue and 
safety,” replied Heliobas. “What influence I dare not presume 
to imagine, but- there are always angels near ’ ” 

“ Angels I” Alwyn laughed aloud. “ How many more fairy 
tales aie you going to weave for me out of your fertile Oriental 
imagination? Angels! See here my Heliobas, I am 

perfectly willing to grant that you may be a very clever man, 
with an odd prejudice in favour of Christianity, — but I must 
request that you will not talk to me of angels and spirits or any 
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such nonsense, as if I were a child waiting to be amused, 

instead of a full-grown man with ” 

“ With so full grown an intellect that it has outgiown God ^ ” 
finislied Heliobas seienely “Quite so < Yet angels after all 
are only immortal bouls such as yours or mine when set free of 
their earthly tenements Por instance, when I look at you 
thus," — and he raised his e^es wit"* a lustrous piercing glance 
— I see the proud, stiong ard rebellious Ange) m )ou far 
more distinctly than voiir outward shape of man , — and you — 
wlu n j oil 1 )ok at rnc ” 

He broke off, for Aiw)n at that moment spiang from his 
chair, and staring fixedl> at him, uttered a quick fieice 
exclamat on 

“Ah' I know you now ^ ” he cried m suddi. n and extra 
ordnur) cxcJc i ei 1 * I know jou well * We h ivv nut bcfoit ’ 

Why, af^er a 1 th it jiisst 1 —do w( ^meet agiin 

This singular s|<(fa w'^*' ifcoinpanud by a sMll more 
suuu' it transtu n ti m ot c ninten'^ncf —a daik ficrv glory 
burned in hs }L'> ukI in the stem friwrun >?vouJir and 
def arice of li expies^i n and attitude, th<=*re wa nncthin’ 
grand }et Urnbk, tikii icing yet supernatnraMy sublime IJe 
stood so for an insriris space, majtstually '•cinlirc, like some 
discrowned emperor conliontm^^ his conqueror, — a 
rum' 1 n Ic i^ccntinued roj ui ihurJei outside d to 

recall I ni to himself, and 'u pcs id his hand ti^htlv down 
over hi5 eyelids, as the i L,h ta shj^ out some overwhelmirm 
vision A%r a pii t tu k < H up a^iin - vvildiv contuscclv, 
— alnost be echin^ > ino lleho'iii, observing tluo, roac and 
ad^ meed tow irds him 

I’ca'^e*^ he D id, m low nnpr ssne tores, — “ Wc have 
recogn '■t i each itnci,— but on rar h such reco nitions are 
hntf and soon forgoUtn’'" llv, waiPd fot a ftw second , 
then resunud hghtl), “Come, Iook at me now' — what do >ou 
see? * 

Alwyn scanned his features tageily and with some bewilder 
ment * 

“ Nothing but yourself ^ " he replied, sighing deej)!) as he 
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•poke — “y^t — oddly enough, a moment ago I fancied you had 
altogether a different appearance,— and I thought I saw — no 
matter what 1 I cannot describe it 1 ” His brows contracted 
in a puzzled line. “ It was a curious phenomenon — very curious 
— and it affected me strangely,” — he stopped abruptly, — then 
added, with a slight flush of annoyance on his face, I perceive 
you are an adept in the art of optical illusion ! ” 

Heliobas labghed softly. “ Of course ! What else can you 
expect of a charlatan, a trickster, and a monk to boot ! Decep- 
tion, deception throughout, my dear sir ! — and have you not 
asked to be deceived ? ” 

There was a fine, scarcely perceptible satire in his manner ; 
he glanced at the tall oaken clock that stood in one corner of 
the room — its hands pointed to eleven. Now, Mr. Alwyn,” 
he went on, 1 tln'nk we have talked quite enough fgr this 
evening, and my advice is, that you retire to rest and think 
over what I have said to you. I am willing to help you if I 
can, — but with your beliefs, or ratJier your non-beliefs, I do not 
hesitate to tell you frankly that the exertion of my internal 
force upon yours in, your present condition might be fraught 
with extreme danger and suffering. You have spoken of ‘ Truth, 
the deathful Truth ^ ; this being, however, nofning but Truth 
according to the world’s opinion, 'which changes with every 
passing generation, and therefore is not Truth at all. There is 
another Truth — the evcrlasti g T.'ruth--the pivot of all iife^ 
which never changes ; — and it is with this alone that ray science 
deals. Were I to set you at liberty as you desire, — were your 
intelligence too suddenly awakened to the blinding awfulness 
of your mistaken notions of life, death and futurity, the resuh 
might be more overj^owering than either you or I can imagine 
I have told you what 1 can do, — your incredulity does noi 
alter the hict of my rapacity. I can sever you,- that is, your 
Soul, which you cannot define but which nevertheless exists, — 
from your body, like a moth from its ch^y^vdis ; but I dare not 
even picture to myself what scorching flame the moth might 
not heedlessly fly into ! .You might in your temporary state of 
release find that new impetus to your thoughts you so ardently 
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I 

desire, or you might not, — in short, it is impossible to form a 
guess as to whether your experience might be one of supernal 
ecstasy or inconceivable horror.” He paused a moment, — 
Alwyn was watching him with a close intentness that bordered 
on fascination, and presently he continued, “It is best, from 
all points of view, that )Ou should consider the matter more 
thoroughl)- than >ou have yet doie; — think it over well and 
carefully until this time to-morrow— then, if you are quite 
resolved ” 

“ I am resolved note/ f ” said Alwyn slowly and determinedly. 
“ If you are so certain of your influence, come * — unbar my 
chains ’ — open the jnison duoi ’ Let me go hence to-night; — 
there is no time like the ]iresent * ” 

“lo night and Heliobas turned his keen, bright eyes full 
upon him, with a look of ama/ement and reproach, — “Ta 
night * — without faith, preparation oi prayer, you are willing to 
be tossed through tlie realms of space like a gram of dust m a 
whirling tempest? Beyond the g’ittenng g> ration of unnum 
berod stars -thn ugh the swoul-iikc flash of streaming comets 
— through daikness— through light — thremgh depths of pio- 
foundest silence, — over heights of vibrating sound— you— 
will dare to w^ander in the^^e God invested regions — you, a 
blasphemer and a doubter ot (jod ’ ” 

His voice thrilled with passion, — his aspect was so solemn, 
and earnest, and imposing that Alwyn, awed and startled, 
remained for a moment mute then, lilting his head proudly, 
answered- - 

“Yes, I dare ’ If I am immortal I will test my immortality ^ 
I will face God and find these angels you talk about ’ What 
shall prevent me ’ ’’ 

“hind the angels Heliobas surveyed him sadly as he 
spoke. “Nay* — pray rather that they may And thte!'* He 
looked long and steadfastly at Alwyn’s countenance, on which 
there was just then the faint glimmer of a rather mocking 
smile, — and as he looked, his own face darkened suddenly into 
an expression of vague trouble and uneasiness— and a strange 
quuer passed visibly through him from head to foot 
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“ You a?e bold, Mr. Alwyn,^’ he said at last, moving a little 
away from his guest, and speaking with some apparent effort — ■ 
“ bold to a fault, but at the same time you are ignorant of all 
that lies behind the veil of the Unseen. I should be much to 
blame if I sent you hence to-night, utterly unguided— utterly 
uninstructed. I myself must think — and pray — before I 
venture to jncur so terrible a responsibility. To-morrow 
perhaps — to-night, no! I cannot — moreover I will not!” 

Alvvyn Pushed hotly with anger. “Trickster!” he thought. 
“ He feeT.s he has no power over me, and he fears to run the 
risk of failure ! ” 

“Did I hear you aright !’* he said aloud in cold determined 
accents. “You cannot? — you w'ill not ? By Heaven I” — and 
his voice rose, “ I say you shall!'" As he uttered these words 
U rush of indescribable sensations overcame him, — he seemed 
all at once invested with some mysterious, invincible, supreme 
authority, — he felt twice a man and more than half a god, and 
moved by an irresistible impulse which he could neither explain 
nor control, he made two or three hasty steps forward — when 
Heliobas, swiftly retreating, waived him off with an eloquent 
gesture of mingled appeal and menace. 

“ Back ! Back ! ” he cried warningly. “ If you come one 
inch nearer to me I cannot an.swer for your safety — back, I 
say I Good God ! You do not know your own power ! ” 

Alwyn scarcely heeded him, — some fatal attraction drew him 
on, and he still advanced, when all suddenly he paused, trem- 
bling violently. His nerves began to throb acutely, — the blood 
in iiis veins wuis like fire, — there was a curious strangling light- 
ness in his throat that interrupted and oppressed his breathing, 
— he stared straight befoie him with large, luminous, impas- 
sioned eyes. What — what was that da/zling something in the 
air that flashed and w'hirled and shone like glittering wheels of 
golden flame ? His lips parted — he stretched out his hands in 
the uncertain manner of a blind man reding his way. “Oh 
God ! — God I ” he muttered as though stricken by some sudden 
amazement — then, with* a smothered gasping cry, he staggered 
and fell heavily forward on the floor — insensible I 
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At the self-sarae instant the window blew open '»ith a loud 
crash, — it swung backwards and forward‘d on its hinges, and a 
torrent of ram poured through it slantwise into the room. A 
remarkable change had taken nkce in the aspect and bearing 
of Ilehobas, — he stood as though rooted to the opot, trembling 
from head to foot, — he had lost all his usual composuie,— he 
was deadly pale, and breathed with dilhculty. Presently, 
recoNenng hinisLlt a little, he strove to shut the swinging case 
ment, but the wind was so boisterous, that had to pause a 
moment to gun strength for the effort, and inslinttivcly he 
glanced out at the tempestuous night The clouds were 
scurrying o\et the sk\ Ike g^-cat black \essc Is on a foaming 
sea, — the lightning Hished incessantly, and the thunder rever 
berated o^ei the niounlains m tiemendems volleys as of 
Desitging cannon Stinging drops of icy deet clashed h s face 
and the front of his while gain as ht injjaled the stormy frt'^h 
ness of the diong upward sweeping blast fora ftw seconds — 
and then, with tht iir of one gathcrin< tog Iher alj his scat 
tered fonc^, he s^ ut to the winao » /irnilv and barred it across. 
'I urning n n to tf t unconsc lous Alw\ n, hfu d him from the 
floor to a low couch rear at hind, and there laid him gently 
down This dciK, hr stood looking at him with an exurtbsion 
of the d< cpf St aiiviiiy, but maclt no attempt to roi se lum from 
his deathlike swoon II own habitual serenity was com- 
pletelv broken thioi , hv. hid all the appeaiame of having 
receded some uncxpLCteci and ovcrwhehninj^ shock, — his very 
lips were blanched and cpiiver d ncr\ously 

He waited fur si vet'll muiuvs, attentively watchire the 
recumbent fgure betore h ni, till gradually, — very gradually, — 
that figure took upon itsdf the j tie, stern beauty of a cor] se 
horn which life has hut recently and jiainlessly depaitcd Ihe 
limbs grew st ff aid rigid— fiatuics sni )othcJ into that 
mysterioudy wis^ ])1 icidity which is so often seen in the faces 
of the dead, — the closed e\elxdb looked purple and livid, as 
though bruised — there* was not a breath, not a tiemor, to offer 
any outward sug|.^estion of returning animation, — and when, 
alter some little time, Hi liobas bent down and listened, there 
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was no pulsation of the heart — had ceased to beat 1 To all 
appearances Alwyn was dead — any physician would have certi- 
fied the fact, though how he had come by his death there \\as 
no evidence to show. And in that condition, — stir less, breath- 
less, white as marble, cold and inanimate as stone, Ileliobas 
left him. Not in indifierence, but in sure knowledge — know- 
ledge far beyond all mere medical science — that the senseless 
clay would in due time again rise to life and motion ; that the 
casket was but temporarily bereft of its je’^el, - and that the 
j< wcl itselT,- tlie Soul ol the Tot I, - had by a superhuman access 
ot will managed to br^ak its bonds and escape elsewliere. But 
whilhor? Into what vast realms of translucent light or drear 
shadow? This was a question to which the mystic monk, 
gifted as lie was with a powerful s]»iriUial insiglit into “things 
unseen and eternal,” could find no satisfactory answer, in 
his anvious j>cii‘leMty^he betook liiiu^ulf to the chapel, and 
tiure, by the red ghmmei of the tnnison Star that shone dimly 
above the altar, he knelt alone and prayed in silence till the 
luavy mght had and the stoiin had slam it)(lf with 

the sword of its own fury on the dark slopes of the Bass of 
Dand. 


“ ANCxl’l bS 

T he next morning dawned pallidly over a sci of gi^^y mi^t 
— iioi a glimpse oi the UmKcape ws vis. hie —noth ng 
but a shadowy vastness of floating vapour th.al moved slowiy, 
fold upon fold, wave upon wa'e, as though bent on blotting out 
the world. A very faint dull hgiit ]>ei.ied tin >u ihe naiiovv 
arched wandow ot the room wheie Alwyn lay, stni wripped in 
lliat protound repose, so like the last . i g sUt}> from which 
some of our movlein scientists tell us iIkic can be no awaken- 
ing. His condition wa*' unchanged, -- the wan beams of the 
early day falling across his features intensified their waxen 
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stillness and pallor, — the awful majesty of death was; on him, — 
the pathetic helplessness and penshableness of Body without 
Spirit. Presently the monastery bell began to nng for matins, 
and as its clear chime struck through the deep silence, the 
door opened, and Heliobas, accompanied by another monk, 
whose gentle countenance and fine soft eyes betokened the 
serenity of his disposition, entered the apartment Together 
they approached the couch, and gazed long and earnestly at 
the supcmaturally sluinbeung man 

“ He IS still far away * ” said Heliobas at last, sighing as he 
spoke “So far away that my mind misgives me Alas, 
Hilaiion ’ Hc;w limited is our knowledge ' — c\en with all the 
spiritual aids ot spiritual iile how little can be act omplishcd • 
We learn one thine, and another presents itself — we conquer 
one difficulty, and another instantly sj^niigs up to obstiuct our 
path Now if I had only had the innate perception required 
to foresee the possible flight of this released Immortal creature, 
might I not hd\( sa\cd it fiom some incalcuhble misery and 
sufficing?’^ ^ 

“I think not,” answered in rather musirg a'-rents tlie monk 
called Hiknon -“1 think not Such protection can never be 
exercised by mere human intelligence if this soul is to be 
saved or shielded in its invisible journcyings, it will be by some 
means that not all the rnirveis of our science can calculate. 
You say he 'was without faith ?” 

“ Entirely ” 

What w IS his leadir g piin^iple ? ” 

“A desire for what lie ealltd Truth,” rejihcd Heliobas 
“He, like many others of Ins cla s, never took the trouble to 
consider very deeply the inner meinmg of Pilate’s famous 
question, ‘ What Iriith?^ know what it is, is generally 
accepted — a few so called ficts which in a thou«-and ycirs will 
all be contiadic ted, mixed up with a few finite ojiinions pro- 
pounded by unstable minded m n In brief, Priith, accordi jg 
to the world, is simply whiUver the world is pleased to con- 
sider as Truth for the time being t,' Pis a somewhat slight 
thing to stake one's immortal destinies upon I ” 
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Hilari^n raised one of Alwyn^s cold, pulseless hands — it was 
stiff, and white as marble. 

‘“I suppose,'^ he said, “there is no doubt of his returning 
hither ? ” 

“None whatever,” answered Heliobas decisively. “His 
life on earth is assured for many years yet, — inasmuch as his 
penance is not finished, his recompense not won. Thus far 
my knowleSge of his fate is certain.” 

“ Then you will bring him back to-day ! ” pursued Hilarion. 

“ Bri*hg him back ? I ? I cannot 1 ” said Heliobas, with a 
touch of sad humility in his tone. “ And for this very reason 
1 feared to send him hence, — and would not have done so, — 
not without preparation at any rate, — could I have had my 
way. His departure was more strange than any I have ever 
known — moreover, it was his own doing, not mine..^ I had 
positively refused to^ exert my influence upon him, because I 
felt he was not in my sphere, and that therefore neither I nor 
any of those higher intelligences with w^hich I am in com- 
munication could control or guide his wanderings. He, how- 
ever, was as positively determined that I should exert it — and 
to this end he suddenly concentrated all the pent-up fire of 
his nature in one rapid effort of Will, and advanced u]:>on me. 
I warned him, but in vain ! — quick as lightning flash meets 
lightning flash, the two invisible Immortal Forces within us 
sprang into instant oppu':.:tiort, — with this difference, that 
while he was ignorant and uncojLscious of his pow'er, I was 
cognisant and fully conscious of mine Mine was focussed, as 
it w^ere, upon him, — his was untrained and scattered,— the 
result was that mine won the victory : — yet understand me 
well, Hilarion, — if 1 could have held rnyst-lf in, I would have 
done so It was he, — he who drew my force out of me as one 
would draw a sword out of its scabbard- -the sword may be 
ever so stiffly fixed in its sheath, but the strong hand will 
wrench it forth somehow, and use it Kr battle when needed” 
“Then,” said Hilarion wonderingly, “you admit this man 
possesses a power greater than your own ? ” 

“ Aye, if he knew it 1 ” returned Heliobas quietly. “ But he 
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does not know! Only an angel could teach him-^-and in 
angels he does not believe/' 

** He may believe now ? 

‘He may. He will — he must, — if he has gone where I 
would have him go/’ 

“A poet, is he not?'* queried Ililaiion softly, bending 
down to look more attentively at th * beautiful Antinous-like 
face, coloudcss and cold as sculptured alabaster. 

“An uncrowned monarch of a world of song t " responded 
Heliobas, with a tender inflection m his rich voic^ “A 
genius such as the earth secs but once in a century ’ But be 
has been smitten with the disease of imbeliet and deprived ol 
hope, - and whe’-e tluie is no hope tht're is no lasting accom- 
plishment ” He loused, and with a touch as gentle as a 
woman’s, r( arranged the cushions unJci Alwyn’s heavy head, 
and laid his baud in grave benediction pn the broad wh»te 
brow shaded by its chisiLnng waves ot dark hair. “Miy the 
Infinite Lcre biin him out of danger into peace and safety*" 
he said solemnlv,- Ui n turning jwm) he look Lis conipmion 
by the arm, and thiy both left tlie room, *;losing the door 
quietly behind t*Uin, The clitjicl bdl went on toll ng slowly, 
slowdy, s ndmg muffle J echoes throu di ihe fog foi some 
min ‘ — then il cuind, and a preflound siuIiU'^s rei tk d, 

TL^. RHjin u ry was alw i\s r vtiy sdonl habitation, — ■ 
situated it Wd*- on so loi v md barren a ci.itg, it was fai 
beyonu the siiuing oach of the stiuJkr swcc't thioated buds — 
now and tl c nan < xgle clove ineru L vvth a whur ot wmc's ind 
a discoidant sen am on Ins way towards some c^istant mountain 
eyrie — but no other sound of awake nm^ life bn)ke the hush of 
the slowly-widwiiu^g dawn An h mr passed md Alwyn still 
remained m the same jiositiou, — as paflidly quiescent as a 
corpse stnt< iied out for bur’al. 15y and by a chanf c betjan to 
thuii mysteriously through the atinosphen\ like the flowing of 
ambti vs nc through rrv tal tlie heavy vapours sluiddcred 
together aa tleiugii suddenly laslad by a whip of flame, —they 
rose, swayud to and fro, and parted asunder ~ then, dissolving 
into thin milk white veils of fleecy film, they floated away, 
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disclosin'^, as they vanished, the giant summits of the encircling 
mountains, that lifted themselves to the light one above 
another in the form of frozen billows. Over these a delicate 
pink flush flitted in tremulous wavy lines — long arrows of gold 
began to pierce the tender shimmering blue of the sky — ^soft 
puffs of cloud tinged with vivid crimson and pale green were 
strewn aloq^g the eastern horizon like flowers in the path of an 
advancing hero, — and then all at once there was a slight 
cessation of movement in the heavens — an attentive pause as 
though the whole Universe waited lor some great splendour 
as yet unrevealed. That sjflcndour came : in a red blaze of 
triumph the Sun rose, pouring a shower of beamy brilliancy 
over the white vastness of the heights covered with perpetual 
snow, — jagged peaks, sharp as scimitars and sparkling with ice, 
caught fire, and seemed to melt away in an absorbing sea of 
radiance, — the waiting cloud > moved on, rcdecked in deeper 
hues of royal purple — aud the full morning giory was declared. 
As the dazzling effulgence streamed tlirough the window and 
flooded the coucli wheie Alwyn lay, a faint tinge of colour 
returned to his faf:e, — his lijis moved, —his broad chest heaved 
with struggling sighs — his eyelids nuivered, — his before rigid 
hands relaxed, and folded themselves together in an attitude 
of peace and prayer. Like a sl.itue becoming slowly and 
magically flushed with life, the warm hues of the naturally 
flowing blood deepened thiougb the whiteness of his skin, — 
his breathing grew more and more easy and regular, — his 
features gradually assumed their wonted appearance, and 
presently — without any violent start o: exclamation — he awoke 1 
But was it a real awakening? — or rather a continuation of some 
strange impression received in slumber? 

He rose to his feet, pushing back the hair from his brow 
with an entranced look of listening wondt i merit — his eyes 
were humid yet brilliant — his whole aspect was that of one 
inspired. He jiaced once or twice up and dow^r the room, 
but he was evidently unconscious of his surroundings — he 
seemed possessed by thoughts which absorbed his whole 
being. Presently he seated himself at the table, and absently 
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fingering the writing matenals that were upon it, he 'appeared 
meditatively to question their use and meaning Then, draw- 
ing several sheets of paper towards him, he began to write with 
extraordinary rap.dity and eagerness — his pen travelled on 
smoothly, uninterrupted by blot or erasure Sometimes he 
paused — but when he did, it was always with an ujiraised, 
attentive’" Intening expression Once he murii\ired aloud, 
“*ARDAihM Nay, I ‘hall not foiget ’ — we will meet at 
* Ardath ’ * ** and again he n sumed his occupation Page 
after page he covered with close writing— no weak, uncertain 
scrawl, but a firm, bold, neat caligraj>hy, — his own peculiar 
chriracteiistic hind Ihe sun mounted higher and higher in 
the heav'^ns,— hour after hour pas:>c(l, and still he wrote on, 
apparently unaware of the flitting time At mid day the bell, 
which had not ring since e.irly dawn, began to swing qui kly 
to and fro in the <hapcl turret, -the da^p bass of the organ 
breathed on the silence x thunderous monotone, and a bee like 
murmur of distant voices proclaimed the woids 
Domini nunttai it Martce ” , . 

At the sound of this chant, the spfll that enchained 
Alwryn’s mind was broken, — drawing a cjuick dashing lint under 
what ho had wriUen, ne spring up erect and dropjied his pen 
** Heliobas I he en'^d loudly, “Heliobas* Where is the 
field of ‘ Ah lath 

H s voice seemed slringe and unfamiliar to his own ears, 
he waited, hstciimg, ard tl e chinting went on— Verburn 
caro fadum cst^ et habitaid in nohis ” 

Suddenly, as if he coild endure Ins solitude no longer, he 
rushed to ihe door and thicw^ it open, thereby nearly flinging 
himself again:>t Jleliobis, who was entering the room at the 
same moment He drew Ixick — st tred wildly, and pas^ng 
his hand across his forehead confusedly, forced a laugh 

“I have been dreaming*'^ he said, — then with a passionate 
gesture he added, ‘*God ' — if the dreini were true ’ ” 

He was strongly excited, and Heliobas, slipping one arm 
roiiiod him in a friendly manner, led hi!n back to the chair he 
had vacated, observing him closely as he did so 
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“ You tall this dreaming ? ” he inquired with a slight smile, 
pointing to the table strewn with manuscript on which the ink 
was not yet dry. *‘Then dreams are more productisre than 
active exeilion * Here is goodly matter for printers ! — a fair 
result It seems of one momma’s labour 1 ** 

Alwyn started up, seized the written sheets and scanned 
them eagerly. 

“ It IS my handwriting i ** he muttered in a tone of stupefied 
amazement 

“()i course^ Whose handwriting should it be?'' leturned 
Hehobas, watching him with scientific illy keen, yet kindly 
intercut 

“Then it is true’ ' he exclaimed “True — by the svreet 
ness of her eyes, —true by the love lit radianee of her smile ’ — 
tiue, O thou ("fod whom 1 dared to doubt ’ — true by theTmarveis 
ot 1 liy rnatchlejs wistlom 

And with this strange outburst, he begin to read in feverish 
haste wliat he had written His bre ith came and went 
quickly, his du eks flushed his eyes dibied, -line aftei line 
he perused with apparent wooder and lapturc, — when suddenly 
interrupting himself he laised his head and n cited in a half- 
whispcr : 

“ fVt/A thundtf in^ notes of 5on(^ ruliime 
I Jtt fi) UHs a vay wt, 

On s uif r f St * I I wunt — ^ ihmbl 
I fv ansffi uait and priy f r me ' '* 

“I heard that staiiza somewhere w t ii 1 was a boy — why d > 
I think of It now ? She has waited,— she siid, tb^se m ny 
thousand days ’ ” 

He pau ed meditative ly, —and then resumed his leading. 
Heliobas touched Ins aim 

“It will tale you oOine lime to read that Mr Alwyn,” he 
gently observed. “You have written more thm you know ” 

Alwyn roused himstlf and looked >iiaight at the s].>eaker. 
Putting down his manuscript and resting one hand upon it, he 
gazed with an air of solemn inquiry into the noble face turned 
steadfastly towards his own 
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••Tell me,” he said wistfully, ‘‘how has it happent'd? This 
couiposition IS mine and yet not mine, hor it is a grand and 
perfect poem of which I dare not call nijsclf the author* I 
mi‘,ht as well snatch Her crown of stairy tioweis and call 
myself an Angel * ” 

He spoke with mingled fervenr and humility To any 
ordinary ob‘ erver he would hive seemed to he latpunng under 
some strange hallucination, — but Heliobis was moie deeply 
instructed 

“Come, come* — your thoughts are wide of this world,” he 
said kindh fry to rec ill them * I can tell you nothing 
lo'^ I I* now nothin_, )o i ha\c been absent many hours ^ 

“^^bscn^,^^ \cs*” and A*wyn’s voic^ thrilled with an 

infinite regret “ Abs^^nt from cirth — ah * would to God 1 
might hi\e staved wuh her, in FIc iven * My lo\e, my love I — 
where shdi I find her f not on the hieldof Ardath?” 


V 

A M\S1IC TKYST 

A S he uHtred tii list worh, his tyes dirkenf d into a soft 
e<prt siio "1 ot niU'^iiig tMic cruets, and lu rv^inuiicd siknt 
for manymmuU , during which the entianc td, almost um art lily 
beauty of his fi^-c uiukrweiit a gradual rhange the mystic 
light that hid fora time trans'i ui d it, fid d and died away 
— and by d gitcs he recoined ad his oidmaiy sc If possession 
lic'cntly glincuig at Tbliolvis whj sUiod ]>niLntly wait ng 
till he sliould have overcome wl never emotions v'crc at woik 
m his mind, he ‘'miled 

“You must think me mad*” he said “ Perhips I am, — 
but if so, it IS the nuidni ss of love that has seized me Love *— • 
It IS a passion I ba\e never known before — I have used it as 
a mere thread whereon to stnng madrigals - a background of 
uncertain tint ser\ mg to show off the brighter hues of Poesy — 
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but nowl-»rnow I am enslaved and bound, conquered and 
utteily subdued by love! — love for the sweetest, queenliest, 
most radiant creature that ever captured or commanded the 
wor'jhip of man ’ I may seem mad -but I know I am sane — 
I realize the actual things of this world about me — my mind is 
clear, my thouglits are collected, and yet I rc})i.at, 1 love! — 
aye I — with all the force and feivour of this strongly beating 
human heart of mine and he touched his buasl as he 
spoke, “ And it comes to tins, most wise and worthy Hebobas, 
— d your Spell ■> have conjun d up this vision of immortal youth 
and giact ami [^untj that has suddenly assumed such sove- 
reignty over my life — then you must do something further, — 
you must find, or leach me how to find, the living Reality of 
my Dieam ! ” 

• Ht liobas surveyed him with some wonder and commiseration. 

** A liiommt you yuiutelf de« >ar{*d your dream was 

liTie^^’ he oD^erved. '*'llrs,” and he pointed to the manu- 
sfrqt on the t hh, “seemed to you suditient t(^ [uove it. 
Now you havv. all red your oponon, - why? 1 have worked 
no spells upon )ouf and 1 am entnily ignoiant as to what 
your icc^nt experience has been. Ivloieover, wliat do you 
mean by a ‘ living Reality * ? The flesli and blood, bone and 
sul-'stince that \ i shes in a brief seventy y^ars or so and 
ciuiiibios into indistingiiishahle dust? Surely,— if, as I con 
jcctiire fnirn >snir woras, )Ou have seen one of tho fair in- 
habitants of higher spheres ihon ouT^, — jou wou'd not drag 
her spiritual and d*. ath uncon-^uous biTdimt ss downi to the 
level of the ‘rcility’ ol a merely hum m life? Nay, if yoi 
would, you couVi not 

Ahvvn loviked at him inqumnidy and with a perplexed air. 

“ You spe iL in enigmas,'^ he said somewhat \e\t dly “ Hovv- 
ev'er, the whole thing is an enigma and would pu le the mo^t 
sagacious head. Tint the ph>sical workings of tut biam in a 
state of tranee should aiouse m me a p ‘ ion of love for an 
imaginary being, and, at the same tune, ('nabie me to wnte a 
poem such as must mal e the fame of any iiian, is certainly a 
remarkable and noteworthy result of scicnUfic mesmciism T* 
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“ Now, my dear sir/* interrupted Heliobas in a tone of good- 
natured remonstrance, — “ do not — if you have any respect for 
science at all — do not, I beg of you, talk to me of the ‘ physical 
workings ’ of a dead brain ! ” 

“ A dead brain ! ” echoed Alwyn. “ What do you mean ? " 

‘‘What I say,” returned Heliobas composedly. ‘“Physical 
workings’ of any kind are impossible unless the motive power 
of physical life be in action. You, regarded Vs a human 
creature merely, had during several hours practically ceased to 
be, — the vital principle no longer existed in your bod*/, having 
taken its departure with its inseparable companion, the Soul. 
When it retuined, it set the clockwork of your material 
mechanism in motion again, obeying the sovereignty of the 
Spirit that sought to express by material means the utterance 
of heaven-inspired thought. I'hus your hand mechanically 
found its way to the pen — thus you ^wrote, unconscious of 
what you were writing, yielding yourself entirely to the guid- 
ance of the spiritual part of your nature, which ai that particular 
juncture was absolutely predominant, though now, weighted 
anew by earthy influences, it has partially relaxed its supernal 
sway. All this I readily perceive and understand — hut what 
you did, and where you were conducted during the time of 
your complete severance from the tenement of clay in which 
you are again imprisoned, — this I have yet to lean.” 

While Heliobas was speaking Alwyn’s counU nance had 
grown vaguely troubled, and now into his decj) poetic eyes 
there came a look of sudden penitence. 

“True!” he said softly, almost humbly, “I vrill tell you 
everything while I remember it, though it is not likely I 
shall ever forget ! I believe there must be home truth after 
all in what you say concerning the .Soul,— at any rate, I do 
not at present feel inclined to call your theories in question. 
To begin with, T find myself unable altogether to explain Tvhat 
it was that happened to me during my conversation with you 
last night. It was a very strange sensation ! 1 recollect that 
I had expressed a wish to be placed under your magnetic or 
electric influence, and that you had refused my request. Then 
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an odd idea suggested itself to me — namely, that I could, if I 
chose, compel your assent, — and, filled with this notion, I think 
I addressed you, or was about to address you in a rather 
peremptory manner, when — all at once — a flash of blinding 
light struck me fiercely across the eyes like a scourge Stung 
with the hot pain and dazzled by the glare, I turned away from 
you and fled — or so it seemed — fled on m> ovin instinctive 
impulse — into darkness ” 

He paused and drew a long shuddenng breath, like one 
who h'ft narrowly escaped imminent destruction 

“Daikness’” he went on m low accents that thnlled with 
the riit mory of a past fear — “ Dense, homble, frij:htful dark 
ness ’ —darkness thaf palpitated heavily with the laboured 
motion of unseen things * — darkness that clung and closed 
about me in masses of clammy, tangible thickne'-s,— its ad' 
vane mg and resistless weight rolled over me like a huge wave 
less Of tan, -and, absorbed Within it, I was drawn down - 
down — down towards seme hidden, impalpable but All 
Supreme Agony, the dull uik easing throbs of which I felt, 
yet could not naine * Goi^' 1 trud aloud, abandoning 
myself to wild despair, * O t^od / Where art Thou I ' Tlien 
I heard a great rushing sound as of a strong wind beaten 
through with wings, and a Voice, grand and sweet as a golden 
trumpet blown suddenly m the sih nee of night, answered, 

^ Here f — And d i try lo here ^ \ ith th^t, a slantu s^rtam of 
opaline radiance cleft the gloom with the <wcep ot i sword 
blade, and I was caught up quickly- -I know not how — for I 
saw nothing ’ '' 

Ag iin he ]i uised and looked wistfully at Heiiohas, who in 
turn up iided him with gentle sleadfastnescj 

“It was wonderful — terrible” — he continued slowlv “yet 
beautiful * — that Invi’='ible btrength that ucd — sun-ounded, 

and uplifted me, and ” Here he hesitaud, and a faint 

flush coloured his cheeks and stole i p to the roots of his 
clustenng hair — “dream or no dreim, I feel I cannot now 
altogether reject the idea of an existing Divinity. In brief, — 
I believe in God ! ” 
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** Why ? '' asked Heliobas qmetly. 

Alw)'n met his gaze frankly and with a soft brightening of 
his handNome features. 

“ I cannot give you any logical reasons,” he said. “ IVtore- 
over, logical reasooinq would not now affect me m a matter 
which seems to me more full of conviction than any logic. I 
believe, — simply because I belie\e!^ 

Heliobas smiled — a very warm and kindly smile— but said 
nothing, and Alwyn resumed his nairatue. 

“As I tell you, I wa^^ caught up, — snatched out 'of that 
black profundity with inconceivable ^Mltness,— and when the 
ascending movement ceased, 1 found myself floitnig lightly 
like a wind blov n Itaf throuih twining arches of amber m^t, 
coloured here and there with rays of living flame, — 1 heard 
whispers, and fri rnents of song and speech, all sweeter tluii 
the sweetest of our known mu »ic, - aiid^ ctill I saw nothing 
Presently some one called me by name, ‘ JVi er/' I 

strove to an wer; h«it I h d no wouh when with Ip m 
that silscrtm 1 lir-ifuh ig ulltrirue, nd on^c aMri ‘In 
rich vibrating note' pt did thiou^h the viponvi^ fire ‘mb d 'u 
fnv BLhmi! Jh\Kr^ n Jier ! Ail my bung 

thrilled and quueicd to thai cal’' L yc.oned to obey, - 1 
slinjgleri to me ~niy c (Tor s were in v^nn - when, to my ] 0 } 
and wcncUr, a smi I, irr isibl luml, dun ib )<t *lron^, 
clas]K<l aid J 1 i rnc d ifl with bre dhh s, indc 

scribable, ]i ^htnin,' like ripuhty — on — on-diid ever upward, 
till at hst, aliglitmg on a smooth, tair tuif, lliiel- .'•kw \ with 
fragruit lilo^s nns of stnn Iv 'm*. s and soft iuies, i Kheld 
Her * —and "he bade me wchom:‘” 

' And who quc^iored lUliobis in ton^s ot Inishcd 
reverence, “who wa*^ this Lun ; that ihiii cm hints your 
incxnnxj ? 

“I know not ^ ” replied Aivwn, with a dr< ainy smile of 
rai«turc <n hiS lips and m bis eye “And yet her face,— 
oh ^ tht cPLianung beauty of that face' — was not altogether 
unfamiliar I felt that 1 mu^^t have lovjed and lost her ages 
upon ages ago! Crowned with white flowers, and robed in 
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a garb that seemed spun from midsummer moonbeams, she 
stood,— a smiling Maiden S^veetness in a paradise of glad sights 
and sounds, — ah ’ — E\e, with the fir->t sunn«-e radiance on her 
brows was not more divinely fair * —Venus, new^ springing from 
the silver sea foam was not more queenly glonous ’ */ will 

remind thee of all thou hast forgotten^ she said, and I understood 
her soft, li|ilf reproachful accents ^ It ts not yet too late* 
Inou hast lo\t much and si fered muth^ and thou hast blindly 
erred , but notwithstanding all these things^ thou art my Beiozed 
ignee the^e many t\ou^and days I 

“Dajs — which the world counts as years * murmured 
Heliobas “You saw no one but hci?' 

“No one- we were alone together A vast woodland 
stretched before us, — she took my hand anci led me beneath 
bro'>d aichin*^ trees to whtie a lake, sihcrtd by some strange 
radiance, flittered diamond like in the stiinn^s of a balmy 
wind Here she bade ri e rc’-t- and sank gently cn the iiowery 
bank beside me Ihtn wwing her more clo^tly I greatly 
feared lur beauty- f^r 1 saw a wondrous halo wide and daz/hng 
- a golden aunol^ that spo ^d itself art uni her in scintillating 
points of light— light that reflected itsefl also on me and bathed 
me in its luminous s])kndour And as I ^az:ed at her m 
speechless awe, she leaned towards me nearer and nearer, her 
deep puie eyes burning sol ly n to mine, — hci hands touched 
me licr arms closed round mt,- htr bn ht head lay in all its 
shinng loveliness on my breast ^ A tremulous ecstasy thrilled 
me as with fiu, -1 g utd upon her as one might gaze on some 
flutterng rare jilummcd bird,- T dired not mo\e or qtak, — 
I diank her sweetness down into iny soul* New and then a 
round as of di'^tant harps playing broke the love weighted 
silence, — and thus wc remained bv^ther a heavenly breathing 
spate of word’tss rapture, —till suddenly and sw ftly, as though 
she had received an invisible summons, she aroac, her ^ooks 
expressing a saintly patience, and layn ^ her two hands upon 
mv brows — * IVrite,^ she said, ‘ IVfite and proclaim a messc^ge of 
hope to the Sorrowful ^tar ! Write and let thine utter ana be 
a true echo of the eternal music with tthuh these spheres ate 
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filled / Write to the rhythmic beat of the harmonies within 
thee^—for lo ! — once more^ as in aforetime^ my changeless love 
renews tn thee the potvcr of perfect Song I ^ With that she 
moved away serenely and beckoned me to follow, — I obeyed 
in haste and trembling, — long rays of rosy light swept after her 
like trailing wdngs; and as she walked, the golden nimbus 
round her form glowed with a thousand brilliant apd changeful 
hues like the ra nbows seen in the spray of falling water ^ 
Through lush green grass thick with blossom, — under groves 
heavy with fragrant leaves and laden with the songs oAiirds, — 
over meadows cool and mountaui sheltered, on we went —she, 
like the goddes« of advancing Spring, 1 eagerlv treading in her 
radiant footsteps, — and presently we came to a jilace where 
two paths met, — all over-grown with azure and white flowers, 
that ascended away and away into undiscerned distance, — the 
other slo])ing steeply dowowuids and fulbof shadows, yet dimly 
illumined by a pale mysteiious splendour like frosty moonliglit 
'Streaming on sad coloiiied seas. Jfeie she turned »nd faced 
me, and I saw her divine eyes droop with the moi^^ture of 
unshed tears, ‘ 7'heos! — Thtos — she cried, ^and the ])assionate 
cadence of her voice was as the singing of a nightingale m 
lonely woodlands — ^ Again, — we muhi part* Part! — 
oh, my Belo'i^ed ! — wv Beloved! Plow long ivi It thou sever ihe 
from thy soul and leave me alone and sorrowful amid the fo\ s of 
Heaven?* As she thus spoke a sense of uUer shame and loss 
and failure ovcrwlielmed me, — pierced to the very core of my 
being by an unexplained yet most bitter remorse, I cast mystlf 
down in deep abasement btfore h^r, — I caught her glutei mg 
robe, —I strove to say ‘ Forgive ’ ^ but 1 was speechless as a 
convicted traitor in the presence of a wronged queen! All at 
once the air about us was rent by a great noise of thunder 
intermingled with triumphal music, — she drew her sheeny 
garment from my touch in haste, and stoojiing to me where 
1 knelt she kissed my forehead, — ^ Thy road lies there ^ — she 
murmured in quick soft tones, pointing to the vista of varying 
light and shadow, — ^ mine, yonder!^ and she looked towards 
the flower-garlanded avenue — ‘ Hasten / — it is time time wert 
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far henctj — return ta thine own Star^ test its portals be closed 
on thee for ever and thou be plunged into deeper darkness / Seek 
thou the Field of Ardath ! — as Christ lives, 1 will meet thee 
there! Farewell T With these words she left me, passing 
away, arrayed in glory, treading on flowers, and ever ascending 
till she disappeared 1 — while I, stricken with a great repentance, 
went slowly, as she bade me, down into the shadow, and a 
rippling breJze-like melody, as of harps and lutes most tenderly 
attuned, followed me as I descended. And now,” said Alwyn, 
mternipting his narrative and speaking with emphatic decision, 
“ surely there remains but one thing for me to do — that is, to 
find the Field of Ardath.” 

Hcliobas smiled gi avely. “ Nay, if you consider the whole 
episode a dream,” he observed, “why trouble yourself? Dreams 
are seldom realized, — and as to the name of ‘ Ardath,’ have 
you ever heard it before?” 

“Never!” replied Alwyn. “Still — if there is such a place 
on this planet 1 will most certainly journey thither I Maybe 
you know something of its whereabouts?” 

“ Finish your ^tory,” said Ileliobas, quietly evading the 
(question. “ I am curious fo hear the end of your strange 
adventure.” 

“ There is not much more to tell,” and Alwyn sighed a little 
as he spoke. “ I wandered further and further into the gloom, 
oppressed by many thoughts and troubled by vague fears, till 
presently it grew so dark that I could scarcely see where I was 
going, though I was able to guide myself in tlie path that 
stretched before me by means of the pale luminous rays that 
frequently pierced the deepening obscurity, and these rays I 
now noticed fell ever downwards in the form of a Cross. As 
I went on I was pursued as it were by the sound of those 
delicate harmonies i)layed on invisible sweet strings; and after 
awhile I perceived at the extreme end of tiie long dim vista a 
door standing open, through which 1 t itrred and found myself 
alone in a quiet room. Here I sat down to rest, — the melody 
of the distant harps and lutes still floated in soft echoes on the 
silence, — and presently words came breaking through the music, 
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iike buds breaking from their surrounding leaves, — ivords that 
I was compelled to wnte down as qulck^y as 1 heard them, 
— and I wrote on and on, obeying that syrnphonious and 
rh>thmical dictation with a sense of growing ease and pleasure, 

— when all suddenly a dense darkness overcame me, followed 
by a gradual dawning grey and golden light, — the words dis 
persed into fragmentary half syllable —the music died away, — 
I started up amazed, to find myself here ’ — here in this monastery 
of Lars, listening to the eh inting of the Angelu'^ 

He ceased, and looked wistfilly out through the wmdow at 
the white encii cling nm of the opposite snow mountains, now 
bathed in tlie full splendour of noon Heliobas advanced and 
laid one hand kmdly on his shouMer 

“ And do not forgtt he said, “that you have brought with 
you from the higher regions a Poem that will in all prohabilit) 
male your fame ^ ‘ 1 ame^ fame’ next grandest woid to God P 

- so wrote one of your craft, and no doubt }OU echo the 
sentiment’ Hive you not desired to blazer your name on 
the opicn scioll of the wor’d Well — now you can have your 
wish— the world waits to receive your signal pre 

“ That IS all very well ’ and Alwyn sunk d rather dubiously 
as he glanced at the miniiscnj t on the table lx side him “But 
the question is, — considenng how it was written, — can I, dare 
I call thi*, poem uiine?’^ 

“Most assurtdly you cm” returned Heliobas “Though 
your hesitation is a woithy one, and as larc as it is worthy 
Well would It be for all p^ ets and artists were they to piuse 
thus, and consukr before r^. hlv calling tiieir wuik their own’ 
Self apprcf lation is the death blow of genius I be poem is as 
much your^ as your life is yours— no more and no less In 
brief, you have rec overLd your lo t inspirati )n , the lately dumb 
oracle sp iks again — and are ’ou not satislud?” 

“No’” said Alwyn quickly, with a sudden brightening of 
his eyes as he met the keenly searching glance that accon* 
panied this ejupsPon “No’ for I love’ — and the destre of 
love burns in me as ardently as the (Jesiie of fame’” He 
paused, and in quieter tones continued, “You see I speak 

50 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 

freely and* frankly to you as though ” and he laughed a little 
— “as though I were a good Cathohr, and you mv father- 
confcssorl Good heavens < If some of the men I know in 
1 ondon were to hear me, they wouM think me utterly ci azed > 
But craze or no craze, I fed 1 shall never be sitished now till 
I find out whetlier there ts an} where in the world a place 
cilled Ard>^ih Can }oii, will you help me in the search? 
1 am almost ashamed to ask vou, tor ^oll have already done so 
much for me, and I rcall) owe to your wonderful power my 

tiume or* soul hbeity, or wnauvti it miy be called, ” 

“You owe me nothmj,’' inierposrd Hrliobas calmly, “not 
even thank‘d Your own will ac<ompnnhi(^ }our freedom, and 
I am not responsible lor citlur }our departure or }our return 
It was a predestined oe( iJirence, yet perhctl} se^entifie and easy 
•of explanaticm Yoer inward force attraried mine down upon 
^QU in one stion^ c^irrenb wit^ the result that your Spirit 
mstantb parted a indcr fiom your Body and in that re]i.ased 
condition \ou e\pv.nfnted whit }Ou hive described But/ 
had no ni( i ^o do w ih tha^ \ptntnrt tl in 1 shall hive wuh 
}ouj jouriie% to Ihe^ ‘htld of Ardalh,’ should you decide to go 
there” 

“ i here is on * Ardath ' then ^ ” cried Ahv^n excitedly 
IKhobis e}td Ion with sonulhing of scorn “Natiinllyl 
Are vou j 1 so ininli of a ru tint }oi tli nk an \ e^ 
would have bidden } 0 u bteka j lit c thit nad ro cxisUiiri. ? 
Oh }ls * Is u are irclimd to tr»„U >our edi^real aiven 
ture is a int d ( in, but / know it v is a tl ihty, n ou rtal 
than an}thn)^ m thi^ pi lhI \oiid ’ And ‘urnin^ to tie 
loided boedvs ^hts he took down a hrge volume, and spread 
It optn on the tilde 

“\ou know this book?” Ik iskrd 

Alw}ii ^hneed n il ‘ Ihe Bibn’ Of cour ' ’ lie replied 
indiiicrenll} “ i Miybod) know it* 

“Pardem*” and Hchobis srnilc 1 'it would be more 
correct to siy nobody know it ’ To read is not always to 
understand Ihcic ai * meanings and rny^tenes m it which 
have never yet been penetrated, and winch only the huhe^-t 
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and most spiritually gifted intellects can ever hope to unravel* 
Now,” — and he turned over the pages carefully till he came to 
the one he sought, “ I think there is something here that will 
interest you — listen ' ” and he read aloud, “ ‘ The Angel Uriel 
came unto me and said: Go into a field of flowers vhere no 
house IS builded and eat only the flowers of the field —taste no 
flesh, drink no wine, but eat flowers only. And pray unto the 
Highest continually, and then will 1 come and talk to thee. 
So I went my way into the field which is called Ardath, — 
‘‘The very place*” exclaimed Alwyn, eagerly bending o\er 
the sacred book, then dravsing back with a gesture of dis 
appointment he add( d, “But you are reading from L<^dras; 
the Apocrji^iha* An utterly unreliable source of information*” 
“On the contiary, as reliable as any history e\er written,” 
rejoined Heliubas ralnily “Study it for yourself,- you will 
see that the pronhet w is at that time resident in Babylon , the 

field he mentions was near tbi city 

“Yes ’ mttrrupted Alwyn mciedulously ♦ 

“Was and /r,” ( ontmued lldiobas “No earth jiiake has 
crumbled it, no sta lias invaded it, and fo house has been 
* builded^ thereon It is, as it was then, a waste field lying 
about four miles west of the Babylonian ruins, and there is 
nothing whattver to hmdn you from journeying thiilier when 
you jdease * ” 

Alw)n’s e\prc^sion as he heard tins w’as one of stupefied 
amazement Bail ol his so called “dieam ’ had already proved 
itself true, —a “ fu Id of Ardaih ” actually existed * 

“You are ccrtim of wiiat )ou say?” he demanded 
“rositiv<^ly certain returned ilehobas. 

There was a silence, during which a little tinkling bell 
resounded in the outer corridor, follow cd by the tit ad ot 
sandalled feet on the stone pavement Htliobas dosed the 
Bible and returned it to its shelf. 

“That was the dinner bell,” he announced cheerfully, “Will 
you accompany me to the refectory, Mr. Alwyn? — we can talk 
further of this matter afterwards ” 

Alwyn roused himself from the fit of abstraction into which 
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he had faUen, and gathering together the loose sheets of his so 
strangely-written manuscript, he arranged them all in an orderly 
heap without speaking. Then he looked up and met the 
earnest eyes of Heliobas with an expression of settled resolve 
in his own. 

** I shall set out for Babylon to-morrow,” he said quietly. 
“ As well go there as anywhere 1 — and on the result of my 

journey I shall stake my future ! In the meantime ” He 

hesitated, then suddenly extending his hand with a frank grace 
that bec^arne him well, “ In spite of my brusqucric last night, I 
trust we are friends ? ” 

“Why, most assuredly we are!” returned Heliobas, heartily 
pressing the ])rolTered palm. “ You had your doubts of me and 
you have them still \ but what of that ! I take no offence at 
unbelief. I pity those who suffer from its destroying influence 
too profoundly to fin^ room in my heart for anger. Moreover, 
I never try to convert anybody, — it is so much more satisfactory 
when sceptics convert themselves, as you are unconsciously 
doing ! Come, — shall W'e join the brethren ? ” 

Over Alwyn^s face flitted a transient shade of uneasiness and 
hauteur, 

“ I would rather they knew nothing about all this,” he began. 

“ Make your mind quite easy on that score,” rejoined 
H'diobas. “None of my companions here are aware of your 
recent dcyiarture, except my very old peisonal friend Hilarion, 
who, with myself, saw your body while in its state of temporary 
death. But he is one of those remiokably rare wise men who 
know when it is best to be silent ; thc^ again, he is igriorant as 
to the results of your soui-transmigration, and will, as far as I 
am concerned, remain in ignprance. Your confidence 1 assure 
you is perfectly safe with me — as safe as though it had been 
received under the sacred seal of confession.” 

With this understanding Alwyn seemed relieved and satisfied, 
and thereupon they left the apartment ether. 
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VI 

•‘NOURHAlMA” and the original ESDRA& 

L ater on in the afternoon of the same day, when the <»un^ 
poised abo\c tlie WLstcm mountain-range, appeared to be 
lazily looking about him with a drowsy golden smil^ of fart well 
before descending to his rest, Alwyn was once more alone in 
the hbrar)^ Twd'ght shadows were already gathering m the 
comers of the long low uoiii, but he had moved the waiting 
table to the window, m ordt r to enjoy the magnificerce of the 
surrounding siencr), and sit where the light ftll full upon h’S 
face as he Laned back in his chair, with his hands flas[)ed 
behind hs head, in v atttiih of pleased half-meditative 
indolence. He had jn^t finished P'ading from begir'iiing to 
end the poem he hid composed in his lip-me, — there was not 
a line in it he could ha\ewi Kd alltrtd, — not a word that 
would ha\c ]>cen hi tt^r onnUid, -the o i*y thini u Lu ked 
1 title, and tins w is tin. cpies ion on which 1 < now’ pcndcred 
The subject of the Poem it‘^( )f ws'js not nrw*to Inui — it was a 
stor}^ he had known from beyhood, — an old Eistcru io\e 
legend fanti'itu ah\ Deauliful ,i many such Upends are, full <»f 
grace and paci>uile t^isoiir, a theme ^ lid lor the nigh tui- 
gale litUiaiu e oi a m < » r iiiN the P isiin Hahz, - tlio .^h cvi n 
Hafi... womKI ha^e found A diff't ult fo match die exipnatelv 
choice hnjiua- and dclu u iy n^in^ rhyPnm m which diis 
(juamt idyll <»t lon^ jyast ag w is now most p vn ( lly set like a 
jewel in fine gold xMw^n In n-dt caliiejy rcali’^cd the <^plcndid 
literary value of tl e corn o ition,— lie knew that nothing more 
artistic in cor* cjAiori or nioit finidKil in ticauiicnt had ap- 
peared SAiCe the kS/ fa hv( of Keats,-— and a'* he thought 
of this heyickkd to a ^^row mg scree of self-comjiha nl sHis- 
faction which gradually destroyed all the deeply de\ out b imility 
he had at hist felt concerning tho high and mysterious origin 
of his ins{)iration The old inheient pnde of liis nature re- 
asserted itself — be reviewed all the circumstances of hii 
“ trance ” m the most practical manner — and c allmg to mind 
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how the pt>et Coleridge had improvised the delinous fragment 
of Kubla Khan m a dream, be began to see nothing so \ery 
remarkable m his own unconscious production of a complete 
poem while under mesmeric or magnetic mfiutiices 

“ After all,” he mused, “the matter is simpk erough, when 
one reasons it out. I have been unible to write an) dung 
worth wilting for a long time, and I told Hcliobas as inuth. 
IJe, knowing my ap'ithetic condition of brain, unplo)cd his 
force accouiingly, though he denies hiving done so, and this 
poem IS eviaeiitly the rejult of rny own long pent up thoughts 
that stiu '^gied for utterance, yet could no*- before find vent in 
words 1 he onh m\stenous part of the affair is this ‘ luld of 
Aioatli,’ — how Its name haunts mel — and how Her tare shines 
before the eyes of my memory' That she should be a phantom 
*ol my own creilion set. ms mi}>ossible — for when have 1, even 
in my wildt st freaks c4 fancy, ever imagined a creatuie half so 
tair ' ” 

ILs ga/e rtbted drciinil) on the opposite snow did peaks, 
abo\e wnii h large fleecy douos, themselves like moving moun- 
tains, were slowl) passing, thcar edges glow ng with purple and 
gold as they neared the sinking <*un Presently rouaing him- 
self, he took up a pen, and firi>t of all iddicssing an envelope to 

THL llONBrE 1 RANCI \UL/FK&, 

Cons itulioinl Cl o, 

IXVDON, 

he rapidly wrote off the following letter — 

oi Iars, 

‘ Pc->s o Dakil , ( wcAsvn 

“ My DFAR ViiiiFPS, — St rt not at the ibove address' I 
am not yet vowed to perpetual seclusion, slcme or celibacy* 
That J of all men in the world should b^ m a Monastery will 
seem to you, who know my prejudice , in the last degree 
absurd — nevertheless here 1 am, — though here I do not 
remain, as it is my fixed intention to morrow at daybreak to 
depart straightway from hence en rouU for the supposed site 

So 
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and ruins of Babylon. Yes, — Babylon ! Why not ? Perished 
greatness has always been a more interesting subject of con- 
templation to me than existing littlene'^JS — and I dare say I 
shall wander among the tumuli of the ancient fallen city with 
more satisfaction than m the hot humanity-packed streets of 
London, Paris, or Vienna — all de.^*ined to become tumuU in 
their turn. Moreover, I am on the track of an adventure, — on 
the search for a new sensation, having tried nearly all the old 
ones and found them niL You know my nomadic arid restless 
disposition, — perhaps tl t re is something of the Greek gipsy 
about me- a craving for constant cliange of scene and sur- 
roundings,-- 1 k>w ever, as my absence from you and England is 
likely to be somewhat prolonged* I send >ou in the meantime 
a Poem- thcie • * Season your admiration for awhile^ and 

hear me out patiently. I am perfectly aware of all you would 
say concerning the utter folly and usclesimess of wilting jioetiy 
at all in tlr's pn SoUt acre of m I Ik-and watery liteiature, shilling 
sensationals, and lascivious society dramas, — and I h^fve a veiy 
keen recolleclion too of tlie way in which my last book was 
maltreated by the entiie press —good heavehs ! — how the critics 
yelped like dogs abou^ my heels, snapping, sniihng and snarl- 
ing ! 1 could have wept then like the sensitive fool I was, — I 

ran laugh now ! In brief, my friend —for you are my friend 
and the best of all possible good fellows — 1 have made up my 
rnind to conquci th<’se that have rsen against me — to break 
through the ranks of pedantic and preconceived opinions — and 
to climb the heights of fame, regardless of the little popular 
pipers of tame verse that obstnicl my path and blow their tin 
whistles in the public ears to diown, if possible, my song. 1 
WILL be heard ! — and to this end T pin my faith on the work I 
now transmit to your care. Have it pubhslied immediately 
and in the best style — 1 will cover all expenses. Advertise 
sufficiently, yet with becoming modesty, for ‘puffery* is a thing 
1 heartily despise, — and were the whole press to turn round 
and applaud me as much as it has hitherto abused and ridiculed 
me, I would not have one of its penny lines of condescendingly 
ignorant approval quoted in connection with what must be a 
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perfectly unt>stentatious and simple announcement of this ne^ 
production from my pen. The manuscript is exceptionally 
clear, even for me, who do not as a rule write a very bad scrawl 
— so that you can scarcely have much bother with the proof- 
correcting — though even were this the case, and the printers 
turned out to be incorrigible blockheads and blunderers, 1 
know you would grudge neither time nor trouble expended in 
niy service. Good Frank Villiers ! — how much I owv you ! — 
and yet I willingly incur anothtr debt of gratitude by placing 
this matter in your hands, and am content to bonow more of 
your friendship, but oniy, believe me, in oider to repay it again 
with the truest interest ! By the way, do you remember when 
we visited the last I^ans Salon together, how fascinated we were 
by one picture —the head of a monk whose eyes looked out 
like a vcntable illumination fiom under the folds of a drooping 
w bite cowl ? — and how pn referring to our catalogues we found 
it described as the poi trait of one *TIeliobas,’ an Eastern 
mystic, a psyrhist foriiieily well known in Tans, but since 
retired into monastic hfe? Well ^ I have discovered him here; 
— he is apiparentiy tlfe Superior^or chief of this Order — though 
what Order it is and when founded is moie than i can tell. 
There are fifteen monks altogether, living contentedly in this 
old half-mined habitation among the barren sieejis of the 
frozen Caucasus, — splendid, pnnceiy-looking fellows all of 
them, Heliobas himself being an exceptionally fine specimen 
of his race. I have just dined with tne whole community, and 
have been faiily astonished by the liuen brilliancy and wit of 
their conversation. They speak all Iangu..ges, ICnglish included, 
and no subject comes amiss to them, tor they are familiar with 
the latest political situations in all countries, — they know all 
about the newest scientific discoveries (which, by the bye, they 
smile at blandly, as though these last weie mer^ ’^hild^s play), 
and they discuss our modern social problems aixi theories with 
a Socratic-hke inoisiveness and composu^e such as our parlia- 
mentary howlers would do well to imitate. Their doctrine is, — 
but I will not bore you by a theological disquisition, — enough 
to say it is founded on Christianity, and that at present I 
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don't quite know what to make of it * And new, my deal 
Villiers, farewell* An ansi^er to this is unnecessary, besides, 
I can give you no address, as it is uncertain here I ^hall be 
for the next two or three nvuidis. If I don t get as much 
pleasure I anticipate iroin the contem[»lation of the 
liah} Ionian rums, I shall proLib]> take up my abode in 
Bagdad lor a tunc and try to fancy myself hack m the days of 
‘good Haroun Alrasclud/ At any rite, whatever becomes of 
me, I know 1 hive entrusted my l^oem to sate hands- and all 
I ask of vc’u IS that it may be brought out w th the hast pos- 
sible delay lor its tmmed nk publit ah*, n s<.ems to me just now 
tlie DK^t vt'iil) thing in the woild, c\rq)t, — except 

the adventure on wliuh I am at [instit t i i ^ d, of wh’ch 
more hueaftv.% -when wt niv^tl Until liitn tlimk as well of 
me as you cai , arJ liclierc me, 

'‘Lvcr »ni most trujy )onr fr t’ d, 

“ i UK)o Al WYN."* 

This Irtt (M sht d fold* 1, and sex* 1, Vwyn once more 
took up ius rniMiscnik aijd lucd’taUd anew concern ng its 
title. Stiy ’ — wliy r ot ca*! il by tin name of t ic icltal heioinc 
whose hcait I issi and orrow f(um( d the nu U us of the 
*egend? — a name ti it he m very tjutn »as al* unconscious of 
having cnos' n, bat whuh o curnd ficijurnll) with musical 
peisistencc th c lOut the tntuc poem “ Xc t kti M m\ * — 
it had a soft scjurd,— it s^cn.cd to breathe ui ] tstcin languor 
and kve an^iti ^ — d was ^iucly the best litie he could hive 
Straightw^} (k ruling ih n o i, he wrote il ci^ari) at the top of 
the hrst page, thus' “NourhXlma, A [.ovc I c uuid of the 
Past,''— tiun turning to the r nd he ^ned liis own riime with 
a bold flonri h, thus attesting his lU ihle riglit to the 

authorship of what wa> not only de^tiud to be the most 
famous jXKtxcal mastur])U cc of the day, I ut was also soon to 
prove the most astoiiislung, complix, and hurnili iting problem 
ever sugg< sUd to his brain ( arc fully nurnbe i mg the pages, 
he folded the m in a neat packet* wJiich he tied strongly and 
sealed —then addressing it to his friend he put letter and 
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packet togelfher, and eyed them both somewhat wistfully, 
feeling that with them went his great chance of luirnortai 
Fame. Immortal Fame’ — what a grand \ibti of fair possi 
bilitics those words un\eiled to his ima., natum ’ T^ost in 
pleasant nmsings, he looked out on the lan(ls<a])e ''I he 

sun had sunk behind the mouniams so lar, that n( thmj; was 
left of his glowi/ig piesence but i golden nm horn l^hi( n great 
glitteimg ri)s spn ad npwaid like lilted lintcs pf>i ^d a^nnst 
the purple and riseite clouds A sli^^hl cl ck i ui cd oy the 
opening of the door chbtuibca his it\cric, — he turned round 
in hio chair, and half rose from u is Ilehoi as rntLud, cinying 
a small iiclily chiscd ^^ilvir c I'.ket 

“Ah, good He hob i*- ’ ll< tt *> ou are at I ist,” be said w^tb a 
‘mile “1 [je/in to think )ou were never (oiiting My corre 
s]iOndtme is liiiish^ d, - ind, as you see, iny puuii is ad hts'iscd 
tc Kndiud -ulKre 1 oi^iy it may meet with a Utter l Ue than 
ha> h tlurt') itttnd*”''vl n.) tll)it>’” 

“You } rjy ? ’* c|ucnrd thiDbas ru aningly, “ or you hope? 
Ihtre is a di fort nee between the tvo ' 

“1 suppose there •is/’ he r.^urned nonrhiliidy “And 
certainly — to he coirtct- I should Invp siid I 1 ope, for I 
never pray ^^hal have you there?’’ this as Helic^bi^ set the 
caske^t he earned down on the table before him “ \ rehepiarj ? 
And IS It supposed to contain ^ fi gmer^t of the true Co/ss? 
Alas’ I cannot believe m these hagrieiits thmc* arc loo many 
of them’” 

lid obas laughed g ntly. 

“You arc n^ut ’ Moieov r, not a singk splinter if tlu true 
Cross IS in existence It was, hkc other cross s then m g( ucral 
use, thrown a^de as liiml>tT, —and had rcdcd awiy into the 
earth long Ixfue the Liiijiress Helena started on ht r piously- 
crazetl wandenngs No, 1 h i\ ' nothing of th it sort n h^re,” — 
and taking a kt') from a smi I chain tliat ^ \ ng at i is gu ile, he 
unlocked the casket. “ Ibis has b-en ii lUe possession of 
the various members of our Order for ages, -it is our chief 
treasure, and is seldom, I may siy never, shown to strangers, — 
but the mystic mandate you have receivt^d cimcerning the 

S9 



“ARDATH*' 


‘ field of Ardath ’ entitles you to see what I think *Ynust needw 
prove interesting to you under the circumstances.” And 
opening the box he lifted out a small square volume bound in 
massive silver and double clasped. “This,” he went on, “is 
the original text of a portion of the ‘Visions of Esdras/ and 
dates from the thirtieth year after the downfall of Babylon’s 
commercial prosperity.” 

Alwyn uttered an exclamation of incredulous amazement. 
“Not possible 1” he cried, — then he added eagerly, “May 
I look at it?” 

Silently Heliobas placed it in his outstretched hand. As he 
undid the clasps a faint odour like that of long-dead rose- 
leaves came like a breath on the air, — he opened it, and saw 
that its pages consisted of twelve moderately thick sheets of 
•vory, which were covered all over with curious small characters 
finely engraved thereon by some evidently sharp and well- 
pointed instriiinent. These letters w'ere utterly unknown to 
Alwyn:- -he had seen nothing like them in any of^he ancient 
tongues, and he examined them perjdexedly. 

“What language is this?” he asked at hist, looking up. “It 
is not Hebrew^ —nor yet Sanskrit- -nor does it resemble any of 
the discovered forms of hieroglyphic writing. Can you under- 
stand it ? ” 

“Perfectly!” rr^turned Heliobas, “If 1 could not, then 
much of the wisdom and science of past ages would be closed 
to my researches. It is the language once commonly spoken 
by certain great nations which existed long before the founda- 
tions of Babylon wrcrc laid. Little by little it fell into disuse, 
till it wvis only kept up among scholars and sages, and in time 
became known only as ‘the language of Prophecy.' When 
Esdras wTOte his Visions they were originally divided into two 
hundred and four books, — and, as you will see by referring to 
what is now called the Apocrypha,^ he was commanded to 
publi.sh them all o[>enly to the ‘worthy and unwoithy’ — all 
except the ‘seventy last,’ which were to be delivered solely to 
such as were ‘wise among the people.’ Thus, one hundred 
^ 2 E.sdras, xiv. 44-48. 
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and thirty“f<5ur were wntten in the vulgar tongue, — the remain 
mg seventy m the ‘language of prophecy,* for the use of 
deeply learned and scientific men alone The volume you 
hold is one of those seventy” 

“ How did you come by it ? ” asked Alwyn, cunously turning 
the book over and over 

“How did our Ordci come by it, you mean,” said Heliobas 
“Very simply Chaldean fiatemities existed in the tune of 
Lsdras, and ’to the supreme Chief of these, E^dras himself 
delivered it You look dubious, but I a^jsure you it is quite 
authentic, -wc have its entire history up to date * 

“ 1 hen are vou all C hahleins here ? ’ 

“Not all — but most ot us Ihree of the brethren are 
Kg>ptians, and two are natues of Damascus Ihe rest are, 
likem>sclf, dc cciidaiits of a race buppos^d to have penshed 
from off the face of th« ear^h, yet btiil powerful to a degree 
uiKlrcimed ot by the men of th/s puny ' 

Alw)ii g'i\e an upward glance at the spciker*s regal form — 
a glance of genuine admu it ion 

“As far is that ’ he ^aid, with a frink laugh, “1*10 
quite willing to belu ve you and your companion» are kings in 
disguiae, — you all have that appearance ^ But rcgirdmg this 
book,*' — md agajn he turned over the silvei bound n lie — “if 
Its authenticity lan be prove’ as you say, why the Biitish 

Museum would give, ah > let me see -it would give *’ 

“Nothing* "declared Heliobas quietly, “beheve me, nothing* 
The British Go^e^m^lent would no doul accept it as a gift, 
]usi as it would with equal alacrity accept the ver xble signa 
ture of flonier, which we also possess in another retreat of 
ours on the Isle of L=‘rnnos But our trea ures are neither for 
giving nor selling, and with respect to this original ‘Lsdras/ it 
will < ert only never pass out of our hands " 

“And what of the other missing sixtv ime books?” asked 
Alwyn 

“They may possibly be somewhere in the world, —two of 
them, 1 know, were buned in the coffin of one of the last 
princes of Chaldea, — peihaps they will be unearthed some 
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day. There is also a rumour to the effect that E^dras engraved 
his * l^st Prophecy * on a small oval tablet of pure jasper, 
which he himself secreted, no one knows where. But to come 
to the point of immediate issue, — shall I find out and translate 
for you the allusions to the ‘heid of Ardath' contained in this 
present \olume?^' 

“Do I"' said Alwyn eagerly, at once ret>irning the book to 
lleliobas, sealmg himself at the Libit, began carefully 

looking over its ivory pages —“I am all iinji Aience 1 IWen 
without the ViSion I have had, I should still feel a desiio to 
see this niy .Ttnuus 1 u Id for us own sake, —it must have some 
vtry s^rangf* ass )i i.itions to be worth sptuf>ing in such a 
partK alar minc'r’’* 

Hehobas ui^wered nothin]; -he was entiiely occupied in 
examnvng the sm dl, < lastly «-rigravtd (haruters m w^hioh the 
ancient record was written,- the rnritson afUr-giOw of tlic 
now descen led sun llaro 1 t!joa:;h the \Mnv:3ow» ind sent a 
straight roiy ’'ay on his bivt head and white robe , lighting to 
a more lustrous linll ancy the golden cross and jv welled star 
on hi.s bren t, ai>d dishing rouml the silvef ( iasfis of the limc- 
honoiired ith‘' nefoie him. Ihesently tie lotAed uj), 

“ we have it and he placed his finger on one especial 
pas<-age — “It r^atU as follows:-- 

^ An / ihi Anjel hide fve entf? a W'x^ie fidd^ and the field wa% 
batfi^n J7ul ih y sa^ e of ht » and fuihn o f iht fu Id Tea i Ar OATH. 

And I 'n (indexed t/i rein iniK v a ihe non is vt ine unig nndt/^ 
and ihe ubh " eyts of Ihc fi.du aid open befOie n/e, ana I saw si^pts 
and ru. ond > f 

“ ^ And I heard a voice ifyin<^ aloiaf E n/i as ^ Ksdra^. 

^'‘^Ana I (Zii se and ^tood on iny Uei and tisttned a?td rejiained 
not till I heard the '^'o te a vr n, 

«i lYht n soul vtViO rne^ J^ehold the fit Id thou i^ou^hiest Oairen^ 
how great a glory hadt the n oon unveihd ' 

And I behtld and was sore a/na^id- for 1 w is no longer 
myseJj bu t anotni r. 

And iK ’ %wjrd ofi deal It 7Viis tn that oth 'As souf and yet that 
other 'iias Inf myselj tn pain , 

And J knew not those things that were once fannliar^—and rnr 
heart failed within me for vi ry fta? % 

*^*And the 't^oue tried aloud again^ saying: Hide thee from the 
perils 0j the past and the penis oj the future^of^ ei great and terrihU 
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ihtng ts com§ upon thee ae^mnst which thy strength ts as a reed in 
the wind and thy thouQ^ht^ as flying sard — 

^^^^Andy lOy J lay af one that kail bien dead^ and mne under- 
^tandint^ wa^ iiJ en frtm n>€ And he {the Ar\d took me by the 
rti^hi hand and u mforicd me and set me upon it) Jt <’/ and said unto 
me- 

‘‘ ‘ IVhat aihth thee^ and wly art thou w d sp/ eiid‘* and why 
IS thine under stand troub^ I and the thou^ hts oj in in t far* ^ 
^'‘'■And J saidy Bnause i/ ou hast fursu/en me i^ui yit J did 
airordtn^ to thy worus^ ami / ‘'x.ent trdo the fiLl ana lu I have 
s^en and yet ^te that I a/n not able to e^p^css^** 

Here I^eliohps piiiscd, ha\in" lead nnxtence with 

ppciihirly imprt c. tinpMiisu 

“lb\l IS ill ’ Ik ^ id '* } Lf ro mor abmois to the 
name of ^ Ard ith ^ 1 lie ] ist three vcisc s are tl t Sxirne is those 

m the ac( epu^d Apoeiypha 


VII 

AN r\''I''IKLT) BI VSsINi; 

A TAVYN hid LsUn^d ^\Jth an absoilnd \ct somewhat 
mystifud \u f»f attention 

■’* Ihe vciK nl) ^ i Khas w is certamV a yoit in ^ is own 
wa> ’ be i( mnktd h^litly I uie i>> sorn tl in^ vlj > fasciri' 
ating about tjie ili^thni id ns hnf tht>U(,h 1 « (Jiitt •• I don’t 
gra ]) then inetn n still, I si ould k to hi\t th ni all the 
same, -will jou let me wiite then out ji t as )ou hive 
tionsuied them ^ ’ 

Willingly a salting to this, Heliob''^ r^ad the ex’Mrt o\er 
agnn, Alwyn t ikn a <Uiwri the Avoids from dutUiOii 

“Pfiha])s, ’ ht" th n added miis ng’y, “ [n u s e would be 
as well to eopy a ft w }:»is a;ts irom fcht -Apo< ^a ihi dso ” 
Whtreupon the llihle was brou ht i > rti in eion, and the 
det-ircd quotations consisting of \(‘rsts x\iv to xwi ^ in 

the ninth chapter of the Second Book of Esdias, '^nd a erst s 

* See 2 Fsdras x 30 ^2 * 

• Thf reader is reque^Ud tf* rtfer to the parts of hstlras heic ndicatel 
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XXV. and xxvi. in the tenth chapter of the same. » This done, 
Heliobas closed and clasped the original text of the Prophet’s 
work and returned it to its casket ; then addressing his guest 
in a kindly yet serious tone he said, “You are quite resolved 
to undertake this journey, Mr. Alwyn ? ” 

Alwyn looked dreamily out of the window at the flame of 
the sunset-hues reflected from the glowing sky on the white 
summit of the mountains. 

“Yes, — I — I think sol** The answer had a touch of 
indecision in it. * 

“ In that ca‘^e,” resumed Heliobas, “ I have prepared a 
letter of introduction for you to one of our Order known as 
Elzdar of Mtlyana, — he is a recluse, and his hermitage is 
situated close to the Babylonian ruins. You will find rest and 
shelter there after the fatigues of travel. I have also traced 
out a map of the distnct, and the ex^act position of the field 
you seek, — here it is,*’— and he laid a square piece of jiarch- 
ment on the table, “you can easily perceive at a glance how 
the land lies. There are a few directions written at the baik, so 
I think you will have no difficulty. I'bis is the letter to Elzt^ar” 
—here he held out a tolded paper — “ will you take it now? ” 

Alwyn received it with a dubious smile, and eyed the donor 
as if he rather suspected the sincerity of his intentions. 

Thanks very much !” he murmured listlessly. “You are 
exceedingly good to make it all such plain sailing for me, — and 
yet, — to be quite frank with you, I can’t help thinking I am 
going on a fool’s errand ! *’ 

“If that is your opinion, wfliy go at all?*’ quened Heliobas 
with a slight disdain in his accents. “Return to England 
instead— foi get the name of ‘ Ardath,’ and forget also the one 
who bade you meet her there, and who has waited for you * these 
many thousand days ! ’ ” 

Alwyn started as if he had been stung. 

“ Ah ! *’ he exclaimed, “ if I could be ceitain of seeing her 
again! — if — good God! — the idea seems absurd!— if that 
Flower-Crowned Wonder of my drgarn should actually fulfil 

her promise and keep her tryst, ** 
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“Well ! ”*demanded Ileliobas. “ If so, wliat then?” 

“ Why, then 1 will believe in anything I '' he cried. “ No 
miracle will seerh miiaculous, — no impossibility impossible!” 

ITeliobas sighed, and regarded him thoughtfully. 

“You think you will bclitve!” he said somewhat sadly; 
“ but doubts such as yours are not easily dispelled. Angels 
have ere now descended to men, and men have neither 
received noi recognised them. Angels walk by our sides 
through ciovfded cities and lonely woodlands, — they vsatch us 
when we ‘sleep, they heir us when we pray, — and yet the 
human sets nothing save the material objects witLm reach 
of its vision and is not very sure of those, while it can no more 
discern tlie spiritual pre >en( es than it can without a microscope 
discern the lovely living creatures contained in a diop of dew 
Of a ray of sunshine. Our earthly sight is very limited— j.t can 
neither perceive the j^linit* ly little nor the infinitely great. 
And it IS [lossiljle, — nav, it is most probable, that even as 
Pctei of old denied his Divine Master, so >ou, if brought face 
to face with the Angel of your last night’s exjienence, would 
deny and endcuvoui^to disprove her identity.” 

**Neveit” declared Alwyn, with a passionate gesture — “I 
should know her among a thousand ’ ” 

For one instant Hebobas bent ii]>on him a sudden, search- 
ing, almost pitiful glance, then withdrawing his gaze he said 
gently,— 

“Well, well* — let us hope for the best, — God’s ways are 
inscrutable,— and you tell me that row, — now after your 
strange so-called ‘vision* — you behove in (jod?” 

“ 1 did say so certainly,” — and Alwyns lace flushed a little, 
” 

“Ah! — you heritate ^ there is a ‘but’ in the case!” and 
Heliobas turned upon him with a grand reproach in his 
brilliant eyes. “ Already stepping backward on the road ! — 

already rushing once again into the darkness 1 ” He 

paused — then laying one hand on the young nian*s shoulder, 
continued in mild yet impressive accents, — “ My friend, 
remember that the doubter and opposer of God, is also the 
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doubter and opposer of his own well-being. I/et this un- 
natural and useless combat of Human Reason against Divine 
Instinct cease within you, — you, who as a p6et are bound to 
equalize your nature, that it may the more harmoniously fulfil 
its high commission. You know wliat one of your modern 
writeis says of life? — ^that it is a ' Dream in which we clutch at 
shadows as though tliey were substances and sleep deepest 
when fancying ourselves most awake.* ^ Believe me, you have 
slejit long enough, — it is time you awoke to the ftill realization 
of your destinies.’’ 

Alwyn heard in silence, feeling inwardly rebuked and half 
ashamed — tlie earnestly-spoken words moved him more than 
he cated to show, - -bis head drooped — he made no reply. 
After all, he thought, he had really no more substantial found- 
ation for liis unbelief than others had foi their faith. With all 
his studies in liic modern schools of science, he was not a whit 
more advanced in learning than Democritus of old — Demo- 
critus who based liis system of morals on the severest mathe- 
matical lines, taking as his starting point a vacuum ^and atoms, 
and who after stretching his intellect oji a constant rack of 
searching inquiry for years, came at last to the unhappy con- 
clusion that man is absolutely incapable of positive knowledge, 
and that even if trulb is in his possession he can never be 
certain of it. Was he, d'heos Alwyn, wdser than Democritus? 
— or was this stately Chaldean monk, with the clear pathetic 
eyes and tender smile, and the symbol of Christ on his breast, 
wiser than both? — wiser in the wisdom of eternal things than 
any of the suhtle-rmndcd ancient Greek phiiosojiiiers or 
modern imitators of their theories ? Was there, could there 
be something not yet altogether understood or latliorned in the 
Christian creed? As this idea occurred to him he looked up 
and met his companion’s calm gaze fixed upon him with a 
watchful gentleness and patience. 

“ Aie you reading my thoughts, Heliobas? ” he asked with a 
forced laugh. “ 1 assure you they are not worth the trouble ! 

Heliobas smiled, but made no answer. Just then one of the 
' Carlyle’s Sartor RnortM, 
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monks eiitftied the room with a large lighted lamp, w>ich he 
set on the tabic, and the conversation thus inttrrupted was not 
again resumed 

The evening <'lndows were now closing in r-^pidlv, and 
alroidy above the fiirthc t visible snow peuk the fir^t ii->en star 
Sjnrkkd faintly m the darkening sky Soon the vesper bell 
began imgini? as it had rung on the pre\ious nuht when 
Alw^n, mwly ainvcd, had ^at a^one in the refLCtor), 1 tkssly 
woiukimg what mannci of nun he had come anor^^ot and 
what woafd be the linal lesiilt of his achtiiturc nilo tl e vilds 
(♦ Caucasu Hi^ hid nndcig )ne S'^me 

change smcc ihc n, iiia nnnh a 1 e was ni^ 1 d -.po^^d to 
ndioile or rondcinn itlij;i tboa^h h< neatly 

as far troni actually bduv n ^ in Reliuon it^ It evtr The 
a-ttitiidc of his Hind was stiil distim tly sceptic il, the im 
niutsdile ])Tide ot whi4 h L(>n <i* n.d h s own himly«‘rooted 
lonvftxmt was only \ iv s ^ iR n Vid he now c\cn 

\jc\vf d ti c ] iO^ "( t of hu jvmin y t ) t e ‘^’c J of \nl ith ” as 

a Tiictc taiitL Li \ him cu ii ^ cif hir> own 1 mey which he 

chose to ^retjS ]u,ltor I < <■ ik;. or uino 

hut not\ tivxiiling Iht t i ;l>ou nc^s oi the materialistic 
prnicijiks witn whi* li he hid h^cuim im lu d, hu higher 

mscinets wmx, uncons( ion’ll) to hni st It, bt i in ng to be 

aroiiSt d — ’ ^ niLiiH’v invu^unt uily wnidctcl Ouk to the 
sweet fresli di\b of his tailesl maniu oil Ixforc the poison 
of Doub^ hid tillered thic i * soul, — liis i hii icier, natur 
ally of the k Uv, iin igii ati\<r and oidcnt ci'-l, uass rted itS 
nitivt tori'- ovei tnc blighting Mow M liiank Atticism whah 
had for a time paial}Scd its effoiis, and as hv iinv\iUin^iy 
vielded more and more to the unld t^r^uision ol I use genial 
luduenits, so the forncr liiiovlike biU<.rncos ot his humour 
gradually scftsiied I hcie w is nc' ti o e in I lu now ol the 
daik, nontc an I rtcklt -.s scorn tint, be ne bis i ent visionary 
experience, had distinguished his whole m inner a id n iring— 
the' sink came more leavhi) to ins up^ — .ind he set med 
content for the present tf# display the sunny side of his nature, 
— a nature impa&oioncd, frank, generous and noble, in spite of 
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the taint of overweening ambitious egotism which somewhat 
warped its true quality and narrowed the range of its sym- 
jiathies In his then frame of mind, a curious vague sense of 
half pleasurable penitence was upon him, — delicate, undefined, 
almost devotional suggestions stirred his thoughts with the 
refreshment that a cool wind bnngs to parched and drooping 
flowers, — so that when Heliobas, taking up the silver “Esdras” 
reliquary and prejiaring to lea\c the apaitment in response to 
the vesper summons, said gently, ‘‘Will you attend our semce, 
Mr Alwyn?^' he assented at once w»th a phased alacrity 
wdiich somewhat astonishtd himself as he remtmbered how on 
the previous evening he bad despised and inwardly resented 
all foiHiS of rdi^ious ohseivance 

Howt^er, he did not stop to consider the reason of hts 
allertd mood,— he followed the monks into chapel with an 
air of mini) giarc and quiet reverence ^hat heramt him much 
better than the oflcnsive and defensive demeanour he had ere 
while rho tn to issnmc m the same pi i}t r hallowed ]>]i e,~ 
he lisi^ncd to die impressive ccrcmonul from be » n ng to 
end without the hast fatigue or mipatienrc, — and though 
when the brethren kntlt he ould not humble himself so far 
as to kn< cl also, he still mide a slight ronce''sion to appear 
ancc'j 1 > Mtti down and i-eeping his hexd in a bent postuie 
— “out (f n sp ct for the good intentions of ♦ u se worthy 
mcn,^^ he toM h uisclf to sih nec tie innn c nflict of his 
own O] i^osing and C' ntradidoiy ‘^cnsxtions ihe vice ron 
eluded, lie wilted as before to see the monks pis^ out, and 
was snatUnwith a sudden snrpiise, e -imjainc tio i and regr t, 
when Ileliolas, who walked list as usual, paused wncre he 
stood, and confronted him, saying ~ 

*I will bid vou fircwtll licrc, mj fnend ' — I have many 
things to do this evening, and it is best 1 shouM see you no 
more hcfoie your departure ” 

asked Alwyn astonished **1 had hoped for 
another conversation with )uu” 

“To what purpose?" inquired He*liobas mildly. “That 1 
should assert, — and you deny, — facts that God Himself will 
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prove m Mis own way and at His own appointed time ? Nay, 
we should do no good by further arguments ** 

“ But/' stammered Alwyn hastily, flushing hotly as he spoke, 
“you give me no chance to thank you, — to express my grati 
tude 

“Giatjtude?” questioned Heliobas almost mournfully, with 
a tinge of reproach in his soft mellow voice “ Are you 
grateful for being, as you think, deluded by a trance?-- cheated, 
as It wcre,*mto a sort of scmi belief in the life to come by 
means ot* int snicrisin ? Your first request to me, I know, was 
Jjat you iin^Iit bf deceived by my influence into a state of 
unaginaiy h ippintss, — ind noA you fancy your la^t nights 
e>perience was merely th^ lesiilt of that preeminently foolish 
dc ire’ You ate wiong’-and as matters stand, no thanks 
•are needed If I had indeed mesmerized or hyjmotized you, 
1 might ] ( rh'sps h iv^ deserved someuwaid for the exertion 
of m\ I uiely professional skill, hut, — as I ha\e told you 
^liead),— 1 Inve done ab^solutely nothing Your fate is, as 
it has always been, in your own hinds You sought me of 
your own ie<ord,-*-you used, me as an instrument, an unwill 
mg in^ln uieni, rtmv.nibtr ’ — waerc by to break open the pnson 
doors of your chafed and fretting '•pint, — and the end of it ad 
IS that you dcpirt troin hence lomorrovv of \ou^ own freewill 
arid choice, to fill the aj»])ointed tryst made with you, as you 
believe, by a j)h'>Ptom m a vision In brief here he snoke 
more si )wly and with inirkv.a en phasis — “you go to ihe held 
of A.rdilh to solve a ])u /ling ]>iol» em,~ nameS, a'> to ^he»her 
whit wc cill life is not a Di^am ai I whctler a Hrtani may 
not perchance be pro\td Reality’ 1 i ihio ente jjri'- of vours 
I hive no shaie nor will 1 say more than this,— Cxod speed 
you on your errird ' ' 

He held out Ins hind— Alw}ii gripped it, loc^ ng earnestly 
meanwhile at the fine intdlectinl laci, the elci pithaic eyes, 
the firm ycl sci siti\c^ mou h, on which there just then re’-ted 
a serious yet ki dly sinih 

“What a strange man you are, Heliobas’” he said impuls- 
ively, — “ I wish I knew more about you ’ ” 
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Heliohas gave him a friendly glance. * 

^'Wish rather that you knew more about yourself/* — he 
answertd simply “ bathom your own ni)sttiy of being — 
you shill find none deeper, greater or more dillieult of com 
pren^ nsion ' ** 

Alw>n '.till held his hand, rehutint to let it go. Fuull) 
rek isin" it with a sh^. ht Mgh he sai ^ — 

“Will, at an\ rate, tliou^h we jnrt now it will not b«* for 
ioni? VVt wz/i/ meet nj; un * ** ' 

“Why it \M we njoined Heliobas theerily 

“ cjuiiol lie \ i( ^tnltd ♦ In thi neintlme, — lait wdP ' 

“ Pairwtl} ’ 11 d as this worl wxs spoken, tl ei’" in t 

Instirieto# H t n a ^^dih n impulse \iwyn bowed 1 1 S id 
m the Ic usi and most rev eieniiai sxiiiriiion ht hid j i rhajis 
e\or miJc to <ii \ » t Uurr of i loUal n o ild, ind as hf did so* 
Heli« bib i u II tr t i^t timing a\ - 

“I)> X 11 f 11 lira has iij^, L, mk ^<iptu ?** he a^Ved m 
a soft dut Jiiiii d te K ♦ rl) though t*K s>kiK of the 
ami) ht ci i| nen, r c i i no ujdy, he 1 ud ^>n( hind 
gentl ( n tlu ^oin^ inin s dnk cla^te*m ‘t mis, incl with the 
other slowlv tn< f d x\ ( ipi of rhi. erOb> upon the smooth 
broad faiims^ of h s 'bubeid ‘ 1 ak. t my son * -th^ ( nh 
bkssmg I e tu give tlu e, ih( bes^n^ of thr ( rois of Chiu*, 
whu f in M L if thv d< rt on claims thee, ledefms thee, and 
will >et possess ll ee for b wn * 

And Ufo^e Alw^n eould from his isloni hrnent 

sufficiently > inti rruj t and n oudiat this to him, iindesii d 
form of beredu tion, Jkliolns had g< n n ci lie was lift alone 
lifting his htiJ he ^taua out into the further corridor, down 
which he pi t pir(en*^d a distsut ghmm of van slung white 
robes — ind lur a moment he was iii]<.d wiih sjetenk s indig 
nation It secimd to hinfi thit ^ne si^n thm Irutd on his 
brow must be artinllv visible like i ltd brand burnt into his 
flesh, n i ill his old and vieient pu jucLce** a iiiul Cimstian- 
ity ru^ecd l)a<> upc n hue with the le fUlul spei d of once 
baffled toes returning anew to stoini^a citadel Almost as 
rapidly, however, his anger cooled,— he itmembti*ed that ua 
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his vision t)f ihe previous night, the light that had guided hin» 
through the long shadcmy vista had always preceded hnn in 
the form of a Cross, — and in a softer mood he glanced at the 
ruby Star shining steadily above the otherwise darkened altar. 
Involuntarily the woids We have seen Ihs Star in the Ea^t 
and arc come to w»jrship Him ” — occurrerl to his memory, but 
he ditvinissed them as instantly as they themselves, 

and finding his own thoughts growing perplexing and Irouble- 
iome, he hastily left the chapel. 

Joininj^ some of the monks who were galheieJ in a pirtur 
C‘>que group lound the (ire in the refcctoiv, he chatting 
witli th«.m for about liail an hour or so, hojiing h> fluithom 
tiiem in the course ol conversation some particular >, ^onceining 
the daily life, characUr, and profe'^dn^ aims of th('ir Superior, 

- — but in this attempt he failed. They syjoke of Ifeliobas as 
believing men may .sp^^ak c»f saints, with hushed revercocc and 
admiring te;K](incss — but on any point ('onnerted with his 
faith or the spirULal nature of hn tin oiies they held their 
jieace, c\identij dt lining the subi«‘rt too sac’*<‘d for 'liscussion. 
Rifiled in all his i«quuies, Alwyn it last sa’d good-n'ghc, and 
retired to rest in the sjuaH sleeping rpartment pninired for his 
accommodation, w'heic lie enjoyed a sound, refreshing aiid 
dreamlcb: slumbi r. 

The next mcining he was up at daybicak, and long before 
the sun had risen above tin higlu t peak Cauca.js, he had 
departed fonn the Lais Islouasiv.ry, ]ea\iag a hapC.somc dona 
tion in tlic jKiorhox tow irds the vaiious cliaiitablc woiks in 
which the brcthien wtxe engaged, h a^ the rescue of travel 
leis lost in the snow, the 1 of the many victims 

murdered on or near the Pass of D.iriel by tliC bands of fierce 
mountain roboers and a sa^bins, that at certain seasons infest 
that solitary jcgion. ^Making the best of his way to the fortress 
of Passanaur, he theie joined a paity of acucicurous Russian 
climbers who h<id ju^^t surccssiully acrompb^hed the ascent of 
Mount Ka/bek, and in thmi c^-mpan) t roceeded through the 
rugj^cd Aragua valley 4o Tiflis, which he readied that same 
evening, hrom this dark and dismal looking town, shadovved 
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on all sides by barren and cavernous hills, he dispatched the 
manuscript of his mysteriously composed poem, together with 
the letter concerning it, to his fnend Villiers in England,— 
and then, yielding to a burning sense of impatience within 
himself, — impatience that would brook no delay, — hevt out 
resolutely and at once, on his long pilgrimage to the ‘^land of 
sand and ruin and gold” — the Lnd of terrific piopheey and 
stern fulfilment, — the land of mighty and mournful memories, 
where the slow n\er Fuphrates clasps in its dusky yellow ring 
the ashes of great kingdoms 1 alien to rise no more. 


VIII 

BV THE ^\ATI KS OF BABVLON 

I T no 1 or n ^ he hid tl us ra‘=^hly under 

takc-oi o) 1 It filth of a dieiin, f r du im he still believed 
It to lx M irv II > da\s and n ghts were coiisaini.d m the 
comfortless t< 1 im e^f travel, ana thoii;li he constantly told 
himself what unhu rd of folly it was to iiur-^iie an illusive 
chimen of his own langii ation, — a mere ])hant xsm which had 
somehow cr other taken posa -.sion of his brim at a hme when 
that brim mu^-t )la^e been k ted upon (so he continued to 
think; by strong mcMntrn or migmttc influenet , lu went on 
his way all tlu s»me \ ^th a sort of dogged obstinacy whjch no 
fatigue could daunt or lessen He never lay down to rest 
without the faint hope of seeing once a am, if only in sleej), 
the radiant Being who^e haunting words had sent him on this 
quest of ‘‘ A.rd'ith,” but herein hi« expectations were not 
realized No more flower < rowned angels floated before him 
— ^no sweet whisper of love, encouragement or promise came 
mysteriously on his cars in the midnight silences, — his slumbers 
were always profound and placid as those of a child, and 
utterly dreamless 

One consolation he had, however, — he could write. Not a 
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day pass(5d without has finding some new inspiration, — some 
fresh, quaint and lovely thought, that flowed of itself into most 
perfect and rhythmical utterance, — glorious lines of verse, glow- 
ing with fervour and beauty, seemed to fall from his pencil 
without any effort on hiu part, — and if he had had reason in 
former times to doubt the strength of his poetical facult>, it 
was now vtry certain he could do so no longer His mind 
was as a fine harp newly strung, attuned, and quivering with 
the consciousness of the music pent up withm it, — and as he 
remembered the masterpiece of poe^'y he had written m his 
seeming trance, the manuscript of wluch would soon be in the 
hands of the London publishers, his heart swelled with a grow- 
ing and irrepressible ^ense of pride For he knew and fdt — 
with an undcfinable >ct ptjsitive ce’‘taint> — that however much 
the public or the critics might gainsay him, his fame as a poet 
of the M ry h ghc or^Jtr wc uld ere long be asserted andkassured 
A deep tianquiilU) was in his soul,— a tranquillity that seemed 
to increase the further he went onwaid,- the restless weariness 
that had once pc sessed him was past, and a \aguely sveet 
content penaded Wus D< «ng, like the odour of early roses per- 
\admg warm air, — h( fell, he hopco, he lo\ed* — and )ct his 
icelings, hopea and longings turned to something altogether 
undtelared and indehnite, as softly dim and distant as the first 
faint white cloud '.ignal wafled from the moon in heaven, when 
on the point ot rising, she makes her queenly purpose known 
to her waiting star attendance 

Practically conoidered, his journey was tedious and foi the 
most part dull and uninteresting I those Satan like da>s of 
“going to and fio in the e^rth and walking up and down m 
it,’^ travelling has lost much of its old romantic charm, — the 
idea of traversinp^ long distances no more tills the expectant 
adventurci with a pleasurable sense of uncertainty and mystery 
— he knows exactly what to anticipate, — u is all la.d out for 
him plainly on the level lines of the comnionpface, and nothing 
IS left to his imagination The Conti ut of Europe has been 
ransacked from end to end by tourists who have turned it into 
a sort of exhausted pleasure garden wheieof the various enter- 
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tainments are too familiarly known to arouse any fresli curiosity^ 
— the East is nearly in the same condition, — hordes of British 
and American sight-seers scamper over the empiie-strewn soil 
of Persia and Syria with the unconcerned indifference of beings 
to whom not only a portion of the world’s territory, but the 
whole world itself, belongs, — and soon there will not be an 
inch of ground left on the narrow extent of our poor planet 
that has not been trodden by the hasty, scrambling, irreverent, 
footsteps of some one or other of the ever-[)roliiic, albspreading, 
English-s[)eaking race. 

On bis way Aiw^n met many of his countrymen, — travellers 
who, like himself, had visited the Caucasus and Armenia, and 
were now^ en route ^ some for I^aniascus, some for Jerusalem 
and the Ploly Land — ofheis again for Cairo and Alexandria, to 
depart from tliencc homeward by the usual Mediterranean line, 
— hut among birds-of-passaee ac(]n.riinTnnce he chanced 

upon none who weie going to the Ruins of Rabylon. was 
glad of this — for the peculiar nature of his enterprise rendered 
a companion altogetlicr undesirable, — and thoi7*:b on one 
occasion he encountered a gciplernan-novelist with a note 
book, wLo w'as exceedingly anx'ious to fraternize with him and 
discover whither he tvas bound, he succeeded jn shaking off 
this would-be incubus at Mosul, by taking him to a wonderful 
old library in that city where there were a number of French 
translations of Turkish and Syriac romanrec:. ILtc the 
gentieman-noveiist straightway ascended to the st'venih heaven 
of plagiarism, and began to copy energetically whole scones 
and descriptive passages from dead and-gone authors, unknown 
to English critics, for the purjrose of inserting them hereafter 
into his owm “original” work of hetion — and in this congenial 
occupation he forgot all about the “dark handsome man, with 
the w'ide brows of a Marc Antony and the lips of a Catullus” 
as he had already described Alwyn in the note-book before- 
mentioned. While in Mosul, Alwyn himself picked up a 
curiosity in the way of literature, — a small quaint volume en- 
titled “The Final Philosophy of Algaz.zali the Arabian.” 
It was printed in two languages — the original Arabic on one 
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page and, facing it, the translation, m very old French The 
author, bom ad 1058, described himself as “a poor student 
stnvmg to discern the truth of things/ ~ and liis woik was a 
serious, incisive, patuntly exhaustive inquiry into the workings 
of nature, the cafiahiiiUes of human intt iligcncc, and the 
decfDtive results of human iiason R( i hng it, ^lw>n was 
astonished to find thV ncany all th« ethual pr )po ilion^ offered 
for the world s con^i Je radon to da} hy thf ino t learned and 
callurt,d mifuN, had ht n already acivaued and thoro 1 ’^hly 
(iiscu'^s l*V>ythis sime Mga//ali Ont pa'-s^’’# m puduilir 
1 listed h s aitcnd >n a-s beiig singiil ny appluahh to h s Otm 
iramev.had com! n in — it ran a f( ilow , — 

“I bf^in t (Miniii objects of s n atioi a id specula 

tion, to s^^ if tb ) could po sibly admit of doubt Inen 
doubts crowded upon me in ^^udi numlxi^ that ni) luceUituae 
bLLime corn]: e(e \Vicnc* result the (oiifd k e I kiv^ in 
waisiblt ll II The t'* ot of all our ''i isl ^ is sight, —yet 
if wt Icov it n^'ttr thy ctm to h ass ailar>inon v pieces 
lul n It i in iti ll nr )ob < inv u I’hit th y are I reel 

thm tht < uth Rhsc md plh r things ari. udecd by tiie 

^)iil lejMted by n iion as fal e I abandoned the 
iheniorf, having ^un my cent d me in thcr itt if uth 
shaken Ptihap, slid I, thee is no as'^iui n e but m the 
not ons of k on?- that is to si>, iirst prim if 1 , a^s that ^en 
more thin thn ^ ? 1 poii th the <!ens s r^^plid Whit 
a suramt havi you tint our lonhd me in ft i o?i 1j not the 
same nitiio as your eonfidem t mu\I When yoardid^n 
Ub, reason sU[)p(d in and gave us t c Ik , liui not rt isoi 
bc.en there you would have continue 1 to rt ly a us \V 11 , 
may there not exist sonic other judge o// //f? to nason \sho 
if he a[)[) in 1, would mub the jiid_,icn > cl n son in the 

same way that uason n iuted Ub? I he ru n ippc ir ince of 

such a judg is no proof of his non i.\ stem ' I citiove to 
answer this objcet.on, and my duht u’ti s in n i cd when I 
came to utlcil on sh cp 1 sud to rri c if him 1^ “^Vep \oj 
give to nsions a ic ihty #ind c on‘"isteMice, ai d on iw iki nin^ \ou 
are made awaie that they weic nothing but vnious Wim 
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assurance have you that all you feel and know dofes actually 
exist ? It is all true as respects your condition at the moment, 
— but it is nevertheless possible that another condition should 
present itself which should be to your awakened state that 
which your awakened state is now to your sleep, — so ihai as 
respects this higher condition your waking is but sleep P 

Over and over again Ahvyn read these words and pondered 
on the deep and difficult problems they suggested, and he was 
touched to an odd sense of shamed compunction, when at the 
close of the book he came upon Algaz/ali's confession of utter 
vanquishment and humility thus simply recorded : — 

“1 examined my actions, ind found the best were those 
relating to instruction and education, and e\en there I saw 
myself given up to unimportant scitmccs all useless in another 
world. Reflecting on the aim of iny tearhing, I found it was 
not pure in the s>ght of the Lord, I i<iw that all my efforts 
were directed toward the acquisition of glory to ?n)i,elf Having 
therefore distributed my w^ealth, I left Bagdad and retired into 
Syria, where 1 remained in solitary strugale with my ^oul, com- 
bating my jia-^Mons and exeicinng mjsclf iiidhe pui ideation of 
my heart and m prepaiation for the other world/’ 

'Bhis ancK nt philo^ jpliKal treatise, together with the mystical 
passage from the originai text of Esdias and the sf lecled verses 
from the Apocrypha, formed all Alwyn’s stock of reading toi 
the rest of his journey,- -the rhapsodical lines of ihc Prophet 
he knew by he<ut as one knows a fa\ouule jioeni, and he often 
caught himself unc onsi luusly lepoatuig the stiangc woids : 

Behold the field thou thoughte^t Oarfen^ how gtral a glory hath 
the moon ufivei^ed * 

And I beheld and was sore amazed , for I was no longer 
myself but another. 

“ And the S7oord of death 7va\ in that other^s souf and yet that 
other 7va:i hut myself in path , 

**And f kneiv not those things ihai were once familiar^- -and 
my heart failed within me for very far P 

What did they mean, he wondered ? ,Or had they any mean- 
ing at all beyond the faint far-off suggestions of thought that 
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may ocdusionally and with difficulty be discerned through 
obscure and reckless ecstasies of language ^hich “full of sound 
and fury signify nothing ” ? Was there, could there be any- 
thing mysterious or sacred in this “waste field*' anciently 
known as “Ardath*'? These questions flitted hazily from 
time to time through his brain, but he made no attempt to 
answer them either by refutation or reason, — indeed, sober, 
mattei-of-fact reason, he was well aware, played no part m his 
present urKierlakmg. 

It was late m the afternoon of a sultry parching day when 
ne at last arnved at Ililiah This dull little town, built at the 
beginning ot the twelfth century out of the then plentifully 
scattered fragments of Babylon, has nothing to offer to the 
modern traveller save various annoyances m the shape of ex 
cessive heat, dust or rather fine blown sand, — dirt, flies, bad 
foc'd and general d^cornfort ; and finding the aspect of the 
place not onl) untempting but positively deprcs^^ing, Alwyn 
left his surplus lugga<>e at a small and unpretentious hostelry 
kept by a Inenchman who catered specially for archaeological 
tourists and explorers, and after an hour s n'st, set out alone 
and on foot foi the “eastern quarter** of the rums, —namely, 
those which are considered by investigators to begin about two 
miles above Hillah A little beyond them and close to the 
nver-bank, accoiding to the directions he had received, dwelt 
the religious recluse f'»r whom he brought the letter of intro- 
duction from ilelujbas, — a letter beaung on its cover a super- 
scrijition m Latin, which, tianslaUd, ran thus* — “To the 
venerable and much esteemed Elztar of Me^hana, at the 
Ilciniitage, near HilLih In faith, p'ac<* and good will. Greet- 
ing ** Anxious to reach Elzcar s abode bdoie nightfall, he 
w^alked on as briskly as the heat and heaviness of the sandy 
soil would allow, keeping to the indistincth traced path that 
crossed and re crossed at mteivals the vane .s ndges of earth 
strewn with pulverized fragments ot brick, bitumen and pottery^ 
which are now the sole remains of stately buildings once 
femous in Babylon. • 

A low red sun was sinking slowly on the edge of the horizon, 
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when, pausing to look about him, he perceived in theliear dis- 
lancc the dirk outline of the great mound known as Birs- 
Nimroud, and rtali/ed with a sort of shock that he was actually 
suiiouiKhd on all sides by thf crumbled and almost indislin 
gdwnihie rums of the formerly superb all domiinnt A S)rnn 
tu\ that had been “as a gold< n ci p in the i ord s hanil " and 
w«s now no more in ver) truth diat a “broken and an empty 
vessel ^ For the von’ , —“And Bih^lon sliall become h( tps,” 
ha\e ( ert iinH lx i n ver fied with startling exaetilude-^ “ nc ips ” 
indttd it has buomi —nothing 3 ?// heaps, — h of doll eutb, 

with here '^nd ll ^ i few fidfd gieeii tufts wild timu sk, 
whu-h whi e faint 1 \ id c\jn^ tne b a ikn^'^s of the roi nd, ailhe 
samt til ! in t 1 U\ I '' IT o 1 ni no is d < ir lu \Iwyn, lx Ik Id 
mg tl e 11 oi ratiil desolation of the Htm. dt a trong senx of 
disrpD mliRnt-l hid e^p(^tcd sc n aln i different bs 
iiiiaLii It n h d I tl ad tli sc I ista ni i as be in£^ oi 
larger c\t nt rdioc imp js n chnitr [fis<\(snsnd 
rather wc i ih on s’ow dim gl Tin of tnc T nphi lU i u 
wo\ nd ]>a t lU d iivc juc s wIktc “♦he m tf "*11% tic 
adoni hm< nt 1 1 n lad urn c '^^oo 1 , ^and pxt th )u h 

he V IS to tlu very core of hi hr could see nothin^ 

pod 3 il in tin t s{ al inouna and stone h< ips sive m the 
si^Piriciit rci end mee they of(.n 1 of the oil S nptUT il 
prophuy- M In Ion !■> fallen is fallen* H r jx n i- d 
WISP men, her capl^ms, m r rulers and h i mit-hl) men shill 
sleep a pcrpetuil shtp and nor 'v^al c s'^i h i) c Kin^ who is 
the Loia of lie St ’ A id trul> it emed as if t le c msc which 
had blighted the city o bvgone splendour, h id dnu cd e// n its 
rums to aupear contpinpuble 

Just then the glow oi the disappearing ^un touch d the 
upper ed^e of Bira-Nimroud, giViOg it toi one indani a weird 
erlec t, as tnou h the ghoot of some }laby Ionian w itc hrn in were 
waving a lit loieh from its summit, — but th^ livid t,lare soon 
faded, ind a dt^ad grey iwilight settled sokmnly down over the 
melanenoU landscape With a sudden feeling of dejection 
and lassiiu ie upon him, Alwyn, heavi ig a dec p sigh, went 
onwara, and soon perceived, lying a little to the north of the 
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river^ a sfnall roughly-erected tenement with a wooden cross 
on its roof. Rightly concluding that this must be Elzdar of 
Mel y ana’s- hermitage, he quickly made his way thither and 
knocked at the door. 

It was opened to him at once by a white-haired picturesque 
old man, who received him with a mute sign of welcome, and 
who at the same time laid one hand lightly but expressively on 
his own lips to signify that he w^as dumb. This w'as Elzear 
himself. He was al tired in the same sort of fi owing garb as 
that woln by the Monks of Dariel ; and with his tall, spare 
hgure, long silvery beard and deep-sunken yet still brilliant 
dark eyes, he might have serv’cd as a perfect model for one of 
the inspired prophets of bygone ancient days. 1‘hougii Nature 
had deprived him of speech, his serene countenance spoke 
eloquently in Ins favour, its mild benevolent expression 
betokening that in\^rd peace of the heart which §o often 
rcncU.rs old age more beautiful than youth. He yierused with 
careful slowness the letter Alwyn presented to him, — and then, 
inclining his head gravely, be made a comteous and compre- 
hensive gesture, ta intimate that himself and ad that bis house 
contained were at tire service of the now-comcr. He proceeded 
to testify the sincerity of this assurance at once by setting a 
plentiful supply of food and wine before his guest, waiting upon 
him, moreover, wliile he ate and drank, v.iih a rospeclful 
humility which somewhat embarrassed Alwwn, who wished to 
spare him the tiMui)lc of c>uch attendance and told him so 
many times with inucli earnestness. But all to no purpose — 
Elzear only smiled gently and continued to perform tlie duties 
of hospilalit} in his own way, — it w evidently no use inter- 
fering with him. Later on he .showed liis visitor a small cell- 
like apartment containing a neat bed, together with a table, a 
chair, and a large Crucifix, which latter object was suspended 
against the wall, — and indicaling by eloquent signs that here 
the weariest traveller might find good rc[)ose, he made a low 
salutation and departed altogether A-r the night. 

What a still place tj>e “ Hermitage” was, thought Alwyn, as 
soon as Elzdar’s retreating steps had died away info silence. 
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There was not a sound to be heard anywhere, — ^nof-cven the 
faint rustle of leaves stirred by the wind. And what a haunt- 
ing, grave, wistfully tender expression filled the face of that 
sculptured Image on the Cross, which, in intimate companion- 
ship with himself, seemed to possess the little room ! He 
could not bear the down-drooping, appealing, penetrating look 
in those heavenly-kind yet piteoii'» eyes. 1’urning abruptly 
away, he opened the narrow window, and folding his arms on 
the sill, surveyed the scene before him. Ihc full- moon was 
rising slowly,— -round and large, she hung like a yelloW shield 
on the dark dense wall of the sky. 'I’be Ruins of Babylon 
were plainly visible, — the river shone like a golden ribbon, — 
the outline of Birs-Ninituud was faintly rimmed with light, and 
had little streaks of amber radiance wandeiing softly up and 
down its bhadowy slopes. 

** A nJ I wtnf into the field called ^ Anlaih^^ and there 1 hat 
amonc^ the jlmtersT' mused xMwyn half-aloud, his dreamy gaze 
fixed on the gradually brightening heavens, — “^\hy not go 
there at once,— now?” 


IX 

THE FIELD OF FLOWERS 

T his idea had no ^ooncT entered his mind than he prepared 
to act upon it, — though only a short while previously, 
feeling thoroughly overcome by fatigue, he had resolved to wait 
till next day before setting out for the chief goal of his long 
pilgrimage. But now, strangely enough, all sense of weariness 
had suddenly left liim, — a kojn impalienre burned in his veins, 
— and a compelling influence stronger than himself seemed to 
urge him on to the instant fulfilment of his purjiose. T!ie 
more he thought about it the more restless he became, and the 
more eagerly desirous to prove, with the least possible delay, 
the truth or the falsity of his mystic vision at Dariel. By the 
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light of Aie small lamp left on the table he consulted his map, 
— the map Hcliobas had traced — and also the written direc- 
tions that accompanied it — though these he had read so often 
over and over again that he knew them by heart. 1 hey were 
simply and concisely worded thus* — “On the cast bank of 
the Euphrates, nearly opposite the ‘ Hermitage/ there is the 
sunken fragment of a Bronze Gate, formerly belonging to the 
Palace of the Babylonian Kings Three miles and a half to 
the southwest of this fragment and m a direct line with it, 
straight’ across country, will be found a fallen pillar of red 
granite half buiud in the earth r>ie squaie tract of land 
extcnaiiig beyond this broken column is the field known to the 
Prophet Esdra^ as the ‘ held of Ardath * ” 

He was on the east bank of the Euphrates already, — and a 
walk of three miles and a half could surely be acromplished in 
an hour or vci> littli ovei that lime Hesitating no longer, he 
made h s iv out of the hou'^e, deeidmg that if he met Ll/^ar 
he would sa) he was guiniJ^ foi a moonlight stroll before relinng 
to ’cst "1 bat vt-n' rable rt cluse, ho^^ ever, was noA\liere to be 
s*^en —and is ih^s door of the ‘HI Miiiiage ” ^as only fastened 
with % li^ht late h ho hid no difticult) m effecting a noiseless 
exit Onf e in the o]icn air he stopped, — startled by the sound 
of full, fn sh youthful voices sinking in clear and harmonious 
unison, — Kyrte eleison ! ChnsU eleison f Kyric eleison / He 
listened, —looking e\er> where about him in utter amazement 
There w'as no habitation in sight save El/taPs,— and the chorus 
certainly did not proceed from thciice, but rather seemed to rise 
upwaids through the cartli, floating in released sweet echoes 
to and fro upon the hushed air “ Kyrte tie son ' — ChrisU 
eletson f ” How it swrayed about him like a close chime of bells * 
He stood motionless, perplexed and wondenne, — was there 
a subterranean grotto near at hand where devotional chants 
were sung? -or, — and a slight tremor ran tlrough him at the 

thought, was there something su])crnatural in the music, 

notwithstanding its human seeming speech and sound? Just 
then It ceased, — all was again silent as betore, — and angry with 
himself for his own foolish fancies, he set about the task of 
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discovering the ‘'sunken fragment” Heliobas had mUitionedL 
Very soon he found it, driven deep into the soil, and so black- 
ened and defaced by time that it impossible to trace any 
of the elabotate carvings that must have oncf adorned it In 
fart, It would not have been reccgnisable as the jiortion of a 
gate at all, Ind it not still possessed an enoTinous hinge wl irh 
partly clung to it b} means of one huge thickl) ru^ttd naiL 
Close beside it greiv a tree of weird and melancholy appear- 
ance — Its tiunk was split asunder and one half of it was 
withered, lilt oth r half, Ic ining mournfully on of»e side, 
bent down its brw h( s to the ground, trailing a wealth of lo ig 
glossy gret n It. In in the du^t of the ruined city 'Jln-iwes 
the famous t'n c t i t d by th^ natives /tlula, of wh’cb old 
legends that it i <•( i to be a fa\(>uiik evei.,rcN.n much < ulu 
vTtod and pn td die bah) Mi in nobihtv, who, loving its 
''haeV, spiittl ii(^ ^ ni to i ike it grpw in their I nigipg 
gav^en^* and sp^c ui eo\rt'!>, t]K‘Ugh its naiiin was altondti 
forM gn to the \rd tow w th none to tend i, or tart 

whether it ft) e\si c>i d e i^s, »’■ iiChlnll) » to the 

deserteo spot wli ’ u wi eine e so te )dr d) ^oste rt 1, how mg 

its Syirj>it]i) widi kie sun iiind ng desoluion, bv growing 
dlwava jr' nlit h live ne w lue ee^ and one. green -a boktn 
hearted ei^cotun , vv.t losal to tlie m inorv of ])u^ h'lve und joy 
Alwyn «‘iood in *lti its d jk I»o^ knowmg n'' hing oi Us 
name or hi:.Ui>, now i tlie n a wjiim^ wm gti 

seemed to shudel r tin u u it, thou^l tl < le was ii > wir d, - nid 
he heaid the tci t hme in h wii’i an ii v >lu j ary se U'^e >f 
awe Ihe whole mcik wi 1 i juoie imj/ ls vt 1) m lu tb m 
by d i.y, —the gitat earth me uiid of 13 d )lon iooke d Id e ^lant 
graves env,lc td in igbneiiu mg of winding waters A am 
he examined the enib tided iiagmn t of the an le nt gUe, — wnd 
then feeling (pnte ftr< un of his ^ unng point, he his face 
steadily towards the south west, —uu u the Undseape In f ue 
nun lav flat and bire in tlie bt amy ludie of the moon I he 
soil was sandy and heuvy to tne tread, - moreover, it was an 
excessively hot night,— too hot to walk fa^^t Fie glanetd at 
his watch, — At was a few minutes past ten o^clock Keeping 
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up the moderate pace the heat enforced, it was possible he 
might reach the mysterious field about half ]jast eleven, — 
perhaps earhen And now his ner\"es began to quiver with 
strong excitement, — bad he yielded to the promptings of his 
own feverish impatienfc, he would most probably have run all 
the way in spite of die sultriness of the aii, —but he rcstiained 
this impulse, and walked leisurely on purpose, reproach- 
ing hiinstlf as he went along for the utter absuidity of his 
e\pe^ tatiorfs. 

“Was t'\< f madman more irnd tl»an I ' he mumuiied with 
some sell lonUmpi “Wiiat logical human being in lus right 
nnnd would be guilty of such egicgiou‘ lolly ^ But arn I 
ic'gicai? (Yutainiy not * Am I in n y nght mind? I thbik 1 
am, yet I may be wrong. The question remain^', — what is 
'loric?- and vshat is being in one’s ritdit mind? No one can 
absolutely cle'ude ’ 4.ct me see if I can review calitily my 
ncliculoua position li comes to this, — I insist on being mes- 
merized, — I have a dream, -rind I see a \v<. n in in the dream'’ 

here he & icld( nly coirect^ <1 hims» if, n v.ou an did I say ? 
No !~-she was socJ^thlng far jnorc li^ m tlun ' A lovely j>han- 
tom— a da^ding < reature of my own imagination- -an exquisite 
ideal whom I will one day immortali/e, — }C5 ^ —immortalize in 
song ’ ” 

He rai^'cd his eyes as he spoke tc* the dusky firir ament thickly 
studded wuth stars, and just then caiudit sight of a tfeecy silver- 
niuuicd cloud ]>a^smg swiftly bui(*itii the moon and ficialing 
downwards tow aids caiih, -it was shaped like a w hitc* winged 
bird, and w^as hcie and there tenderly streaked with pink as 
though It had just travelled from some distant i md where ihe 
sun was lising. It was the only chmd in the sky,- and it had 
a peculiar, aluiosr j»henomeual cFcxt by reaMm of its rapid 
motion, tii« le being not the faintest brt.t 2 <^ stirnug Alwyn 
watched it elidin" down the heavens till it u d entirely dis- 
appeared, and then began his mcditatu>ns anew. 

“Any one, - even without magnetic inhui^nce being brouglit 
to bear upon him, — nii^lu i ue visions sucli as mine! Take 
an opium-eater for instance, w^hose life is one long confused 
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vista of visions, — suppose he were to accept all theViW sug- 
gestions offered to his drugged brain, and persist in following 
them out to some sort of definite conclusion, — the only place 
for that man would be a lunatic asylum. Even the most 
ordinary persons, whose minds are never excited in any abnor- 
mal way, are subject to very curious and inexplicable dreams, 
— but for all that, they are not sucl fools as to believe in them. 
True, there is my Poem, — I don't know how I wrote it, yet 
written it is, and complete from beginning to endian actual 
tangible result of my vision, and strange enough in its way, to 
say the least of it. Put what is stranger still, that I love the radi- 
ant phantom that I saw, — yes, actually love her with a love no 
mere wonian, were she fair as Troy’s Helen, could ever arouse 
in me ! Of course, — in spite of the contrary assertions made 
by that remarkably interesting Chaldean monk Heliobas, — I 
feel I am the victim of a brain delusion, -f -therefore it is just as 
well I should see this ‘field of Ardnth ' and satisfy myself that 
nothing comes of it — in which case I shall be cured of rny 
craze.” ^ 

He walked on for some time, and presently stopped a 
moment to examine his map by the light of the moon. As he 
did so, he became aware of the extraordinary, almost terrible 
stillness surrounding him. He had thought the “HerDUtage” 
silent as a dosed tomb — but it was nothing to the silence here. 
He felt it enclosing him like a thick ^^all on all sides, — he 
heard the regular pulsations of his own heart -even the rush- 
ing of his ovui blood— but no other sound was audible. Earth 
and the air seemed breathless, as though with some pent-up 
mysterious excitement, — the stars were like so many large living 
eyes eagerly gazing dowm on the solitary human being who thus 
wandered at night in the land of the pro[)hets of old — the moon 
itself appeared to stare at him in open wonderment He grew 
uncomfortably conscious of this speechless \vatchfulness of 
nature, — he strained his cars to listen, as it were, to the deep- 
ening dumbness of all existing things, — and to conquer the 
strange sensations that were overcoming him, he proceeded at 
a more rapid pace, — but in two or three minutes came again 
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to an abrupt halt. For there in front of him, right across his 
path, lay the fallen pillar which, accordmg to Ileliobas, marked 
the boundary of the field he sought ! Another glance at his 
map dtcid(*d the position — he had reached his journey^s end at 
last! What was the time? He looked — ^it was just twenty 
minutes past eleven. 

A curious unnatural calmness suddenly possessed him, — he 
surveyed with a quiet, almost cold unconcern the prospect 
before him*, — a wide level square of land covered with tufts of 
coarse grass and clumps of wild tamarisk, — nothing more. This 
was the [Mold of Aidath, — this hare unlovely wilderness with- 
out so much as a tree to grace its outline! hrom where he 
stood he could view Us whole extent, — and as he beheld its 
( omplete desolation he simUd,~a lamt half bitter smile. He 
thought of the words m the ancient book of “ Esdias And 
the angel hade vu tnt^ a wash Jield^ and the field waS^ barren 
and dry sa i of herth^ and the name of the fin id was ^ Afdaih ’ 
And I wanaertd iherun thfou^h the hours of the lon^ ni^ht^ afid 
the silver eye^ of the jield did ofien before mc^ and therein I saw 
and wordtrs^ ^ 

“Vco, —the field is ‘ narren and dry' enough in all con 
science ^ " he iiuiniiured listlessly — “ But as for the ^ silver eyes ' 
and the ‘signs and wonders,' they must have existed only in 
the venerable Prophet's imagination, just as lav tlovver^crowned 
Angel-niaiden exists m mine Well nov\, 1 hcos Alwyn," — 
he continued, aposlrophuing h rnself aloud, - “a^e you con- 
tented? Arc you quite convinced of )Our foll> ? — and do )OU 
acknowledge that a fair Dream is as much of a lie and a cheat 
as all the other fair >ccu mg things that puzzle and torture p w 
human iiatuie? Return to your former condition of leasonmg 
and nasrmable sceptic ism,— aye, even atheism if >ou will, for 
the materialists are riglU,- you cannot prove a God or the 
possibility of any purely spiiitual life. AVhy t n s hank^'^ after 
a phantom loveliness? lume— fame* ^Vln fame ' —that is 
enough for you in this world, — and as ior a next world, who 
believes in it ? — and who, believing, cares t 

Sohloquizmg in this fashiem, he set his foot on “ Ardath ” 

«5 



“ARDATH* 


i 

Itself, determining to walk across and around it from end to 
end The grass was long and dry, yet it made no rustle beneath 
his tread, — he seemed to be shod with the magic shoes of 
sileiK e* lie \salked on till he reached about the middle of the 
lield, where, perreiving a bioad flat stone near him, he sat 
down to rest There was a light mist rising,— a thin moonlit 
coloured vapour that crept slowly upvaid from the ground and 
remained hovennj; like a wide suddenly spun gObSarnei web, 
some two oi three inches above it, thus giving a coot luminous 
watery cfTtr t to the hot and and soil 

“Accoiding to the Aporrjpha, Esdras *sal among the 
dowers,’ ” he idl> mu’-ed “ V\ t li ’--peihaps there were flowers 
in those da 3 s,— but it is very cvJuit there are none now A 
mo^edrc^r^, utterly desolate place than thi> famous ‘Ardath’ 
1 hav e nt \ r ' n * ” 

At that UK iiM 1 1 a subtle t*-iai)pce sceited the still air,^ a 
fragianre dt 'K 'oipl> , as ol violets mintrlrd with in>rtle 
He miuhd 0 l (hu at odour, ^mpl'«•ed and confounded. 

“Jblowcr.- all f iIP” be t^ciumod, - “Or mayRc oiine 

aromatic hirb and he Ixnt down to cxUimne the tuil at 

his feet To his ama/timnt he pmen^d a thick cluster of 
white blossoms, star snajicd and < lossy lta\td, with deep golden 
centres, wherein blight dx»>ps ol dew sparkled like bnlhants, 
and from wh^ nee puds of perfume rose like jnrense swung at 
unseen aluii s t He looked at tnem in doubt that wa-) almost 
dread, — were the; real ^ —were these the “ silver eves ” in which 
Ksdras had se<n “signs and w’^ouders”? — or was he hopelessly 
brain sick with delusions, and dnanung again? 

He touched them hesitatingl), — they were actual living 
things, with neainy petals soft as velvet,- he was about to 
gather one of thenn, -when all at his attention was caught 
and meted by something like a taint shadow gliding across the 
plain A smothered rry escaped his lips, — he sprang erect and 
ga^cd eagerly forward, half in hope,— half in fear What slight 
Figure wa, that, pacing slowly, serenely and all alone m the 
moonlight? Without another instantV pause he rushed im- 
petuously towards it, — heedless that as he went he trod on 
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thousand! of those strange starry blossonns, which now with 
sudden growth covered and whitened ev^ry inch of the ground, 
thus marvcllomly fulfilling the woids spoke n of Deh nd 

fhe field ihou thoughtest ba?ren^ how great a hath the moon 
umeilid / ^ 


X 

god’s matdpn fdris 

H e ran on ^or a few ]>acc>. the*'' < timing more closely 

in VI w c>t the inistv hape he pursut d, he t he< kc i hun- 
‘Self abruptly and stood Mill, his htait sinking with a bitter and 
irn p(('‘‘Sil)lt s*n< oj ill ijipoinlineid 11 re surelv Uas no 
Angd w mien 1 fromun^ti n sjdicrcs’— only agnl,— dad in float- 
ing gre\ drape res 1 lat dung 'ofdy to lirr sluu figure, and trailed 
bdiijul bei as she mo\(d ydatelv alon^ tneough the snow 
white blossoms thal: bent b( n^atli Ik i not i I tuad He had 
no eyes foi tiie strange flower tran^-fi^uiation of tiu. litdybairen 
land,- -all his inteic'-l was ccnticd on tlie skndor giaceiul form 
of the mysUnous Maiden She, n.eanwhik, went on htr way, 
till she rev Ik d the western bouinLitry of the fici 1, ~tho’‘e she 
turiK d, — h< suatMi a inoTuent, -ind U. mi eauK' back straight 
tow^aids him lie waidKcl iu r ’iipiouh as though she were 
some invincible fiie, — and a tn mor shook his innbs as she 
driW nearer,- still nc ari,r * He could see her distinctly now, 
all but her fuve,— that was in shadow, tor lier head ♦» ' j b« nt 
and her eyes wvie downcast. 11* r long fair h.ar lio^vM m a 
loose np|, Img mass over her shoulders,- she woie a w»e^ith ot 
the “Ardath^' floweis, and rari.ul a duster of tluni ch^p Mi 
between her small daintily shape d hands A w sltps more, 
and she was close beside him -‘'Oe ‘‘topped as if in oxpectatitm 
of >onie wmrd oi sign, —but ln^ stoixl m ite and motionless, not 
daring to speak or stir.* Then — witliout r^Hhig her eyes — she 
passed, — passed like a fitting vapour, — and he remained as 
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though rooted to the spot, in a sort of vague dumb bewilder- 
ment ! His stupefaction was brief, however — rousing himself 
to swift resolution, he hastened after her. 

“ Stay ’ — &ta> ! ” he cned aloud. 

Obedient to his call, she paused, but did not turn. He 
came up with her, — he caught at her robe, soft to the touch as 
silken gau/>e, and overwhelmed b> a sudden emotion of aw‘‘ 
and reverence, he sank on his knees. 

“ Who, and what are you ? ” he murmured in trembling 
tones — “Tell inel If you are mortal maid 1 will not harm 
you, I swear ! See ! — I am only a poor ciazed fool that loves 
a Dream, — that stakes his life upon a chance of Heaven, — 
pity me as you are gentle' — but do not fear me, — only 
speak ' 

No answer <am'^. He looked up, — and now in the rich 
radiance of tlic moon lx held her face,"Hkhow like, and yet how 
^altogether unlike it was to the fat e of the Angel m his vision * 
For that ethen al Being had seemed da^/lingly, supremely 
beautiful licyond < 1 !! mortal power ot dcscniilion, — witereas this 
girl was simply fair, .small and dt^Iuate, with something wistful 
and pathetic in the lines of her sweet moulh, and shadows as 
of remembered soirows slumbenng in the depths of her serene 
dove-like eyes. Her fragile figure diooped wearily as though 
she were exhausted by some long fatigue, — yet, -ga/ing down 
upon him, she smded, — and 111 that smile, the faint n^semtilance 
she bore to his Spint-ideal haslu^d out like a beam of sunlight, 
though it vanished again as quickly as it had shone. He 
wailed eagcily to hear her voice, wailed in a sort of breathless 
suspense, — but as she still kept silence, he sprang up from his 
kneeling at^tude and seized her hands, — how soft they were 
and warm ! — he folded them in his own and drew her closer to 
himself, — the flowers she held fell from her gias[), and lay in a 
tumbled fragrant heap between them. His brain was m a 
whirl — the Past and the Future — the Real and the Unreal — 
the Finite and the Infinite — seemed all merging into one 
another without any shade of difference, or division 1 

“We have met very strangely, you and 1 1 ” — he said, scarcely 
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conscious of the words he uttered — “ Will you not tell me your 
nane ? ” 

A faint sigh escaped her. 

“My name is Edns,” she answered, in low mu'Jical accents, 
that earned to his sense of hearing a suggestion of something 
sweet and familiar 

“ Edns » ” he repeated — “ Edris * and gazing at her dreamily, 
he raised her hands to his hps and k^std them gently— “My 
fairest Edns ^ P'rom wditnce do >ou come ? ” 

She met his eyes with a mild look of reproach and wonder 
ment 

“ From a far far country, Thcos * ” and he started as she 
thus addresst d him — “A land where no love is wasted and no 
promi c forgotten • ” 

• Again that m>stic light passed over her pale face— the 
blossom coi-onal she were st tmed tor a momtnt to gliltel* like 
a circlet of ^tars His heart beat quickly could he believe 
her? - was she in vti> tiuth that shining who^e aerial love 
hness had so long luunted his imagination? Nay’ — it was 
impossible ^ —for if she w^tie, why ‘•hould she veil her native 
glory in such simple maiden guise? 

Searc limply he studied every leature of her countenance, and 
as he did so, his doubts comerning her sjiirit origin became 
more and more coniumed She was a living breathing woman 
— an actual cualurc of fle-.h and htood,— >tt how at count for 
her appearance on the field of Ardath? This pm /ltd him, 
— till all at once a logical explanation of the whtjle mystery 
dawned upon his mind Htliobas had sent her hitht i on pui 
pose to meet him • Of course * lloiv dense he had been not 
to see through so transparent a scheme before' The clever 
Chaldean had resolved that he, Ihtos Alwyn, should somehow 
be brouglit to accept his trance as a real expenence, so that 
henceforth his faith in “ things unseen and eten^l might be 
assured Many psychologit al theorists would uphold such a 
deceit as not only permissible, but even praiseworthy, if prac- 
tised for the furtherance of a good cause Even the venerable 
hermit Elz^ar might have shared m the conspiracy, and this 
4 S9 
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“Edns,” as sht called hersdf, \^as no doubt perfectly trained 
m tht part she had to play ' A plot for his conversion ’ — well * 
— he would enter into it hiinsolf, he resolved ' — \>ihy not? The 
f^irl was exquisitely lair, — a veritable he of soft charms * — 

and a little love maLinj; by moonlight would do no hann , 

ht.re he suddenly became aware that while these thouglits were 
passing through his brain he h« 1 unconsciously allowed her 
hands to slip from his hold, and sh^ now stood apait at 
some httlf disl ince, her tvts fiv d full upon hint with an ex 
prtsbion of most plaintivf pikcmsness He made a hi sty «?Up 
or two tf w mis li i, - and as ht did so, his [mls« s b gon to 
throb with an cxtriordinary smsatu n of pleasure, -pLaiure so 
kt-cn as to tx ili lost ]>un 

“ Ld is 1 he wl ispercJ - “ Fdns ” and stojiped irrcso 

lutely 

Sh(. looked up at hi u with d t jj pc ihng wi if ilruss of a lo^t 
and siific I ir iiid ind a si ht snutidi r ran tirou^h all htr 
deluak trinu: 

“I ain V i’ ^ i h 1 ’ ’ si e n un lur d half tui igly, 
streteinng < u htr hinds to him once mor^, — undb is hn^ and 
fair as hlv 1 av I Mie wli tc hands whub ik n/f d it wontlti 
ii^gl), yet di 1 no^ lal e -~“C ol irid Mry wc i) * i he w ly has 
been loi g 1 1 ^ th t ir(h is drk 

“ Dark t rtpi i cd \lwyn imthanKahy, still "'boOil^ed in the 
(lul lous contc Tiplai oi of h r k v J yidcling lonn, hi swed 
upUnn d fact xnd gold ghsu iin > h lU “ D i k ? -Here ? — 
beiiei li tne bi ^hn cs^ of tht mo n ? Na>, 1 hjv< S''en n any 
a full day look k ss r iduxt 1 1 in u lo nvht of r ’ 

Hercyis dwelt u[ o i him with a ctrtain path uc bewilder- 
ment, — she let her i tendc ^ i m^ drop wt iri]\ a h r sides, 
and a shxauw of pained u olkefcion cross d tlie fi r le^s of her 
ft,at lilts 

“Ah, I forgot*’ — an 1 sue sighed deeply “ 1 his is that 
strangt, sad wuild, when llaikm o is failed 1 i,^ht ” 

Atthtse VO rda, uttered will so much soirowful meaning, a 
quick tnnll stirred "ilwyns blood, —an inexplicable sharp thrill, 
that was hke the touch of scorching flame He gazed at her 
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perplexedly,— his pride resented \ihat be imainned to be the 
deception practised upon him, but at the '•a me time he was not 
insensible to the weird romance of the situalion. 

He began to considtr that as this fair girh trained so admir 
ably 111 m)stical speech and maimer, had evident]) been sent 
on purpose to meet him, he could scarcely be blamed for 
taking lici as she presented herstll, and emoymg to the* full a 
timroughly nov(.l and picLuie!.(iue adMnturc, 

His e>es flashed as he surveyed her standing there before 
him, uttcilv •unp^'Oterted and at his merry his old, languid, 
see] aeal Muilt pla>t:d on hi^ puiud lip'*, -tljat smile of the 
marl h Antmou, ^\hK h sa}s, “ l>nn > me face to face with J ruth 
itseh and 1 sliall still doubt t An t xpre^sion of reluctant 
admiration and a\^akemng pi sinti dawiM d on his countenance, 
— he was abou^ to ak, — when she whose lool s wcie fasttiud 
on him with inhnc ^owirlul wate^hjl, anxious ertre*.it>, 
suddtiil) wran;' her iind. to^^e th< r as Inoiign in despair, and 
g've VLiit to a desolate bobhiiig ci> that smote him to the very 
heart. 

“ rheos > The t ” ind her vojee pealed out j,xi the breath- 
less air in svut melodious broke ri echoes, -‘‘Oh my unLithfui 
ilclovcd, v\tjat can I do lor ’hte ? A love unsten thou wilt not 
und< and,— a io\L made ina iiLst tnou vvih ncjt ruo/iiKc^ 
Alas ' — mv jouint \ is m \ain, -my \ irand bo >^\ :>s ’ I or while 
thi! e unbelief r ists rny [ue lajiij , how 1 k ui from 
danger i uo sjK*-) ^ — how budge the depths U^'we^.n our p tried 

oulsl^ -how will for thee pa ’'don and Okssinp horn e habl the 
' 

bright tears fiDc d h^r eyes and fell fat and '’nk through 
he'r long clrcop lisb^s, and Alwyn, sm Uen wuh rt mors * it 
the si^hl of siv 1 ;.i ef, ‘^pr^T'ig to her side o\i uome by shame, 
lo\e, and pv nUem e 

“ Weeiiing ^ — i ul for mc' ^ ” — ne excl unu d - “ t "t Ldns ^ 
(Gentlest c^f maide ns ’ — Weep not for one un^ oilh), — but 
radier smile and sp< ak again ot Iom ' — ’ xind now lus words, 
pounng forth impetuously^ seemed to utter dieinsi Ives mde 
pendently of any previous thought, — ^ es * — speak only of 
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love, — ^and the discourse of those tuneful lips^ shall be my 
gospel,— the glance of those soft eyes my creed, — and as for 
pardon and blessing I crave none but thine * I sought a 
Dream, — I have found a fair Reality, — a living proof of Lovers 
divine omnipotence • Love is the only god — ’who would doubt 
his so\ercignty, or grudge him his full measure of worship? — 
Not I, believe me * — and earned away by the force of a resist 
less inward fervour, he threw himself once more at her feet — 
See * — here do I pay my vows at Love’s high altai — heart’s 
dt sire shall be the pia>er — heart's e< stas> the prai •— together 
we will eelebrate our glad service of love, and HLa\en itself 
shall saictif) this L\e oi St Ldns and All Anjjcls ’ ” 

Shi listened, lool incf down upon h m with grave hilf timid 
tenderness, her If irs diied, and a sudden hope irradiated her 
fa’r fasc with a oh bi’ght flesh, as lovf-h as of mom 

me falling on newh op nsd flowers. \\ hen hr a ist.d, she 
s[)olvi - her arc cnls hr akmg tlnou^h the sik nee like cle ir notes 
ot musir sw< eP) siirv 

*LSo be It sbf • d, “Miv H avei tiul)' ssmtifv all pure 
thoughts, Jiid fre( tlif ^oul oi ni) hclov d hum >,11’” 

And slowl) h idnu torwa^-d, as a del ate iris bif bends 
to the swa) of th^ wind, he laid her hinds about his neis., 
and touvhtd his h[) with her own 

Ah’ — what duine <cstas), what wild and fiery triwsport 
filled him (her ’ IT r kiss, uke a pencliamg li ditning flash, 
]M.^rced to tlie \en centre oi his be in the moonbeams swam 
round him in cdd\ing circLs of gold — the while field heaved 
to and fro, -he caught her wa’st and clung to her, and in the 
burning man cl of that moment he foicot e\ery thing, save that, 
whether spirit or mortal, she was m woman’s witching shape, 
and that all the glamour of her beauty was his tor this one 
night at least, — this nieht which now in the speechless glorious 
dtlirium of love that overwhelmed him, seemed, like the 
Mahonit tan’s night of Al-Kadr, “better than a thou>and 
months I* 

])rdwn to Hlt by some subtle m>§‘tenous attraction which he 
could neither explain nor control, and absorbed in a rapture 
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beyond all that his highest and most daring flights of poetical 
fancy had ever conceived, he felt as though his very life were 
ebbing out of him to become part of hers ; and this thought 
was strangely sweet, — ^a perfect consummation of all his best 
desires ! 

All at once a cold shudder ran freezingly through his veins, 
— a something chill and impalpable appeared to pass between 
him and her caressing arms — his limbs grew numb and heavy 
— his sighfr began to fail him, — he was sinking, — sinking, he 
knew not where, when suddenly she withdrew horstJf from his 
embrace. Instantly his strength came back to him with a rush 
— he sprang to his feet and stood erect, breathless, dizzy and 
confused — his pulses beating like hammer-strokes, and every 
fibre in his frame quivering with excitement. 

• Entranced, impassioned, elated, — filled with unutterable, 
incomprehensible he would have clasped her ngaiti to his 
heart, —hut she ietreat<‘d swiftly from him, and standing seveial 
paces off, motioned liirn not to approach her more nearly. 
H e s< arc(‘ly heeded her warning gesture,-- jilunging recklessly 
through the flowefs, be hrul ^ilniost reached her side, when to 
his ama/enunt and fear, his eager progress was stopT>ed 1 
Stopped by some^ invisible intangible barrier, wdiich despite 
all his efforts, forcibly prevented him from advancing one step 
further, — she w^as close within an arm’s length of him — and 
yet he could not touch her ! Nothing apparently divided 
them, save a small bn^adth of the ** Ardath” blossoms gleaming 
ivory-soft in the moonlight, — nevertheless that invincible in- 
fluence thrust him back and held hun fast as though he were 
chained to the ground with weights ol iron I 

“ Edris ! ” — he cried loudly, his former transport of delight 
changed into agony, — “ i^dris !— Come to me ! 1 cannot come 
to you ! What is this that parts us ? ” 

“ Death 1” she answered, — and the solemn word seemed to 
toll slowly through the still air like a knell. 

lie stood bewildered and dismayed. Death? What could 
she mean? What in 'the name of all her beautiful, delicate, 
glowing youth, had she to do with death ? Gazing at her in 
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mute wonder, he saw her stoop and gather one flower from the 
clusters growing thickly around her— she held it shiddwise 
against her breast, wht,ie it shone like a large white jewel, and 
regarded Inin with swert wistful t)es full of a nioumful longing. 

‘‘Death hes between us, my l]elo\edl” she continued — 
“ One line of shadow,— only one little line t But thou rnayest 
not pass it save when God com nands, — and I— 1 cannot 
tor I know mu of death,— sa\e tint it is a heav> dreamless 
sleep aP oat 1 loovti w iried moiiiis, whtiein tlu'v gain briel 
rest ’IwiV many lues, h\ts that like recurring dawns, rouse 
them dm k to labour How often hast thou slept thus, my 
Iheos, and { r ^oUtn me 

She plu^^d ai d Ai cvn in<t 1 er deu steadGst looks with 
a swift glinceol soukt^-mg I Lc dMimce I )r as she 
his pre\ ous id a coiueming her came back u[ on lun with 
redout 1 i hic lit va-> kccnl) eonscu i ct tlie vehement 
fe^er ol 1 )Vf im whu 1 Ur ptse ut h id thrown h lu, -but all 
the sank lu w i xhl to disjx)s*>f s him ^If of tiu lotion ihat 
ne was a ny| i 1 ^n ar onii li i. of He lob hly 

named an 1 ,;n( 1 in h’s na"* '' nus 6 (m rut, and tnal 

tlierefc^esb ih t )y bxlh had soinr rna neiie ^ )Wtrin nei 
'^elf, tint at lui pi le i ji onl> atliactcd him fo her, 1 ut also 
hr Id him tm s in itioiil s it a disi me ^ from hi r 

She lalKc i, of cour c, \ in iniif mU tn)''ti way either to 
intiin dati or cruMru u nni lug- and he sn ilul a 1 Uie, m 
any ea t u onl> witn bimsih to un usk diis 

putend r to aeaehr lionmu'^’ \ikl w iiK t^e tho j ht thus, 
hei Sv)ft tones tri.mblid on the sitnee igim, — lu h unid as 
a drearning maruier nughi listea to the taiiejed sjiij^ing of the 
sea fail les 

“ 1 burnt h long br ght at oiu of endk ss t,lorv, ^ ,,he "^iid —“I 
have waited and prayed for thee* I hivf pleaded thy cause 
before the lihndmg splcndonis of God^s 1 hroric 1 have sung 
thee songs of thy native i'aradise, but thou, grown dull of 
hearing, hast cau.ht but the echo of liie music 1 lafe after life 
hast thou lived, and given no thought to me— yet I remember 
and am faitliful I Heaven is not all Heaven to me without 
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thee, my Beloved, — and now in this time of thy last probation, 

— now, if thou lovest me indeed ” 

“Lo\e thee?” suddenly exclaimed Theos, half beside him- 
self With the strange passion of yearning lur v^ords awakened 
in him. “Love thee, Edns? — Aye’ — a3 the gods Io\ed v\hen 
eaitli was young ! — with the fuliioss of the heart and tht vigour 
of glad life, even so I love thee ’ What savtst thou of Heaven ? 
— Heaven is heie — heie on this budal field of ‘Ardath/ o’er- 
canopied with stars! Come, sweet one, — cease to play this 
nijsUc midnight fantasy — I have dune with dreams* Edris, 
he thyself for thou art Woman, not Angel- thy kiss w^as 
vrarm as vme* Nay, wiiy snrink fiom me?”- -this, as she 
retreated still turther away hci eves flashing wnh unearthly 
brilliancy, — “I ai11 inaki thte a qiiet n, fair Edns, as potts 
•ever make que^ ris of the women they love, — my fame shall be 
a crown foi tin ^ to weaj,— a crown that the whole world, gating 
on, shall < Y ’ ’ 

And 1 i th' heat and ardour of the moment, forgetful of the 
unseen harinr lint divHh<l hertunu Inin, lie njafic a violent 
eflort to spnng Ic^r •ard--whe.i lo ! a wave of ni)])ling light 
appeared to bieak nom bcnLitb hei lect, — it rolled towards 
him, and compleUly Hooded the spac(* Ivtvecn thi m like a 
glitl(T ng pool, — and m it the Howers of “Aidatti” s\vay’ed to 
ard fro as water hlu s on a woodland leke sv^a) the measured 
dash of }>assing oars back Wiih a cry of Urror, he 

ga/cd wildly on tins mira< it\- -a \ e iiHur than ail music 
rang silvery ckar acr('S') the li mid ladniKc 

“hamc’” said the voice, — Woni<l t thou crown Me, 
Theos, with so pen habie a diadem ? ’ 

Paralysed and speechless, he lifted Ins si raining dazzled eyes 
— was Mt// Edns? — tint lustious Iigme, dele au is 3 sea mist 
with the sun shining thiough? lie stared upon her as a dying 
man might stare foi the last time on the fm of h's nearest and 
dearest, — he saw lu r soft gmy garment, change to glistening 
w^hite,— the wieath she wore sparkled with a million dew- 
diops, — a roseate halo streamed above ht.i and around her, — 
long streaks of enmson flared down the sky like threads of fire 
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swung from the stars, — and in the deepening glory, her coun* 
tenance, divinely beautiful, yet intensely sad, expressed the 
touching hope and fear of one who makes a final farewell 
appeal. Ah, God ! — he knew her now ! — too late^ too late he 
knew her ; — the Angel of his vision stood before him ! — and 
humbled to the very dust and ashes of despair, he loathed 
himself for his unworthiness and lack of faith ! 

“ O doubling and unhappy one ! ” she went on, in accents 
sweeter than a chime of golden bells — “ Thou art lost in the 
gloom of the Sorrowful Star, where naught is known of l./ife 
save its Shadow ! Lost ! — and as yet I cannot rescue thee— 
ah ! — forlorn Edris that I am, left lonely up in heaven ! But 
prayers are heard, and God\s great patience never tires, — learn 
therefore ^from the perils of the past, the perils oj the future ’ — 
and weigh against an immortal destiny of Love the worth of 
Fame ! u 
Wider and more dazzling grew the brilliancy surrounding 
her — raising her eyes, she clasped her hands in an attitude of 
impassioned supplication, — ^ 

^*0 fair King Christ!*’ she cried, and^her voice seemed to 
strike a melodious passage through the air,-— “Thou canst 
prevail ! ” A burst of music answered her, — music that rushed 
windlike downwards and swept in strong vibrating chords over 
the land, — again the “ Afrie ekison I Christe eleison / Kyrie 
/ ” pt aled forth in the same full youthfui-loned chorus 
that had before sounded so mysteriously outside Elzear’s 
hermitage — and the separate crimson rays glittering aurora-wise 
about her radiant figure, suddenly melted all together in the 
form of a great Cross, which, absorbing moon and stars in its 
fiery redness, blazed from end to end of the eastern horizon. 

Then, like a fair white dove or delicate hulterfiy she rose, — 
she poised herself above the bowing “ Ardath” bioom,— anon, 
soaring aloft, she floated higher, — higher ! — and ever higher, 
serenely and vdth aerial slow ease, — till, drawn into the glory 
of that wondrous flaming Cross whose outstretched beams 
seemed waiting to receive her, — she , drifted straight upwards 
through its very centre, — and so vanished 1 
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Theos stared aghast at the glowing sky, — whither had she 
gone? Her words still rang in his ears, — the warmth of her 
kiss still hngeied on his lips, — he loved her ’ — he worshipped 
her* — why, why had she left him, “lost” as she herself had 
said, m a world that was mere emptiness without her ? He 
struggled for utterance 

“Edns — he whispered hoarsely Edris * I^ly Angel- 
love • Come back * Come back, — pity me * — forgive ! — 
Edns t ” 

His \oice died in a hard sob of imploring agony,— smitten 
to the very soul by a remorse greater than he could bear, his 
strength failed liim, and he fell senseless, face forward among 
the flowers of the Prophets tield , -flowt rs, that, circling 
snowily around his dark and prostiate form, looked like fairy 
gailands bordering a Poet s Giave, 
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ru 4L K > AW 

“ That nvhtx.h hath becn^ s ncri ani i^at vhuh ts to be^ hath 
alrczdv becff and God tnai whuh %s past I ^ — 

Eccili.oi\oHLS. • 




i 

THK MAR\RLLOUS CITY 

P ROFOIINM siknct^ - prnfo iml pnconsc ou'incs>, — ob 
liMOUb icst! Sucti are the sootiung niiiiistrations of 
kinrilv Natuie to tiie o\»rbuuJen(cl sjhrit^ Nature^ who in 
her tf nd< r wisdom a^d nn'crml S'^hcilude wul nut permit ns 
to sufh r b<")oid a cenain limit Lvo sue pain, whethei it 
l)L. pin SIC d or mental, canne/t list 1 mg - and hunian anguish 
wound up 10 Its ifltuo't quocrmg] li, imds it die v^ry hi igtit 
o< desolaoon a hushing, I ellican ‘ dm Even so it 

w IS with iheos Alvv\n, ~di owned in the deep s illness ot a 
inerv^iful swoon, ho had sunk, as it were, out of liio, -far out 
of the furJjcst reach ui ^ense ol nmp, in sonjv vast unsound’ d 
gull of sli id( vvs where earth and aeaven wi're alike foiaotlen 
How long he 1 ly thus he r ever knew,- but he w is roused 
at last, — roused by the piessuro of something cold and sharp 
against hib throat, - aid on languidly opemng his eyes he 
found himself sunound d b) a sniad body of men in armour, 
who, leaning on till pikes which gli hned brilliantly in the full 
sunlight, sur\e)td him with looks of derisive amusement. One 
of the‘e, (loser to him than the rest, and who seemed from his 
dress and bearing to be some officer in aull o ity, held instead 
of a pike, a short sword, the touch of whose pointed steel 
blade had been the effectual means of awakening him from his 
lethargy. 

‘‘ How DOW ! ” said this personage in a rough voice as he 
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withdrew his weapon — “What idle fellow art thou? — Traitor 
or spy? Fool thou must be, and breaker of the King^s law, — 
else thou hadst never dared to bask in such swine-like ease 
outside the gates of Al-Kyris the Magnificent ! ” 

Ai.-Kyris thk IMagnificknt 1 What was the man talking 
about? Uttering a hasty exclamation, Alwyn staggered to 
his feet with an effort, and shading 1 5s eyes from the hot glare 
of the sun, stared bewilderedly at his interlocutor. 

“What, — what is this?” he stammered dreamily — “I do 
DOt understand you I I, — 1 have slept on the hield of 
Ardath i ” 

The soldiers burst into a loud laugh, in which their leader 
joined. 

“'fhou hast drunk deep, my friend!” he observed, putting 
up his sword with a sharp clatter into its shining sheath, — 
“What name sayest thou? — ‘AiiDATit?’ AVe kriow it not, nor 
dost thou, 1 warrant, wlien sober! do to, — make for thy 
home sjieedily ) Aye, viye ! — the flavour of good wine clings to 
thy moudi still,- -^Us a pleasant s\ve<‘,tne^s that I m^seif am 
panial to, and 1 can ])ardon those who, like thee, love it some- 
what too .?\\vay ! and thcUik the gods thou hast fallen 

into the hands of the king’s guard, rather than Ly.'^ij’s priestly 
patrol 1 See! the are open, — in with thee! and cool 

thy head at the fust fnuntain!” 

“The g.Ucs !”-“\\'hat gales? Removing liis liand from bis 
eyes AJwyn ga/ed around confusedi)'. Me was standing on an 
open stretch of level road, dustily wiiiie and dry with long- 
continued heat, --and riglit in tront of him was an enoimtui.siy 
high waill, lo[)])ed w'ith rows of brisiling iron spikes, and 
guarded by the gates alluded to, — huge massive portals seem- 
ingly made of finely moulded bras.s, and embellished on either 
side by thick, round, stone w'atch towers, bom whose suuiniils 
scarlet pennons drooped idly in the windless air. Amazed, 
and full of a vague trembling terror, he fixed his wondering 
looks once more upon his strange companions, who in their 
turn regarded him with cool military indifference. 

“ I must be mad or dreaming ! ” he thought-, — then growing 
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suddenly desperate he stretched out his hands with a wild 
appicahng gestuie — 

**I swear lo you I know nothing of this [)lace!’^ he aied — 
“I nc\ci saw it before* Some tii^k het.n played on me, 
*-who brought me here? Where is Eb^ar the htnnit?~-the 
Rums of Babylon^ — where is — Good (iod ! — wlial fearful 
freak of fate is this?” 

The soldiers laughed again, — their commander looked at 
him a little ruriou&ly. 

“Nayl art thou one of the escaped of Lvsia’s luver>?” he 
asked suopicioubly — “And has Mil Silver N „ctar uihvl of its 
usual action, and dnven thy senses lo tlic w nds, th tt tnou 
ra^^ -.t thus? I'OT if thou art a linigorand kiiovr^.st niught 
of us, how sptakest thou out language? Why nearest thou 
‘the gaib of oui citizens?” 

Alwyn shiank and shnered as though he had received a 
sltacKnin/ blow, - an awful, jne<p]iLablo rlhll horrc»r fro/c his 
ti'ood. it v^'as taio no iindcistc'od tlie language >poken—it 
w Is pertccily fu/iiliir t) him, - more so than his own native 
tongue, stop* wltat 7ms bis.native tongue? 

He tiled to thuik - and the sick feai at hi> heart g^ew 
stronger, —lie could not remember a w )rd of it • And his 
dres,‘ — lu gliiued at it dismayed and appalled, — he had not 
noticed it till now It bore some le^embiance to the costume 
of ancient Greece, and con 'srel of a wdiite linen tunic and 
loo^e iip[H r si, hc^ih garnKnis Ik mg kept ui place by a belt 
of Slider broin this belt depuidcd a shcTth dac'^ger, a 
square wruing txhUi, and a pern li i d imp* uu nt which he 
immcxintely rccogni-^ed as the anticjiu for n of s»)ais Ills 
feet wcie sliod with sandals,- -lus aims w^tie bale to the 
shoulder, and clasjied at the upper part by two hioad silver 
armlets richly chased. 

Noting all these dcUils, the fantastic aisliilnc.^ of his position 
smote him with redoiil^led lorct, — an 1 In tejt a a madman 
may feel when his impending doom has not entuely asserted 
itself,— when only grokjsciue and leering suggestions of mad- 
ness cloud his brain, — when hideous faces dimly discerned, 

103 



«ARDATH’’ 


loom out of the chaos of hi^ nightly visions, — and when all the 
air seems solid darkness with one white line of fire cracking 
it asunder in the midst, and that the fire of his own approaching 
frenzy. Such a delirium of agony possessed Alwyn at that 
moment, — he could have shrieked, laughed, groaned, wept, 
and fallen down in the dust before these bearded armed men, 
praying them to slay him with thc^r weapons there where he 
stood, and put him mercifully and at once out of his mysterious 
misery ! But an invisible influence stronger than himself 
prevented him from becoming altogether the victim of his own 
torturing emotions, and he remained erect and still as a marble 
figure, with a wondering white piteous face of such unutterable 
affliction that the officer wflio watched him seemed touched, 
and advancing, clapped his shoulder in a friendly manner. 

“ Come, come ! '' be said — “ Thou needst fear nothing , — we 
are not the men to blab of thy trespass m^gainst the city’s edict, 
— for of a truth, there is too much whispering away of young 
and goodly lives now-a-days. What ! — thou art not the first 
gay gallant, nor will thou be the last, that has seen the w^orid 
turn upside in a haze of love and latt^ feasting ! If thou 
hast not sle{)t long enough, why sleep again an thou wilt, — 
but not here ” 

He broke off abruptly, — a distant clatter of hoises’ hoofs 
was heard, as of one galloping at full speed. The soldiers 
started, and assumed an attitude of attention, — their leader 
muttered something like' an oath, and seizing Ahvyn by the 
arm, hurried him to tlie brazen gates which, as he had said, 
stood open, and literally thrust him through. 

‘*In, in, my lad!” he urged with rough kindliness, — “Thou 
hast a face fairer than tliat of the King’s own minstrel, and 
why wouldst thou die for sake of an extra cup of wine ? If 
Lysia is to blame for this scattering of thy wits, take heed thou 
do not venture near her more — it is ill jesting with the Sei pent’s 
sting ! Get thee hence quickly, and be glad of thy life, — thou 
hast many years before thee yet, in which to play the lover and 
fool!” 

With this enigmatical speech he signed to his men to follow 
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him, — they all filed through the gates, which closed after them 
with a jarring clang, — a dark bearded face pet red out of a 
narrow loop hole in one of the watch towers, and a deep voice 
called, — 

“ What of the hour?'* 

The officer raised his gauntleted hand, and answered 
promptl) — 

“ J^care and sifcl} ’ ” 

“^ain^atson cried the voice again. 

“Salutition *” responded the office »■, and with a reassuring 
nod and smile to the bewildered Alw)n, he tralhrrfd his little 
band around him, and they all marched off, the measured 
clink cl nnlc of their footsteps miking metallic music, as they 
wheded i mn 1 a comer ard disappeared from sight 

Left to himself, Alwyn’s first idea was to sU down in some 
quitt corner, and entkeavour calmly to realize wh it strange and 
crud thing had chanced to him But haj'»i)ening to look up, 
he saw the beirdcd face in the watch tower observing him 
^■iispK lously, — he tlurdore rousfd himsdt sufficiently to walk 
away, on and on, fcaruc heetjing whither he went, till he had 
f ompletpl> lost sigtit of those great gold glittering portals which 
had shut him, against Ins will, within tne walls of a large, 
splenaid and populous City Y<s’ — hopele 1/ perplexing 
and maddening as it was, there could be no doubt of this fact, 
—-and though he a^ain agun tried to convince himself 
that he was libounng und^r some wild and exceptional 
hallucination, his senses all gave evidence of the actual reality 
of hib situation, - he felt, he moved, he he ard, he saw, he 
was even beginning to be conscious of hunger, thirst and 
fatigue 

Iht lurtber he went, the more gorgeous grew the surround 
mgs, — his unguided steps wandered as it seemed, of their own 
aceoid, into wide streets, pa\ed entirely with mosaics, and 
lined on both sides with lofty, picl m sque and palace like 
buildings,— he crossed and recrossed broad avenues, shaded 
by tall feathery palms, end masses of graceful flowering folnge, 
— he passed rows upon rows of brilliant shops whose frontages 
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glittered with the most costly and beautiful inaies of every 
description, —and as he strolled about aimlessly, uncertain 
V hither to go, he was constantly jostled b> the pressing throngs 
of people that ciowded the thoroughld.re&, all moie or less 
apparently bent on jileasuic, to judge from their animated 
countenances and fitqucnt bursts of gaj laugh kr 

Ihe men wcie for the niO'-t pat arr\)cd like himself, — 
though lure and dure he met some kw whose gaimtnts were 
of soft sillv instead of hntn, who wore go’d belts in phi e of 
silver, and who c in i^d their dvt'cis in sheaths that were 
literall) encuisied ill over with hashing jcvils 

As le adviuf^u more into the cit) s centrf', the oowd*^ 
increased,- " J much so tliat the none of traffic and Matter v>f 
tongius b( lanii quite dealening to lus t ns Richly ornirrieiited 
clnru^ts drawn hy qjuitt.d horSv.s, and dnven pti ai 
whose attire d o be a po:.unr bl> of gold ind t,t ms, 
ralhd pi t 1 1 i lo^tinuous proccsMcui,- fnut s( ’ c carrying 
their lo\».^) II IS n excl andisi in lei.i f^idid moss 
wu idled l a ni hood at alino I evi n < onn r, — flo\ c ^ ils, 
fair as hi wer, ’ on aloil n du ir^g aeefully^ujiraiscd ar n<^ wuie 
wickcT tii\a itMiilowin/ wd c>dorous bio sonis tied in^'o 
(Inters and wrchls ltd lluit wcic countliss numbers of 
cunouN nde o[) n s pnn caits to which miilis, vctm collars 
of bells, Were hni^sid, thi tinkli iinl It of lluir < iistant 
pis<:agc thio 1 h IIk Imon^ iiiakin inci ml ineii^ niu ic 
1 ht vthuU t)jn the nanus of trader, jiiivt^ois m w.ie 
and de ik is m i i >orr of pro^i) ons but wt n tl e exception 
of such necessary bus ncs^ cUertrs, t'u sir eL> wtie lull of 
elfgint loun^ei'. of b )th si \ts wh > secned to have nothing 
while ver to ih) blit imu t ihemsehts 

I lu worinn were < pttiall> ible for ih* It h/y^racc of 

ma nti, th' > glided to aijd fro with an i idolenr flo one ease 
thit wis indf ^rioably btwihhing, -the more so as many of 
them wtie endowed witn fxc]ui>ite beauty of form and feature, 
beauty j^rtalR cunanred by the aiti tic simplicity of their 
costume, whuh was composed of a -straight ciinguig gown, 
slightly gathered at the throat, and bound about the waist with 
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a twi'^tcd girdle of silver, gold, and in some ca‘^es, je^scl*?, — theit 
arms, like lliose of the men, 'were bare, and thtir small delicate 
fee*" were protected by sandals fastened with < rossed bands of 
nbbon cf qaettishly knotted Tne arrange n nt of th ir hair 
VI as evidenll) a matter of person il taste, and no> tlie sKm h 
c )p>ir>^ of any set faslnon, — some alknvcd it nan 4 in looscly 
flovving ibuiuhnce o^er thiir houidi , -oturs nd il cksel) 
hiaided, or (oil^^d earelcosly in a thuic soft nuss at the top of 
tnt head, I tit ail withoat exception won white v iK, - vuis, 
long trdn‘^par nt and tilni) as g:>s am r v\nj h tims Mu back 
ordraiKd a^ out the in at thur pka in , - and [in ii v, aitei 
rfvatchi ig sc \ rd of thes fairy c natures jnss In, 11 d li 1 nin^r 
to th..ii low hu diK r and daket sjKf^eh a s idd«.H nu no > 
kaptd inh) ^'lw)ns confu->cd brain, — an old old nun ( i\ that 
sCi iiK 1 to have li n hiddf n amon his thoughts f )r r c nl 1 cs, — 
the memory o^ a ^torv liilltel**! A * UjIcI in » r t- i cklfTcjns 
asirusc i[ ) ili)ed UhowioU the s c 1 ? lie ( oil I nol 

tt 1 -out 1 e rc io^ U d that it a 1 al > 1 i a 1 in »h u se 

of a leautdil \ uu tO And du i \/oi un m ^ s ini < riL> 
lookeci a li tiH> h d*d o i sn U ikt c i in tki v i-, oiui 
ihmg so s>*t and li In and unduaUi^ about ♦ ic nov uunis 
and stuKS 

\\eU) oi w ilKin^ (hstiactfd i> the ( v r loci asini^ clamour, 
and r elm 1 ) t auc ug the ci jwd h hsl { \ ] a vi Ic 

i JO J n 'Id ^ ul u r«.)i nc^ d \m t i \ 1 > l ?r i 
h i\i 1 1 u (L I rn. 1 1 u t wf t^ gi u (} i I 1 t uc d 

nkv. a pil'ir now 1 nnst die dt isc tiluc of ^ s\ 1 1 1 v\ 
It a iiasntl) stuip’^urtd lion, ils > of w itc in te mv 
loa halt, liol hng a sine d between its paws in a < id r 

side two hue I(» n ins win m full ^ ay, the d 1 i i 1 li 

(oluii ns of w Uer I i 11 dished ip I \ i d t i ^ 

of the oh 1 k, so (h it its st ne 1 1 e v\as let 1 id I te uiil vviih 
tile tossing ra nliow di > \ci 

Here 1 h tumid is dc 0 it of the mat doioi^hf c,— thire 
Wert tall sliidy *r lo all abenit, and tint s i Iv i irved ixnehes 
undirneaih them, — he GKt/inuntei to sit d wn and rest, and 
steadily think out his nnolved ind peculiar eondition of mind 
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As he passed the sculptured lion, he saw certain >^ords 
engraved on the shield it held, — they were, ^^Through the Ltm 
and the Serpent shall AUKyrts flourish ” 

There was no disorder in his intelligence concerning this 
sentence, — he was able to read it clearly and comprehensnely, 
— and yet, — what was the language in which it was written, and 
how did he come to know it so tl iroughly? With a sigh that 
was almost a gioan, he sank listlessly on a seat, and burying his 
head in his hands to shut out all the strange sights which so 
direfuily perplexed his reason, he began to subject himself to a 
patient, serious cross examination 

In the first ph^c, — Who was hit Part of the lequired 
answer came readily,— Iheos Iheos what ? Jlis brain rch sed 
to clear up this point, — it repeated Jheoi, -Tneoi^, —over and 
over agi n, l)ut no more ’ 

Shucldtrmg wuh a vague dread, he «askcd himsdf the next 
question, ithenu had he comet Ihe reply was direct 
and dei isive— Ardatk 

But what was Ardath? It was neitlier a roifnay nor a 
city —it wa a w iste held,” where he hao* s( « n, -ah ’ Whom 
had he steni* He struggled hinously with himstlf for some 
response to this,— none came ' Total dumb blankness was 
the sole icsult of the inward rack to which he subjected I is 
thoughts ' 

And whcic had he been before he ever saw Aidath? — 
had ht no rec ollcction of any vithcr plac e, any other sur 
roundings ? Absolutely n me ' — torlare his wits as he would,— 
ahsolutelv none f This was fiigh if u I,— incredible ! — Surely, 
surely, he mused piteously, there must have been something 
in his life before the nanie of Ardath had swamped his 
intelligence > 

He lifted his head, — his face had grown ashen grey and rigid 
in the deep extremity of his speechless trouble and terror, — 
there was a sick faintness at his heart, and rising, he moved 
unsteadily to one of the great fountains, and there dipping his 
hands in the spray, he dashed somefc drops on his brow and 
eyes. Then, making a cup of his hollowed palms, he drank 
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thirstily several draughts of the cool sweet water, — ^it seemed to 
allay the fever in his blood. 

He looked around him with a wild vague smile, — Al-Kyris ! 
— of course ! — he was in Al-Kyris 1 — why was he so distressed 
about it ? It was a pleasant city, — there was much to see, — 
and also much to learn ! At that instant a loud blast of silver- 
toned trumpets split the air, followed by a storm-roar of distant 
acclamation surging up from thousands of throats, — crowds of 
men and* women suddenly flocked into the Square, across it, 
and out of it again, all pressing impetuously in one direction, — 
and urged forward by the general rush as well as by a 
corresponding impulse within himself, he flung all meditation 
to the wnnds, and plunged recklessly into the shouting on- 
sweeping throng. He was borne swiftly with it down a broad 
avenue lined with grand old trees and decked with flying flags 
and streamers, to tke margin of a noble river, as still as liquid 
amber in the wide sheen and heat of the noonday sun. A 
splendid marble embankment, adorned with colossal statues, 
girdled it on both sides, — and here, under silken awnings of 
every colour, pattern and cjesign, an enormous multitude was 
assembled, — its white-attired closely-packed ranks stretching far 
away into the blue distance on either hand. 

All the attention of this vast concourse appeared to be 
centred on the slow approach of a strange gilded vessel, that 
with great curved prow and scarlet sails flapping idly in the 
faint breeze, was gliding leisurely yet majestically over the azure 
blaze of the smooth water. Huge oars like golden fins projected 
from her sides and dipped lazily every now and then, apparently 
wielded by the hands uf invisible ruwers, whose united forces 
supplied the lack of the needful wind, — and as he caught sight 
of this cumbrously quaint galley, I’heos, moved by sudden 
interest, elbowed his way resolutely through the dense crowd 
till he gained the edge of the embankment, where leaning 
against the marbk balustrade, he watched with a curious 
fascination its gradual advance. 

Nearer and nearer it came, — brighter and brighter glowed 
the vivid scarlet of its sails; — a solemn sound of stringed music 
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nppled enchantingly over the glassy river, mingling itself with 
me wild shouting of the populace, — shouting that seemed to 
rend the hollow vault of heaven ! Nearer, —nearer, — and now 
the vessel slid round and curtsied forward, — its propelling fins 
moved more rapidly, — another graceful swce^^ — and lo 1 — it 
fronted the su guig throng like a ghttenng fantastic Apparition 
drawn out of dreamland ’ 

Theob stared at it, dazzled and stricken with a half-blind 
breathless wonder ,— ims ever a ship like this, he thought? — a 
ship that spaikK d all ovtr as though it were carven out of one 
great burning jewtl? (/oldin hjngings, falling in rich loose 
folds, draped it goigeou'-ly from stem to st(rn, — gold cordxge 
looped the sails, - on tlit dick a band of young girls clad m 
white, and crowned wHh floweis, knelt, playing softly on 
nuaintl) shaped ins^rumniTs, aixl a clu^Ur of tiny, semi nude 
bojs, fair as 501 rg cupuK, were gioii[KdpiD pretty re{K) < Inl 
attitudes alone the of the gildid piow, holding girlands 
of ted and selknv 11 ssoms which tiailed down to the surface 
of the witir bin^ * tli * 

As a hdtdii • liiig man mav note a ‘sudden bnlhant 
glare of sun hiiR filching on the wall ot hi«^ sktpmg ihambei, 
so Ihtfs at fir 1 vitwid tms floilinu y)T<,emt in ccnlusid 
uncon prehendir»g^ i nudt Ui e rt, - wm lall xt once lus stupefied 
sense's were rou (d to hoi life and puUinir action, — with a 
smotlu rt (I try ol st isv he hxccl liH '■’i unuig r ga/e on 
one fair Iiuure, — the central Glory of the niarv* iluus 

piciuie 1 

A Woman or a (xoddess ? — a rainbow Flame in moriil shape? 
— a spirit of einh, air, hre, water?— or a li.oiiglit of Eeauty 
emhodu d into hiii 1 in sv^rctness and made pertect ? ClodRd in 
gold attire, and girdud with gems she stood, leaning indolently 
against the middle Uiast ot thv. vcsr*!, her great somhie dusky 
e)( s n sling drowsily on the swarming masses of ptople, whose 
fren/iul roar of rapture and admiration sounded like the 
breaking ol billows 

Prtsuitlv, with a slow solemn smile on her hiughuly curved 
lips, she extended one hand and arm, snow-white and ghttenng 
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with jewels, and made an impenous gesture to command silence* 
Instantly a profound hush ensued. Lifting a long slender 
white wand, at the end of which could be plainly seen the 
gleaming silver head of a Scrpi nt, she descnbcd three circles in 
the air with a perfectly even, majestic motion, and as she did 
this, her marvellous eyes turned towards Theo-^, and dwelt 
steadily upon him. 

He met her ga/e fully, absorbing into his inmost soul the 
mesmeiic s»pell of her matchless loveliness, — he saw, without 
actually feah/iiig the circumstance, that the whole \ast multi- 
tude around him had fallen prostrate in an altitude of worship, 
— and still he stood erect, drmking in the warmth of those 
dark, witching, sleepy orbs that flashed at him half icscntfuUy, 
half mockingly, — and then, — the beaut) burdened ship began 
to sway gently, and move onwa^'d**, — she, that wondrous Suen 
Queen, was vanishing,- vanishing ' — slie and her kweeling 
mauicns, and nmsio, and flowers, - vanishing — VVhtie? 

\\ ith a ’ft he sjiran^ horn his post of ob erv ii»on, — he ft It 
he must go attir her all iiski, — he must find out her place 
of aOodc, — link, -Icr title, —her name • Ml at ome he 
was roughly sti.'id by a dozen or more ot hands loud angry 
voltes shouted on all *Jides, - “ \ traitor! — a traitor” — “An 
inlivltl 

"Asjiyt” “ A malconttnl 1 

‘‘Into the rivci with him ” 

“ He rt I . Ls worship * ” “He denies the gods ^ ” 

“ Beat him to tn rnbiinal > ” — And in a tricf* of time, he 
was r oiuplclcly surroundtd and hemmed in in an c\ asperated 
gesticulating crowd, who e ominous 1 joks and mdiguant m it- 
tenngs weie plainly signiiicant of prompt hostilit) iVith a few 
agile movemenis ht succeed d in wrcnchin^ hiir cit fret fiom 
the grasp of his assailants, and standing among them like a 
stag at bay he cned, 

“What have I done? How hdve I offended? Sjieak ' Or 
is it the fashion of A1 Kyns lo condemn a man unheard?” 

No one answered ,tlus appeal, — the very directness of it 
seemed to increase the irritation of the mob, that pressing 

III 



•‘ARDATH” 


closer and closer, began to jostle and hustle him in a threaten 
ing manner that boded ill for his safety, — he was again taken 
prisoner, and struggling m the grasp of his captors, he was 
preparing to fight for his life as best he could against the 
geneial fury, when the sound of musical strings, swept care- 
lessly upwards in the ascending scale, struck sweetly througn 
the clamour. A youth, arrayed in crimson, and carrying a 
small golden harp, marched sedately between the serried ranks 
that parted right and left at his approac h, — thus o’canng the 
way for another personage who followed him, — a graceful 
Adonis like pt rson ige in ghsteimig wh^tc attire, who wore a 
myrtlc-wre.ith on his dark abundant locks, and v^hom the popu- 
lace, forgetting for a moment the cause of their iccent disturb 
ance, — greeted with a ringing and ecstatic shout of “ Hail, 
Sah 1 UMA ^ ” 

Again and again this cry was uplifted till far aua} on the 
extreme ouisl ’its of the throng the jojous echo of it was 
repeated faintly yet distinctly, H ail 1 All Hail, Sah- 
lOma 1 ** * 


II 

sah-lOma 

new-comer thus enthusiasiicallv wdcomed, bowed neht 
JL and left with a condescending air, in response to the 
general acclamation, and advancing to the spot where Iheos 
stood, an enforced prisoner in the close grip of three oi four 
able-bodied citi/cn*?, he said, — 

“ What turbulence is here ? By my faith ^ — w’hcn I heard 
the noise of quarrelsome contention jarnng the sweetness of 
this ncctarous noon, methought I was no longer in A1 Kyns, 
but rather in some western city of barbarians where music is 
but an unvalueil name ’ ” 

And he smiled — a dazzling child-hke smile, half petulant, 
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half pleased, — a smile of supreme self-consciousness, as of one 
who knew his own resistless power to charm away all discord. 

Several voices answered him in clamorous unison : 

traitor, SahlQma!” “A profane rebel!” “An unbe- 
liever I ” “A most insolent knave ! ” “ He refused homage 

to the High Priestess ! ” “A renegade from the faith 1 ” 

“Now, by the Sacred Veil I” cried Sah-ldma impatiently, — 
“ Think ye I can distinguish your jargon, when like ignorant 
boors ye /alk all at once, tearing my ears to shreds with such 
unmclodious tongue-clatter I Whom have ye seized thus 
roughly! — Let him stand forth!” 

At tills command, the men who held Theos relaxed their 
grasp, and he, breathless and burning with indignation at the 
treatment he had received, shook himself quickly free of all 
. restraint, and sprang forw’ard, confionting his rescuer. There 
was a linet pause, during which the two surveyed eaclv other 
with looks of mutual amazement. What mysterious indication 
of afhnity did they read in one anothci’s faceb? Why did%hey 
stand motionless, spell bound and dumb for a while, eyeing 
half admiringly, half enviously, each other’s personal appearance 
and bearing ? 

Undoubtedly a curious, far off resemblance existed between 
them, — yet it was a resemblance that had nothing w'hatever to 
do with the actual figure, mien, or countenance. It was that 
peculiar and often undefinable similarity of expression, which 
when noticed between two brothers who are otherwise totally 
unlike, instantly proclaims their relationship. 

Theos realized his own superioi height and superior muscular 
development,— but what were these physical advantages com- 
pared to the classic perfection of Sah Idma’s beauty? — beauty 
combining the delicate with the vigorous, such as is shadowed 
forth in the artist-conceptions of the god Apollo. His features, 
faultlessly regular, were redeemed from all efftminacy, by the 
ennobling impress of high thought and inward inspiration, — 
his eyes were daik, with a brilliant undei reflection of steel-grey 
in them, that at times flashed out like the soft glitter of summer- 
lightning in the dense purple of an August heaven, — his olivo- 



•‘ARDATH’’ 


tinted complexion was flushed warmly with the glow of health 
— and he had broad, bold, intellectual brows, over which the 
rich hair clustered in luxuriant waves, — hair that was almost 
black, with here and there a curious fleck of reddish gold 
brightening its curling masses, as though a stray sunbeam or 
two had been caught and entangled therein. He was arrayed 
in a costume of the finest silk, — his armlets, bell, and dagger 
sheath were all of jewels, — and the general brilliancy of his 
attire was furlhermoic increased by a finely-workpd flexible 
collar of gold, set with diamonds. The fii-^t exchange of 
wondering glances over, he viewed Theos with a cjitical, half 
superrihous air. 

“ What art thou ? ” he demanded, — “ What is thy calling ? ” 

Theos hesitated,- -then ^poLe out boldly and untliinkingly — 

“I am a Poet!’’ lie said. 

A muimui of urepresvi’nle laughter and^ derision ran through 
the listening crowd Sah Ifuna’s lip curled haughtily — 

*‘A Poet ! and Ins fineeis played idlv with the dagger at liis 
belt — “ Nay— n(U so! Thue i > but one Poet in Al Kyris and 
T am he!” » 

Theos looked al him steadily, - a subtle S 3 inpiitl'y attracted 
him towards this cliaiirniur boaster, — involiinlaiily he smiled, 
and bent Ins htad cc'urteously. 

*‘I do not seek to figure as jour rival, ” he began. 

‘‘Rival !” echoed Snh Ihiua - “1 hav^^ ?io rivals!” 

A buist of applause from tho-^e nean'st to tliem in the throng 
declared the popular a[)]>iovaI of this assertion, and the boy 
bearing the harp, who had loitend to listen to the conversation, 
swept the strings of his uWiunient vvith a tnuinphant force and 
fervour that showed bow thoroughly his f'^elings were in har> 
morry with the exj)ressHm of his ina'-ter’s sentiments. Sab- 
Iflma conquered, with an effort, his momenlary iiritation, and 
resumed coldly — 

“From whence do you come, fair sir? We should know 
your poets are not so common 1 ” This with an accent 

of irony. 

Taken aback by the question, Theos stood irresolute, and 
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uncertain what to say. For he was afflicted w-ilh a strange and 
terrible inalady such as he dimly remembereii having heard of 
but never expected to suffer from, — a malady in ’v^luch his 
memory had become almost a blank as rtgaided the pist events 
of his life > I hough every now and then shadowy images of 
bygone Hungs fliued across his brain, like the tiansicnl reflec- 
tions of wind swept ( louds on still, tianslucent wate^' Prtrscntly 
in the midst ot bis painful indecision, an answer su.^gested 
Itself like Otwhi^iieied hint from some mvisib'e prompter. 

“Poets like S.ih lOina are no doubt as rare as rughtingiles in 
snow'” he said, with soft deference, and an increasing sense 
of tenderne s f >r his naughty, h'^ndsome inreilocutor — “As for 
me, — I am bui a singer of mci songs that are not worth the 
hearing* My naiiu is Iheos, -1 < ome fiom fai biyoud tn - 
seas, and am a stranizer m 'll Kyns, -therefiue if I hive entd 
in aught, I be bln ued toi ^gnoiancc, not malice* ” 

Ash ^p('lo ^111 lOn. i lega'ded him intenlly, - d heos met his 
ga/e frankly and uoilinc hmgl). Surely there was some singular 
power of attraction tiotw^en the two, for as then flashing 
eyes agaui dwi'l ( incstl) on^oiu^ mother, tncy tKcn smiled, 
and hah Itlniv', achanoiu^, proffered his hand. 1 heos at oii^'e 
a<cepud it, a < unous sensation cjf [iRauiie imglmg through 
his ha oe, 6.S he piesscd those sh nUer brown fingtis m his own 
cor<lial cl '.p, 

‘A slruuci in AlKiiisi^- in’ lio.n beyond the seas? 
Then by my I’ts u.d iiononr, I ensure tin sUviy and b d thee 
welcome* A sing, r of sii songs ^ Sid or nnrry, that thou 
ait a singer at all, luikLS tl^ eilif giant of die Kmgb 1 Tumatc*” 
A look of cons(iou> %anirv il*nniined tvs tite a^ he finis 
announced with proud emphasis his oah tule and clami to 
distinction. “The luotheihood of po( ts,” he connniied 
laughnigly, — “ n a m\stic and doubtful t^e that hafh oft l)Lcn 
questioned, — but provided they do ihu, like u' onditioned 
wolves, fight eai h o’heroutof the arena, iIktv should be jov 
in the relationship.” Here, turning full upon the* crowd, ho 
bfted his rich melodioMs voice to higiier and more iinging 
tones — 
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•‘It IS like yotx, O hasty and misjudging Kyrisians, that 
finding a harmless wanderer from far-oflf lands, present at the 
pageant of the Midsummer Benediction, ye should pounce upon 
him, e>en as kites on a straying sea-bird and maul him with 
your ruthless talons I Has he broken the law of worship ? 
Ye have broken the law of hospitality < Has he failed to 
kneel to the passing Ship of the San? So ha\e ye failed to 
handle him vith due courtesy f What report shall he bear 
hence of your gentleness and culture, to those .dim and un 
joyous shores beyond the grey green wall of oc&n billows, 
where the very name of Ai Kyris ser\es as a symbol for all that 
IS great and ^\ise and wondrous in the whole round circle of 
the world? Moreover, ye knou fuh well that foreigners and 
sojourners in the city are exempt from v oi-'hip, — and the king’s 
command is tliu all such should be veil and nobly enter 
tained, to the end tint wlicn they de][X rt the) ma> carry with 
them a full store of pkasant memonts Hence, scatter brams 
to )our hoir.es < No te'^tival can ye enjoy without a gu t of 
contention^ — yc are lUmade instruments ah whcTt Jarring 
strings tvtn I, (rowrud Minslrd of the K.ng, scirce keep 
one day in happ) tunc * Ixiok )ou now this strainer is my 
guest ’ Is there a man in AI K)m who will treat as an enemy 
one whom Sab IClma c ills friend ? ” 

A storm of applause followed Ihib little extempore speech, — 
applause accoiUpiniod by an odorous rain of tl iwcis There 
were many women iii the crowd, and these had pressed eager!) 
forward to catch every word that drojiped from the Poet- 
Laureate’s mellifluous lips, — now, moved by one common 
impulse, they hastily snaUhed off their poues and garlands, 
and flung them in lavish abundance at his feet. Some of the 
blossoms chancing to fall on Fheos and cling to his garments, 
he quickly shook them off, and gathering them together, pre 
sented them to the personage for whom they were intended. 
He, however, gaily rejected them, moving his small sandalled 
foot playfully among the thick wealth of red and white roses 
that lay waiting to be crushed beneath his tread 

“ Keep thy share I ** he said with an amused flash of his 
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glonous eyes “ Such offerings are my daily lot 1 I can spajre 
thee one handtul from the overflowing harvest of my song ' ” 

It was impossible to be offended with such charming self 
complacency, — the naive conceit of the man was as harmles'^ 
as the delight of a fair girl who has made her first conquest, 
and 1 heos, smiling, kept the flowers By this time the sur- 
rounding throng had broken up into little knots and groups, — 
all ill humour on the part of the populace had completely 
vanished — and large numbcio were now leaving the embank 
ment and dispcr^^ing in different dire( tions to their several 
homes All those who had been within hearing distance of 
Sahlfimas voice appeared highly elated as though they had 
enjoyed some S{h cial pn\ik^e and pleasure, — to be reproved 
by the I niireite was evidtntl) considf n d better than being 
oral St d In an> one else Many persons pressed up to Ihcos, 
and shaking hinds with him offered their eager CKCitscs and 
ijioto us toi the misiiii<Listaiiding tint had lately taken place, 
^vplaiiun^ w th much animation both of Ic )k and gesture, that 
the fict ot his wearing the same style of dress as themselves, 
hid induced tla i to take it for granted that he must be one 
of their fHi iw citi/ens, and tne*eroie subiect to the laws of the 
realm I heos was just beginning to feel somewhat ernbar 
rasped by tlu evt ive politeness and cordiality of his reernt 
antagemsts, when bah IQma, agiin interposing, rut all explana 
lions short 

“ Comt, come ^ — cease this u'^eless prating ' ” he said impcra 
tjvcl) )et good natuK diy— “ In ever > thing )< showed >our 
dullard ignonnec and lack of discernment tor, concerning 
the matter of attire, are not the fashions of A1 Kyris copied 
more or less badly m every quarter of the habitable globe ? — 
even as our language and literature form the chief study and 
delit,ht of all scholars and educated gentlemen ? — A truce to 
your discussions > Let us gtt hence and h)ne,” — here he 
turned to Theos with a graceful salutation — “You, m) good 
friend, will doubtless be glad to rest and recover from my 
countrymen's ungentle treatment of your person " 

Thus saying, he made a slight commanding sign, — ^the clus- 
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tering people drew back on either side, — and he, taking Theos 
by the arm, passed through their ranks, talking, laughing, and 
nodding graciously here and there as he went, with the half 
kindly, half indifferent ease of an affable monarch who occa- 
sionally bows to some of his ])oorest subjects. As he trod over 
the flowers that lay heaped about his path, seveial girls rushed 
impetuously foiward, struggling with each other for possession 
of those particularly favouied blossoms that had received the 
pressure of his foot, and kissing them, they tied them in little 
knots, and pinned them proudly on the bosoms of their white 
gowns. 

One or two, more daring, stretched out their hand^? to loufh 
the golden frame of the liarp as it was carried past theiii by 
the youth in cnm'>on, — a pietty fellow enough, who looked 
extremely haught”', and almost indignant at this effrontery on 
the part of the lair poet-worshjpj)crs, but he made no remon 
stranre, and merely held his bead a lUllc higher and walked 
with a more cons* quential air, as he followed his master at a 
respectful distant. e. A ■‘Othci long ei static shout of “ Hail 
Sah lilma ! arose (ai all side% rippling awaj, — away, -dowm, 
as it seeme<l, to the vciy furthest edge of e» hoing resonance, — 
and then the remaindei of the crowd qiiukly scattered light 
and left, leaving dm spacious eiiilunkment almost descrte{l, 
save for thi. piO'tiKO of sc\eial copper-coloured blue slm ted 
individu.iK aIio w^'u* coiimKnvuij; the woik of lalnng dow'n 
and rolling up the sillom awniuj^s, .u'com[)anving tlicir iaboui*' 
by a sou of monotonous chain, that, nungliri't w' rh the slow 
gliding pla‘'h of the river, sounded as w» nd and mournful as 
the sough of the wind through leafie->s trec^- 

Meanw'hile Theos, in the company of his new friemd, began 
to express his thanks for the liinclv re‘?‘^ue he had leceivf'd, — 
but Sih iQma waived all such acknowledgnumts aside 

** Nay, I have only served thee as a ciowmed Laureate should 
ever serve a lesser minstrel" — he said, with that indescribably 
delicious air of sclLfiattery which was so whimsical and yet so 
winning, — “And I tell thee in all good fahh, that for a newly- 
arrivc‘d visitor in Al-Kyris, thy first venture was a reckless one 

ii8 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 


To omit to kneel in the presence of the High Priestess during 
her Benediction, was a violation of our customs and ceremonies 
dangerous to life and limb • A religiously excited rnob is 
merciless, — and if I had not chanetd upon the seene of 
action, ” 

“I should have been no longer the man I am’” smiled 
Thcos, looking down on his cornpanuns ludit, lithe, elegant 
fonn as it mo\td giaeefully by his side — “ But th ii T taile 1 in 
horn t(^iie Hi^jh Pnestess was a most uniiiU ition il lack 
of wit on iTi\ part,-— for if that was the High i iiLote^ , - tliat 
daz/ling wondtr of otauty who laul) pa sed m a ghtUring 
ship, on lur tnumiiliant way down the n\cr, like a piiceless 
pc ul m a tup of cold ” 

“A)e, a)( ’’ and bah Hina’s dark brows contracted in a 
slif^ht frovvn — “Not so many hnf woids, I pra) thre ’ Thou 
cou’dst not w( 11 rnistaJve her, -Jurt is only oiie T 

“ I )sia ’ ” muinniud llico dreamil), and the inuoical name 
slid oir Jiis hps With a sott sibinnt sour 1, -“1 a ’ And I 
forgot to kikcl to that enchanting, that ulonble being’ Oh 
unwise, ben ^ht(d tbol ’ wlu^e were iny t noughts? Next time 
I see her 1 w ill atone ’ n '» matte » whit < rted she repu sent , — I 
will kiss the dust at her ftci, and so make reparation for my 
sm ’ ” 

SJi iflrra mcr d at him with a somewh it dubious cxpres-^ion 
hat ’— irl tn m alic d> p i iiakd? ht queried hghtly, 
“and wilt thou aPo be one cf Uo? Well, tnou wilt need to 
kiss the diwt in vtr) truth, if thou serve t 1 ) ■)ia, — no half 
mea urcs will suit where she, the Untouched arcl Immunbfe, 
IS contenvd,’ — nid he le there was a fnnt inflei lKHi of mu git d 
mockery and sadness m his teme — “ lo love h r »>, for many 
men, an aboolme nece^suy — but the Vir^m Pr s of thu 
Sun and the berpent receives love, as st lUu s mi> leeeive it, — 
moving all otheis to fitrz), she is heisell unnoved ’ ’ 

Thcos hstentei, seantly hearing He was studying every 
line m bah Idma’s face and tigure witn fixed and wistful attention 
Almost unconsciously ht pre ssed the arm he held, and Sah Hma 
looked up at him with a half smile. 
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” I fancy we shall hke each other 1 he said — “ Thou art a 
Western singing bird-of passage, and I a nested nightingale 
amid the roses of the East, —our ways of making melody are 
different, — we shall not quarrel * ” 

“ Quarrel * echoed 1 heos amazedly — “ Nay 1 I might 
quarrel with my nearest and dearest, but never with thee, 
bah Klma > For I know thee for a Prince of Poets f —and 
w’^ould as soon profane the sane tity of the Muse herself, as violate 
thy proffered friendship ^ ^ 

“Why, so’” returned Sah Ihma, his biillunt ejes flashing 
with undisguised pleasure, - “An thou thinkest thus of me we 
shall be firm and fast c oinpanions ’ Ihou hast spoken well 
and not witlxout good instruction — I pcrtcive my fame hath 
reached thee m thine own ocean girdled lands, where music is 
as rare as sunshine Right glad am I that chance has thrown 
us together, lor now thou wilt bi bctlei«^ablc to judge of my 
unrivalled master A ill in sweet wordweavmg’ Ihou must 
abide wuii me for ah the diys of thy sojourn here, — Art 
willing ? ’ ^ 

“ Willing ? Aye ’ more lhan willing ’ ^ exclaimed Thcos 

enthusiasticall) But, — if I burden hospitality 

“Burden ’"and ^ah Ifima laughed — “ lalk not of burdens 
to me ’ — I, who have feasted kings, and made light of their 
entertaining’ Here," he added as he kd the way through 
a broad alley, lined with magnificent palms — “ here is the 
entrance to my poor dwelling ’ " and a sparkling mischievous 
smile bnghtened hii features “Ihere is room enough in it, 
methinks, to hold thee, even if thou hadst brought a relinue of 
slaves 1 " 

He pointed before him as he spoke, and Tlieo» stood for a 
moment stock-still and overcome wi^h astomshmc nt, at the 
size and splendour of the palace whose gates the) were just 
approaching It was a dome-shaped building of the purest 
white marble, surrounded on all sides by long fluted colon- 
nades, and fronted by a spacious court, paved with mosaics, 
where eight flower bordered fountain^ dashed up to the hot 
blue sky incessant showers of refreshing spray. 
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Into this court and across it, Sah-lAtna led his wondering 
guest,— ascending a wide fluht of steps, they entered a vast 
open hall, where the light poured in through rose colouied and 
pale blue glass, that gave a strange, yet lovely chect of mingled 
sunset and moonlight to The scene Here, —rcr lining about on 
cushions of silk and vtlvet, — were several l)cautitul girls in 
various attitudes of indolence and ease, — one laughing black- 
haired houn was amusing herself with a lame bird which flew 
to and (roy her uphned finger, — another m a half siltirvg 
posture, playtd cup and bill with much active and graceful 
dcKtcnty,— some wt. le w<.»rkin * at gold and siKer ( inbroidery — 
otherb, < lusleicd m a semicircle round a 1 ir e os^cr basket 
filled with nurtle, wcri. bu y wraving [.arlands oi the frigiant 
lea\ts, “-and one miidcn, Necmingly youngci than tne rest, and 
oj" lighter and moie delicate coinjile uon, leaned somewhat 
pensisclv igunst an eVmy framed harj), as though sh<^ were 
lonsidcimg wliat sad or siia cstivc chords she slioiild next 
Awaken horn its responsive ^tiings As sail hhna and The os 
appetud, these nvinphs ill rose fium then difJircnt O' cuparions 
And amu^^Lincnts, an'd stood wuh bent htads and loldtd hands 
in statuf “^fjue siknie and humil Iv 

“11 (->e aie my human n se buds ’ said Sah lillma softly 
and gall), as lioldmc the dizzied Thcos by the arm he escorted 
him ])ist these ladnnt and exquisite foims Ihey bloom, 
and fade, and die, like the floweis thrown by the populace, — 
proud and happy to feel that their per sliable loveliness has 
even for a brief while been made more lasting by contact with 
my dcathltbb jioctfamef Ah, Niphrata • and he paused at 
the side of the girl stand n g by the harp — “ Hast thou sung 
many of my bungs to day ? — or is thy voice too w e ik for such 
impassioned cadt nee ? — Thou art pale,- -I mibs thy soft blush 
and dimpling smile, — wlnt ails thee, my honey throated oriole^” 

“Nothing, my lord ’—answi red N]|iliiaia ii a low tone, 
raising a pair of lovely dusky violet e\es, fringed with long 
black lashes, -“Nothing, — save that my heart is always sad in 
thine absence ’ ” 

Sah lOma smiled, well-pleased. 



“ARDATH 


** Let it be sad no longer then ^ " he said, caressing her 
cheek with his hand, — and Theos saw a %ave of rich colour 
mounting swiftly to her fair brows at his touch, as tliough she 
w-ere a white poppy warming to ciimson in the ardent heat of 
the sun — I love to see thee merry, — mirth suits a young and 
beauteous face lilse thine’ Look, Sweet’ — I iiring with iiu 
here a stranger from fjr-off lands, -one to whom Sah Iftma's 
name is as a sUi in the desert ’ — I must need'- have ihy vo^ce 
in all its full Ills ousn«. s of tune to w irble for Hs pleasure 
those hcait-cnti’ . ditnes of mint which thou has^- Icnncd 
to render with such matchless tenderness ’— Ihanks, <^jisen}a" 
— this as another miiden ad\aTiced, and gendy removing tl^e 
myrtle vireath he wore, placed one just heshh wc»v(n on his 
cliistcri no curls, —thin, turiimg to Ibtos, he inquiied — “Wilt 
thou al>o wear a min stre 1 garland, my friend? Niphrata or 
Gisen\ I will uown thie ’ ” 

“ I arn not w^orthy/’ — answered Theos, bendintr his head in 
low sa’utation hi the two lovciy girls, who stood ^img him 
with a Certain wond* “ One spray from Sahliimas 

discarded wreath will best suffice me ’ 

bah liim i broke into a In gh of absolute delight 
“ I swear thou ^peakest well and like a true man ’ " he said 
joyouslv- “Unfanous as thou nrl, thou descr\<.st honour for 
the trink contcs-.ion of thy lick of merit ’ believe me, there 
aie some boastful rhyraeis in AI k\ris who would benefit much 
by a share of thy becoming nnidesty ‘ Give him liis wush, 
Gisinya” - and (jisinva, ohevlicntl^r detaching a S[ rig of nuitle 
from the wrcUli Sah lOma had worn all <Uy, lianded it to lin oi 
With a graceful obeisance F'oi who knows but the IccVts 
may contam a ceitim witchery we wot not of. tliat ,lnll endow 
him with a touch of the divine msjnrition » 

At that moment, a curious figure came shufilmg across the 
splendid hall, — that of a little old nun somewhit shabbily 
attiicd, upon whose wrinkled countenatu e tlicre seemed to he 
a fixed malign smile, like the smile of a mocking Gietk mask. 
He had small, bright beady black eyes placed very near the 
bridge of his lai-gc hooked nose,— his thin wispy grey locks 
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streamed scantily over his bent shoulders, and he carried a tall 
staff to support his awkward steps, — a staff with 'which he made 
a most disagreeable tapping noise on the marble pavement as 
he came along. 

“Ah, Sir Gad-about’” he exclaimed m a harsh squeaky 
voire as he perceived Sah Iffma — “ Ba^'k acam from your self- 
advertismg in the city ! Is there any poor soul loft m Al Kyris 
w h ose ears have not been deafened by the parrot-cry of the 
name of Snh-Iffma ? If there is, — at h m, at him, my dainty 
warbler ol tiresome trilK ! — at him, and storm hi^ senses with a 
rtiod(imontadc of ihymes without reason at him, Immortal 
of tliL Immo tals Bjrd of Bards ^ — stuff him with quatrains 
and \tams b( at huii with V^hiik vci ^e, blank of ail meaning 1 
— lash h'in with baUad and sonnet scon r^c^, till the toituied 
wrctcli, howling for mercy, shall swear tint no poet save Sah- 
Idiaa ever lived b^^for®, or will ever lue again, on the'^'face of 
the dxiidd( ring and a'-tonished earth ’ '' 

And breirbhss with ilus cxtiaordinaiy outburst, he struck 
his s^afl loiallv on tlie tloor, and sl^aialitvv ly fell into ^Uch a 
viohnt fit ol cough «fig that his.whole k m boav shook with the 
pai ox ysui 

Sah Ifima laughed heartily, — ^laughter in which he was joined 
by all the assembled iiuudcas, including the gentle, pfnsi\e- 
c>fd Niplirata Standing erect in bis glistening pnne ely attiie, 
With one hand resting tamiiiariv on 'Fheos’s ai m, and the s]»nkle 
of mirth lighting up las hanusome features, be formed the 
greatest contiast luiagii able to the little shrunkf n old person- 
age, who, dingi’ig convulsively to lus staff, was ^.ntirely 
absorbed in lus eftorts to conliol and overcome ms sudden 
and unphasant attack of threatened suffocatuin 

“Theo , niy fumid ” — he said, still laughing Thou must 
know the admirable Zi bastes, — a nun of vast importance in 
his own 0 })inion * Have done thy wheeling -he continued, 
vehemently thumping the stiuggling old gentleman on the 
back — “ Here is another one of the minstrel craft thou hatest, 
— hast aught of bitterness m thy barbed tongue wherewith to 
welcome him as guest to mine abode ? ” 
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Thus adjured, the old man peered up at Theos inquisitively, 
wiping away the tears that his coughing had brought into his 
eyes, and after a minute or two began also to laugh in a 
smothered chuckling way, —a laugh that resembled the croaking 
of frogs in a marshy pool. 

‘^Another one of the minstrel-craft • " he echoed derisively — 
'*Aye, aye! — Like meets like, ane fool consoits with fool* — 
The guest of Sah Iflma f — Hearken, young man,*' — and he drew 
closer, the malign gim \Mdening on his furrowed — ^*Thou 
shall learn enough trash here to stork thec with idiot songs for 
a century t Thou shalt gather up such fragments of stupidity, 
as shall proMde ihee with food for all the puling love sick girls 
of a nation! Doot thou wiite follies also?— thou shalt not 
write them here, -thou shalt not even think them f(;r here 
Sail Ihma, — the gi cat, the unnvalled Sah lit mi, — is sole Lord 
of the land of l^oes). i^iesy * — by all the gods > — I would the 
accursed art had never been invented - -so might the world 
have been spared many lone: di awn nothings, enwooLd in 
obscuie and ciistiaotiiig phnvrdogv* "Ihou a wx»uTd be Pott? 
— ^go to make bricks, mend sandals, dig entrenchments, 
fight for thy c (uintry,- -and leave the idle stringing of woids, 
and the tmkl ng of rhyme, to children like Sah Iflini, who play 
with life instead of living it ’ ** 

And with ihis, he hobbled off uneasily, grunting and griiml> 
ling as he went, and waving his staff magisterially right and 
left to warn th3 smiling maidens out of his v\ay, — and once 
more Sah-lhina’s laughter, clear and joyous, jiealed through the 
vaulted vestibule. 

“ Poor Zabastes I he said in a tone of good humoured 
tolerance — “ He has the must caustic wit of any man in A1 
Kyris ! He is a positive marvel of perverseness and ill humour, 
well worth tlic four hundred golden pieces 1 pay him yearly for 
his task of being my scribe and critic. Like all of us he must 
live, eat and wear decent clothing, —and that his only literary 
skill lies m the abuse of better men than himself, is his mis- 
fortune rather tlian his fault. Yes !--^he is my paid Critic, — 
paid to rail against me on all occasions public or private, tor 
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the merriment of those who care to listen to the muttenngs of 
his discontent, — and, by the Sacred Veil ! — I cannot choose 
but laugh myself whenevci I think of him ! He deems his 
words carry weight with the people, — alas, poor soul 1 his scorn 
but adds to my glory, — his deri'^ion to my fame ! Nay, of a 
truth I need him, — even as the King needs the Court fool, — 
to make mirth for me in vacant moments, — for there is some- 
thing grotescpie in the contemplation of his cankered clownish- 
ness, that *>ces n night in life but the eating, the sleeping, the 
> nldiiig, Old t) e bargaining Such men as he can never bear 
to know th it theie are others, gifted by heaven, for whom all 
common tl in^> take radiant shape and meaning, —for whom 
the flowers icvcil th^ r fragrants secrets, —for whom birds not 
only sing, but speik in most melodious uttc ranee —for whose 
dieamy c)ts, the very sunbeams spin bii^lu fintasics in mid air 
more lasting tlim die ftin/donu of the woiid i Blind ind un- 
happy /rbasit.s ’—He is ignor nt as a stone, and for him the 
mjstciKS of Natuie are for ever veiled * i he triumphal hero- 
m ir.-h of the the href bright ihynie of tlie flashing 

toujeU--tha cautide of the as she bares her ciimson heart 
t> the smile of the sun, — the chorus of grteii leaves chanting 
oribons to the wind, — the iiev^ r completed e]nc of heaven’s 
lofty sohiiules where the while moon paces, wandering hke a 
maiden in si ircli of lo\c, — all these aid othci unnumbered 
joys he his lost- joys th^t bah luma, child of the high gods 
and favourite of Htstiri}, dunks m with the light and tiie air! " 

Ills eyes soiteacd with a dreamy, intense lustre that gave 
them a new and ahnost pithetic beauty, while Theos, listening 
to each word he utterMl, wondered whether there were ever 
any sounds sweeter than the rise and fall of his exquisite voice, 
— a voice as delitiously clear and mellow as a golden flute 
tendeily played 

“Yesf — though we must laugh at ZabaStc=; we should also 
pity him he resumed in gayer accents — “ liis fate is not 
enviable* He is nothing but a Critic — he could not well be 
a lesser man ! — one who, unable himself to do any great work, 
lakes refuge in finding fault with the works of others. And 
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those who abhor true Poesy are in time themselves abhorred,— 
the balance of Justice never errs in these things. Ihe Foct 
wins the whole world’s love, and immortal fame, — his adverse 
Critic brief contempt, and measureless oblivion] Come*” — 
he added, addressing I'heos — “ we will leave these maidens to 
their duties and pastimes,- Niphrata 1 ” here his dazzling smile 
flashed like a beam of sunlight ovtc his face — “thou wilt bring 
us fruit and wine yonder, — ive shall pass the afternoon to. ether 
within doors. Bid my steward prepare the Bose C»iharnber for 
my guest, and let Atliazel and 7imra attend there to wait upon 
him.” 

All the maidens saJuted, touching their heads w»th their 
hands m token of nhn^ierice, and Sah Iflma, leadmg the way, 
courteously beckoned Ihcos to follow. He did so, conscious 
as he went of two distinct impressions, — first, that the mtyst6- 
nous mental agitation he had suffered fnmiwhen he had found 
himself so unexpectedly in a strange city, was now completely 
dispelled, —an 1 sinondly, tliat he fdt as tliough he^must have 
known Sah K^ma all his lift * Ihs memory still n nuined a 
blank as regarded his past carttir, — but tins f.*ct Lad < tased to 
trouble him, and he was peifectly tianquil, and altogether 
satisfied with his jiresent sunoundmgs In short, to be in 
A1 ICyiis, seemed to him quite in keeping with the necessary 
course of events,- whik to be the friend and Lorn|)anion of 
Sah-lClma was more natuial and familiar to his mind, than all 
once natuial and familiar things * 


III 

A POET’S PAX^ACE 

G liding along wUh that giaceful almost phantom hke 
swiftness of luovement that was so much a part of his 
manner, Sah Ihma escorted his visitor to the further end of the 
great hall. There, — throwing aside a curtain of rich azure silk 
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which partially draped two large folding-doors, — he ushered 
him into a magnificent apartment opening out upon the terrace 
and gard<.n beyond, — a garden filled with such a maivellous 
profusion of foliage and flowers, that looking at it fiom between 
the gli'^Uning marble columns sjiioiinding the palace, it 
seemed as though the voiy sky above rested edge wise on 
towering pyramids of led and white bloom. Awnings of pale 
blue stRtv lied from the windows across the entire width of the 
spacious oater colonnade, and here* two small bo^s, half nude, 
.nd black as polished ebony, were buddUd tc^gt thei on the 
mosaic I'avenient, watching the arrogant de[iorliuent of a 
supeib peacock that strutted nnjcslically to and fro with 
boastfull} spreading t il and glittering creit as hiiDiant as the 
gleam of the hot sun on the silver fringe of the azure canopies. 

“Up, ki/y rascaL!*' cued Sah-lfima imperiously, as with 
the extreme point of hft sandalled foot, he touched the dimpled 
shiny back of the nearest boy- Up, and away I — Fetch rose- 
watt i and swe et pt nunu s hithci t By the gods ! — ye have let 
the incense in yonder biuiici smoulder ' and he pointed to 
a massive bui/m vc'^sel, gorgc»»>usly ornamented, from whence 
rose but the very faintest blue whJf cf fragrant smoke — **Off 
with ye both, ye b isking blackamoors ! Bring fresh frank- 
incense, — and palm leave s where wuth to stir this heated air — 
h^ nee and bock again like a lightning-flash I — or out of my 
sight for e\tr ! '* 

While he spoke, the little fellows stood trembling and duck- 
ing their w^oolly heads, as though they half exjiecUd to be 
seized by the ir irate master and flung, like black halls, out 
into the Wilderness of flowers, but glancing timidly up and 
perceiving that even in the midst of his petulance he smiled, 
they took courage, an J as soon as he had ceased, they darted 
off with the swiftness of flying arrows, each strving to outstrip 
the other m a lace across the terrace ond gaiitn. Sah liima 
laughed as he watched them disapj ‘=‘ar, — and then stepping 
back into the interior of the apartment he turned to Theos 
and bade him be seatea. Theos sank unresistingly into a low 
velvet-cushioned cliair richly carved and inlaid with ivory, and 
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stretching his limbs indolently therein, surveyed \vith new and 
ever-growing admiration the supple elegant figure of his host, 
who, throwing himself full length on a couch covered with 
leopard skins, folded his arms behind his head, and eyed his 
guest with a complacent smile of vanity and self approval 
*‘Tis not an altO£,tthcr unfitting retie it for a poet's 
musmgs” — he siid, assuming an air ot ind llcrcnec, as he 
glanced round his luxurious, almost ro) illy appointed room— 
“ I have heard of vvoise ' — But tiuly it needs the i st art of 
all known nitions to worthily deck a hibitition wh rein the 
Divine Muse may daily dwtll, — nevcrlbelc'^s, air, light and 
flowers arc not 1 a I in and oii these, mcthinks I could sub-, 
were I deprived of ill otlici things'” 

Jheos sjt sd nt, loikn^^ about birn wisttull} \\as qyu 
poet, 111 ^ or even (tipfioi huiutd more ‘^luuptu )udv ll n 
this, he thought'’— is his t>ts wa» dcrtd'^to tnt dorm.d i^il n-., 
wreathed with cirved chistir of j^rajxsand point nntfs 
the walK, fre ( nd with glowng scuk^- ef love^and s)ng 
tournament,- the groujs of ^upab stituar) that glcamid 
whitely out ot dusky velvet dnped corneis-the quaintly 
shaped book nsts (verflowiiiij with books, and nndt so as to 
revolve round and round at a touch, or move to and fro on 
noiseless wheels, -the grand biut , both m bronze and marble, 
that stood on till jitdcstils oj projecting brack ts,— and, — 
while he dimly noUd all tbtsc stilendid evidences of unliiniied 
wealth and luxuiy, — tlie ptrfume and lustre of the place, the 
glitter of gold and a/iirt, silver and scarLt, the Onental 
languor pervading the veiy air, and above all th rich amber 
and a/iirt tinted light that bathed every object in a dreamlike 
and fairy radiance, plunged his senses into a delicious con 
fusion, — a throbbing fever of delight to which he could give 
no name, but which peimedcd every fibre of his being 
He felt half bl nded with the brilliancy of the scene,— the 
dazzling glow of colour,— the she en of deep and delicate hues 
cunningly mt( rmixed and contrasted, — the gorgeous lavishness 
of waving blossoms that seemed to sdrge up like a sea to the 
very windows,— -and though many thoughts flitted hazily 
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through his brain, he could not shape them into utterance. 
He stared vaguely at the floor, — ^it was paved with variegated 
mosaic and strewn with the soft daik furry skins of wild 
animals, — at a little distance from where he sat there was a 
huge bronze lectern supported by a sculptured griffin with 
horns, — horns which, curving over at the top, turned upwards 
again in the form of candelabra, — the harji-bcarer had brought 
in the harp, and it now stood in a conspicuous position decked 
with myrtle, some of the garlands woven by the maidens being 
no doubt used for tins purpose. 

Yet there was something mirage like and fantastic in the 
splendour that everywhcie suriounded him, —he felt as though 
he were one of the spcttatois in a \ast audituiuim wliere the 
cuUain had just risen on the first scene of the play. He was 
dubiously rousidtrmg in his own ['erpkxed mind, whether such 
piJiKcly living were tke piivilege, or light, or custom pods 
in gemual, when Sah ffiina spoke agaui, w^aving his hands 
towards one of tl.e busts near hun— a missive frowning head 
magnificently sculj^tuied. 

“'J'here is the gkiiious Oiu/cl!*’ he said— The father, as 
we all must own, of the Art of Poesv, and indeed of all true 
literature * Yet there be some who swear he never lived 
at all, — aye ! thoiurh Ins yioems have come down to us, — and 
many are the arguments 1 have had with so-called wise men 
like Zabastes, concerning his style and method of versificution. 
Everything he has written bears the impress of the same 
master-touch, — nevertheless garrulous controversialists hold 
that his famous work the ‘ Rflva-Kalama * descended by oral 
tradition from mouth to mouth till it came to us in its 
‘ improved ’ piesrmt condition. ‘ Imjiroved ! ^ — and Sah-ffima 
laughed disdainfully, As if the mumbling of an epic poem 
from grandsire to grandson could possibly irnyirove it ! — it 
would rather be deteriorated, if not altogether changed into 
the merest doggerel! Nay, nay!— the ‘ Rflva-Kalama ^ is the 
achievement of one great mind, — not tw^enty Oruzbls were 
born in succession to write it, — there was, there could be 
only one, and he, by right supreme, is chief of the Bards 
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Immortal! As well might fools hereafter wrangle together 
and say there were many Sah-lftmas • — only I have taken good 
heed postenty shall know there was only onf, — unmatched for 
love-impassioned singing throughout the length and breadth 
of the world * ” 

He sprang up from his recumbent posture and attracted 
Iheo'j’s attention to another bust hntr than the last, — it 
was placed on a pedestal wrc.Ltl ed at the summit and at the 
base with lauKl 

“Ihc divine IJys[iros’” he exclainit d, ]>ointing to it in a 
sort ot c<btdsv— “ I he Master troin whom it ma> be I hive 
».augnt the perfert cPirim emt nt of m> own ver e melody » 
His lame, as thou kr owes!, is unrualltd and iinucr «il - yet 
— cans! thou hi luve it ' —thtre hilli bet n of late an ass found 
in Al K>ris who halli cho^en him as a subject for h’s braying - 
and otlvr asses join in the uneupUjnious chorus The 
rnarvfllous Plays ol Hyspiros! — the giindcst tragedies, the 
airiest (ocuou > the tendeu‘'t fanta evci created by human 
brain, haie 1) cn called m qu» stnn by these tin >llc eating 
animals ' — ard one most untia^table mu'e lit id hath made 
pretence to discover therein a pas ige of seent wnimg which 
shall, so the fool thinks, prove that Ilv^piios was not the author 
of his own woiks, but only a literary cheat, and forcer of 
another and ksser mm's inspiritiou* By the gods’ — one'*^ 
sides would split with iaughUr «t the silly biute, wore he not 
altogether too < ontcmptible to provt>k.c e\ui derision’ ii)s 
piros a tnitor to the ail he st-rved and clonlitdi* -Hjspiroo a 
literal y ju ^^gltr and trie k tc r ? - the Sc T])ent's Head ! d he v 
may as well seek to prove the fier^ Sun in Heaven a common 
oil lamp, a-» strive to lessen by one iota the transcendent glory 
of the noblest poet the < entuncs Lave ever seen 

Warmed by e 'thmiasm, with his eyes flashing and the 
inij^etuous wordb coursjng from his lips, his head thrown back, 
his hand uplifted, SihlUina looked maguificcnt, — and Th« os, 
to whose misty biain the names of OruzM and Hyspiros 
earned no positively distinct meaning, was nevertheless struck 
by a certain suggestiveness m hib remarks that seemed to bear 
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on some discussion in the literary world that had taken place 
quite recently. He was jiuzzled, and tried to fix the precise 
point round which his thoughts strayed so hesitatingly, but he 
could arrive at no definite conclusion. The brilliant meteor- 
like Sah-lClma meantime flashed hither and thither about the 
room, selecting certain volumes from his loaded book-stands, 
and bringing them in a pile, he set them on a small table by 
his visitors side. 

'I’hese are some of the earliest editions of the plays of 
Hyspiros^’ — he went on, talking in that rajjid llut^nt wtv of his 
that was as inus.cd as a birds song — are rare and 
cunous. vSee you ’—the names of the scribes and the dates of 
issue are all distinct Ah ’ — the trea‘-ures of poetry enshrined 
within these pages ! - was ev’^cr papyrus so gemmed with pearls 
•of thought and wisdom ? — If there were a nc\t v\orld, my friend,** 
— and Itere be pi iced^is hand familiarly on his gutst*s ^loulder, 
while the bright steel gicy iindiu gleam s]>ark]t‘d in Ins splendid 
eyes — *‘*twould be worth dwellin’ in foi the sake of Hyspiros, 
— as grand a pod as any of the Thundtiers in the empyrean !** 

“Surely there i? a next v/Qrld ** —murmured Theos scarcely 
knowing what he said — “A worhl w’here thou and T, Sah-ldma, 
and all the masters and servants of song shall meet and hold 
high festival * 

Sab luma laughed again, a little sadly this time, and shrugged 
his shoulders 

“ Believe it not ! ** he said, and there was a touc li of 
melancholy »n his rich voice — “ We are midges in a sunbeam, 
— emmets on a sanvl-hill, no more! Is there a next woild, 
thinkest thou, for the bets w’ho die of surfea in the lulica-cjps? 
— for the whuling drift of brilliant butierflics that sleepily float 
with the wind unknowing whither, till met by the icy blast of 
the north, they fall like broken and colourless leavt in the dust 
of the high-road? Is there a next wmrld for this?** — and he 
took from a tall vase near at hand a delicate flower, lily-shaped 
and deliciously odorous, — “The expression of its soul or mind 
is in its fragiance, — even as the expression of ours finds vent in 
thought and aspiration, — have we more nght to live again than 
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this most innocently fair blossom, unsmirched by deeds of evil ? 
Nay * — I would more easily believe m a heaven for birds and 
flowers, than for women and men ^ ” 

A shadow of pain darkened his handsome face as he spoke, 
— and Theos, gizin^^ hill at him, became suddenly filV d with 
pity and anxiety, — he pissionattly longed to assure him that 
there was in very^ truth a future h gher and happier existence, 
- he, 1 heos, would voi ch tor the f ict ^ But how ? — and why ? 
What could h( say? — what could he prove? 

His throat achtd, —his ey^bal’s burned,— he was ns it were 
forbidden to speik, notwithstanding the yearning dcsiie he felt 
to rii])art to the soul of his n(w found fii< nd something of that 
indescribable sense of evef/n%tn ntss which he himself was 
now conscious f)f, c\cn as one set fice of piison is roiuriou*? of 
libeity Mute, and wuh a feeliriv^ is ot hot unsned tc trs wt Dm ( 
up from las lu irl he tuinecl over thi, \oljmes ol l]>spiios 
aliiiO‘-t rnc< h irj cilU, tiu \ wue foinied of sheets c f pipyrus 
artistic illy bound mhos icatner coverings ind ti^d tog ther 
with gold iuN)urvd rihbon 

Ihe kynsian language wi , is his been before stated, per- 
fectly familnr to h m, though he could not Ull Low lu had 
acquir d the know’td^e of it, —and he w is able to see at a 
glance that ‘^ah Ihma had good cause to be ciithusi istic m ^ 
]>iaise of the author whose genius he so hnently ad m red 
Then was a nngmg richi c s in the rush of the vcis , i 
weilih of simile combined with a simplicity and directness ot 
utterance that charmed tne eir wlnle influencing the mind, md 
he was bigmiiing to read in wtloioce the opening lines ot 
a spirited battle challenge running thus — 

1 tell thee O thou pnilt tntliri ntd 

That from the<;t tul fitlds, thi sc haivtsi lands, 

Strange cr »ps slnll sj iing, not bown b) ihee < r thine f 
ArmM millions, bii<-tli ig weapon*^, helmed men 
Dreadfuil) plum d and eager for the hay, 

Steel crested ruvrmidons, toss’d spears, wild steeds, 

Upldted flags and pennons, hoirid swords, 

I)t th gleaming e}(S, stern hands (9 grasp and leaf 
1 ife horn beseeching life, till all the hea\en': 

Shriek havoc to the terror trembling stars 
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wrhen the two small black pages lately despatched in such haste 
by Sah-Klma returned, each one bearing a huge gilded bowl 
filled with rose-water, together with fine linen cloths, lace- 
fringed, and soft as satin. 

Kneeling humbly down, one before Theos, the other before 
Sail ICima, they lifted these great shining bowls on their heads, 
and remained motionless. Sah-lfima dipped his face and 
hands in the cool, fragrant fluid, — Theos followed his example, 
— and when these light ablutions were completed, the pages 
disappeared, coming back almost immediately with baskets of 
loose rose-leaves, white and red, which they scatteied profusely 
about the roonc A delightful odour, subtly sweet and yet not 
faint, begnn to freshen the already perfumed air, — and Sah- 
Iflma, flinging himself again on his couch, motioned Theos to 
take a similar rc'^ting-plaee opposite. 

He at oimo ohcycdf yielding anew to the sense of indolent 
luxiuy and ’voluptuous ease his surroundings engendered, — and 
[iresently the aioina of rising incense mingled itself with the 
scent of the stiewn rose-pctnls, — the pages had replenished the 
inccnsc-lmrner, and now thes^^ duties done so far, they brought 
each a broad, long-stalked palm leaf, and placing themselves in 
proper ])osition, began to fan the two young men slowdy and 
with measured gentleness, standing as mute as little black 
statues, the only movement about them being the occasional 
rolling ol their ^shite eyeb'^Us and the swaying to and fro of 
their shiny arms as they wielded the gracefui bending leaves. 

‘‘This IS the way a poet should ever live’” murmured 
Theos, glancing up from the soft cushions among which he 
reclined, to Sah IClma, who lay with nis eyes half closed and a 
musing smile on his beautiful mouth — “Self-centred in a circle 
of beauty,— with naught but fair suggestions and sweet thoughts 
to break the charm of solitude. A kingdom of happy fancies 
should be his, with gales shut fast against unwelcome intruders, 
— gates that should never open sa^ e to the conquering touch 
of woman’s kiss ! — for the master-key of Love must unlock all 
doors, even the doors of a minstrel’s dreaming 1 ’* 

“Thinkest thou so?” said Sah-lflma lazily, turning his dark 
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delicate b^d slightly round on his glistening pale-rose satin 
pillow— “Nay, of a truth there are times when I could bar out 
women from my thoughts as mere disturbers of the translucent 
element of poesy in which ray spirit bathes. There is fatigue 
in love,— these pretty human butterflies too oft weary the 
flower whose honey they seek to drain. Nevertheless the 
passion of love hath a certain tingling pleasure in it, — I yield 
to it when it touches me, even as I yield to all otlicr pleasant 
things, — but there are some who unwisely carry desire too far 
and make of love a misery instead of a pastime. Many will 
die for love, — fools are they all ! lb die for fame,— for glory, 
—that I can understand,-- but for love ! he laughed, and 
taking up a crushed rose-petal he fli})pcd it into the air with 
his finger and thumb— “1 would as soon die for sake of that 
perished leaf as lor sake of a woman’s transient beauty ! ” 

As he uttered tliesc words Niplirate, entered, carrying a 
golden salver on which were })laced a tali flagon, two goblets, 
and a tiasket i>{ fruit. She a[)]!foached I'heos lirst, and he, 
laising hiraseli on his elbow, siu vt. yod herwitii fre.^h admiration 
and interest while he poured out wine from the flagon into one 
of those glistening cu])s, which he noticed were rough with the 
quantity of small gems used in their outer ornamentation. 

He was struck by her fair and melancholy style of loveliness, 
and as she stood before him with lowered eyes, the colour 
alternately flushing and paling on her cheeks, and her bosom 
heaving restlessly beneath the loosely-drawn folds of her priin- 
rose-hiied go\\n. an inexplicable emotion of pity smote him, as 
if he had suddenly been made aware of scmie inward sorrow of 
hers which he was utterly powerless to console. He would 
have spoken, but just then could find nothing appropriate to 
say, — and when he had selected a fine peach from the heaped- 
up dainties offered for his choice, he still w^atched her as she 
turned to Sah-lflma, who smiled, and bade her set down her 
salver (jn a low bronze stand at his side. She did so, and then 
with tire warm blood burning in her cheeks, stood waiting and 
silent. Jah-lfima, with a lithe movement of his supple form, 
lifted himself into a half-sitting posture, and throwing one 
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arm round her waist, drew her close to his breast and 
kibsed her, 

“ My fairest moonbeam I ” he said gaily — ** Thou art as 
noiseless and placid as thy yet unemln'died sisters that stream 
thiough heav^en and dance on the iiver when the world is 
sleeping ! Myrtle ! ” — and he detached a spray from tlie bosom 
of her dress — What hast thou to do with the poet’s gailand ? 
By my faith, ihou art like Theos yonder, and hast chosen to 
wcai a sprig of my faded ciown for thine adornment— is’t not 
‘ 0 ?” A hot and painiul blush crimsoned Nipli ratals face, —a 
softness as of suppressed tears glistcnf‘d in her eyes, — she 
made nu nnswer, but looked beseechingly at the little twig 
Sahdtlma ht Id. **Sd’y child!’’ he went on laughingly, re- 
placing it himself against her bosom, where the hreatli seemed 
to struggle with such panting haste and f^ar— “Thou art 
welcome to the d<*a 1 kaves sanctified by song, if thou thinkest 
them of value, but I w’ould nthci sec the rose-bud of love 
nestled ia tint pretty white breast of thine, than the cast-off 
ornamenls ol fame ! ” 

And filling hinisetf a cup of^wine he raised it aloft, looking 
at 'i'hfos smilingly as he did so. 

“To your health, my noble friend 1” he cried, “And to the 
joys of the ]iussing hour ! ’’ 

“A toast!" answcied Theos, placing his lips to his 
own goblet’s rim, — “For the past is past, — Twill never leturn, 
— the future we know not, —and only the present can be called 
our own ! To the health ot the divine Sah-lCima, whose fame 
is iny glory ! — wliose fn(-nd'>hip is dear to me as life ! ” 

And with this, he di.aned off the wine to the last drop. 
Scarcely had he done so, when the most curious sensation 
overcame him — a sensation of bewildering ecstasy, as* though 
he had drunk of some ambrosial nectar or magic drug which 
had suddenly w’^oimd up his nerves to an acut^; tension of inde- 
scribable delight. The blood coursed more swiftly through his 
vtdns, — lie felt his face flush with the impulsive heat and ardour 
of the moment, — he laughed as he set the cup down empty 
and throwing himself back on his luxurious couch, his eyes 
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flashed on Sah-Klma's with a bright comprehensive glance of 
complete confidence and affection. It was strange to note how 
quickly Sah-lfima returned that glance, — how thoroughly, in so 
short a s])ace of time, their friendship had cemented itself into 
a more than fraternal bond of union ! Niphrata meanwhile 
stood a little aside, her wistful look wandering from one to the 
other as though in something of doubt or wonder. Piesenlly 
she spoke, inclining her fair head towards Sah Ifinia. 

“My lord goes to tlie Palace tonight to make his valued 
voice heard in the presence of the King ? ’’ she inquiicd timidly 

“Even so, Niphrata’” responded the Laureate, passing his 
hand carekssiy through his clustering cuils — “1 have been 
summont'd thither by the Royal comm ind. But what of that, 
little one ? Thou knowest ^tis a common oerurrent e, — and that 
the Court is bereft of all pleasure and sweetness when Sahdfima 
is silent ^ 

“ My lord's gut st goe*^ with him? ]Hirsued Niy'hiata gently. 

“Aye, most asuin dly • ” -and Sah Ifirni smiled at The os as 
he spoke “ I hou wilt accomruiiy nu to the King, my friend ?*' 
he w'ent on- “ lie will give thec a wekoriie for my soke, and 
though of a truth iiis Majesi) is most potently ignorant of all 
things save the a»ls ot lo^e and warlaie, nevertheless he is man 
as well as rnonaich, and thou wilt find him noble in his greet- 
ing and generous of hospmlilv 

“1 will go with tliee, bah lOma, anywhere ref died Theos 
quickly — “For in follownng such a guide, I follow my own 
most jierfecl pleasure 1 ” 

Ni])hrata looked at him meditatively, with a melancholy 
expression m her lovely eyes. 

“ My lord Sah Ifima’s presence indeed brings joy t ** she said 
softly and tremulously — “But the joy is too sweet and brief, — 
for when he departs, none can fill the place he leaves vacant !’* 
She paused, — Sah Itlma's gaze rested on her intently, a half 
amused, half tender light leaping from under the drooping 
shade of his long silky black lashes, — she caught the look, and 
a little shiver ran through her delicate frame, — she pressed one 
hand on her heart, and resumed in steadier and more even 
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tones — “ My lord has perhaps not heard of the disturbances of 
the early morning in the city?” — she asked — “7'he riotous 
crowd in the market-place — the ravings of the Prophet Rhosrtll ? 
— the sudden arrest and imprisonment of many, — and the con- 
sequent wrath of the King ? ” 

“ No, by iny faith ! ” returned Sah-hinia, yawning slightly and 
settling his head more comfortably on his pillows, — Nor do I 
care to heed the turbulence of a mob that cannot guide itself 
and yt.t resists all guidance. Arrests? — imprisonments? — they 
^re common, --but why in the name of the Sacred Veil do they 
not arrest and im])rison the actual disturbers of the peace, — 
the Mystics and Philosopl'crs whose street oratiems filter through 
tile minds of the diaafToctcd, rousing them to fc olish fien/y and 
disordered actioji ? — Why, above all men, do they not seize 
Khosifil ? — a ventabie madman, for all his many yeais and seem 
ing wisd(. rn ! Hath l^e not denounced the faith of Nagiya and 
foretold the dtstiuclicn of the city times out ol number? — and 
are we not all weary to death uf his bombastic mouthing? If 
the King dcerntd a poet's counsel worth the t.ikiiig, he would 
long ago have shuUthis IxMidcd.iantcr within the four w'alls of 
a dungeon, where only rats anS spiders would attend his lectures 
on aiipioaching doom 1” 

*‘Na), but my loid-— ” Niphrata ventuicd to say timidly — 
“the King dare not lay hands on Khosrfil, ’’ 

“Dare not I ” laughed Sah-lf^ma, la/ily stretching out his 
hand and lielping himself to a luscious nectarine from the 
basket at his side — “Sweet Niphrata ^ — settest thou a limit to 
the power of the King? As well draw a boundaiy-linc for the 
imagination of tlie poet ! KhosrCll may be loved and fe<^red 
by a certain number of superstitious malcontents w^ho look 
upon a madman as a sort of sacred wild animal, — but the 
actual population of Al-Kyris, — the people who are the blood, 
bone and sinew of the city, — tU^sc are not in favour of change 
either in religion, laws, manneis or customs. But Khosrfd is 
old, — and that the King humours his vagaries is simply out of 
pity for his age and infirmity, Niphrata, — not because of fearl 
Our monarch know^s no fear ! ” 
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** Khosriil prophesies terrible things ! ” murmured the girl 
hesitatingly — “ I have often thought, — if they should come 
true ! ” 

“ Thou timid dove I ” and Sah4ftma, rising from his couch, 
kissed her neck lightly, thus causing a delicate flush of crimson 
to ripple through the whiteness of her skin — Think no more 
of such folly — thou wilt anger me. That a doting greybeard 
like khosrftl should trouble the peace of Al-Kyris the Magni- 
ficent, — by the gods I--tlic whole thing is absurd ! Let me 
hear no more of mobs or riots, or road rhi'toric, — my soul 
abhors even the suggestion of discord. Tranquillity ! Divinest 
calm, di.^turbLd only by the flutteiings of winged thoughts 
hovering over the cloudless heaven of fancy ! — this, this alone 
is the sum and centre of my desires, —and lo-day 1 find that 
even thou, Niphrata — ” here his voice took upon itself an- 
injured »ono, -“thou, who art usually so {penile, hast somewhat 
troubled tlie placidity of my mind by thy fooli-h talk concern- 
ing comnirin and unpleasant circumstances ” He slopped 

short and a line of vexation and annoyance made its appear- 
ance between his broad beautiful ^brows, while Nipluala, seeing 
this expression of almost baby-petulance in the fa(x^ she adored, 
threw’ herself suddenly at his feel, and raising her lovely eyes 
swimming in tears she exclaimed — 

“ My lord I Sali-lflma ! Singing-angel of Niphrata's soul ! 
Forgive me ! It is true, — thou shouklst never hear of strife oi 
contention among the coarser tribe ol men, — and I, -1, poor 
Niphrata. w^oiild give my life to shield tlv^e from the faintesi 
shadow of annoy ! I would have thy path all woven sunbeams 
— thou shouldst live like a fairy monarch embowered ’mid roses 
sheltered from rough winds, and folded in loving arms, fairer 
maybe, but not more fond than mine ’ ’’ Her voice broke, — 
stooping, she kissed the siVer fastening of his sandal, and 
springing up, rushed from the room before a wwd could be 
uttertd to bid her stay. 

SahdClma looked after herwnth a pretty, half pleased perplexity, 

“ She is otten thus ! ” he said in a tone of playful resignation. 
“As I told thee, Theos, — women are buttei flies, hovering 
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hither and thither on uneasy pinions, uncertain of their own 
desires. Niphr^ta is a woman-riddle, — sometimes she angers 
me, — sometimes she soothes, — now she prattles of things that 
concern me not, — and anon converses with such high and lofty 
earnestness of speech, that I listen amazed, and wonder where 
she hath gathered up her store of seeming wisdom.” 

“ Love teaches her all she knows 1 ” interrui)ted Theos 
quickly and with a meaning glance. 

Sal'i-lOma laughed languidly, a faint colour wanning the clear 
olive pallor of his complexion. 

“Aye, — poor tender little soul, she loves me,” —he said care- 
lessly — “That is no secret! But then all wouier: love me, — I 
am more like to die of a surfeit of love than of an) thing else !” 
He nuned towards the opeii window. “Come ! ” — he added — 
.“It is the hour of sunset, — there is a green hillock in my 
garden yonder from* whence we can behold the pdrap and 
panoply of the golden god’s departure. ’Tis a sight I never 
miss, — I W’ould have rhee share its glory wdlh me.” 

“But art them then indifferent to woman’s tenderness ?’ 
asked Theos half hanteringly^as. he took his arm — “ Dost thou 
love no one ? ” 

“My friend” — replied Sah-lAma seriously — “ I love Myself! 
I see naught that contents me more than my own Personality, 
— and with all my heart I admire the miracle and beauty of my 
own existence! Theie is »'Othhig even in the complelest fair- 
ness of womanhood that satisfies me so much as the contem- 
plation of rny own genius, — realizing as I do its wondrous 
,[,ower and perfect charm ! The life of a poet such as I am, is 
l perpetual man el I — llie whole Universe ministers to my needs, 
— Humanity becomes the merest bound slave to the caprice of 
my imperial imagination — with a thought 1 scale the stars, — 
with a wish I float in highest ether among spheres undiscovered 
yet familiar to my fancy — I converse with the -rpirits of flowers 
and fountains, — and the love of woman is a mere drop in the 
deep ocean of my un fathomed delight 1 Yes, — I adore my own 
Identity I — and of a tmth Self-worship is the only Creed the 
world has ever followed faithfully to the end I ” 
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He glanced up with a bright assured smile, — Theos met his 
gaze wondenngly, doubtfully, — but made no reply, — and 
together they paced slowly across the marble terrace, and 
out into the glorious garden, rich with the riotous roses 
that clambered and clustered everywhere, — ^their hues deepen 
ing to flame like vividness in the burning radiance of the 
sinking sun. 


IV 

THE SUMMONS OF THE SIGNET 

T HI Y talked Mde by side for some little time without 
sptalving, through \undiiig pitlis^ol alterna’^e light and 
shade, sheltered by tlic lattKt v^ork ol crosstd and t^MsUd grcf n 
boughs, whtre only the amor nis chant of chirmmg buds now 
and then biole tlie siIukc with fitful and h ndc ^^swettness 
All the air about them i.\as fragrant ^nd dthcale, — t nv 
rainbow winged midges whirled romid and danctd in the warm 
sunset glow ukc flecks of gold m amber wine, — while here and 
there the distant glimmer of tossing fountains, or the s(;f»^ 
emerald shein of a prattling brook that wound in and out the 
grounds, among banks of inO'»s and drooping ft^rn, gi\e a 
pleasant touch of coolness and refreshment lo the brilliant 
verdure of the luxuriant landscape 

“Speaking of creeds, bah-iflma said Theos at last, looking 
down with a curious sense ol compassion and proUction at his 
compan on’s slight graceful form — “What religion is it that 
dominates this city and people? Today through want of 
knowledge, it seems 1 committed a nearly unpardonable offenc e 
by gating at the beauty of the Virgin Priestess when I should 
have knelt face hidden to her benediction,— thou must tell me 
something of the common laws of worship, that I err not thus 
blindly again ” 

Sah-lftma smfled 
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“The common laws of worship are the common laws of 
custom ” — he replied — “ No more, no less. And in this we are 
much like other nations. We believe in no actual Creed, — 
u ho does ? We accept a certain given definition of a 
supposititious Divinity, together with the suitable maxims and 
code of morals accompanying that delinition, — we call this 
Religion, —and we wear it as we wear our clothing foi the sake 
of necessity and decency, — though truly we are not half so 
conc^^rncd ai)Out it as about the far more inteu sting details of 
in re Still, we have grown used to oui iloclnne, and 
some of us will fight with each o'her for the dilftrence of 
a word n '.fx^cting it, — and as it (ontaiiis within itself many 
seeds of di^toid an ^ i ontradiction, such dissmsions are 
frequent, tspccMlly among the pnests, who, were they but true 
to their pro^LssLd vocaOon, sliould be able to find wa}s of 
smoothing o\* r aU apparent im onsi‘«tencies and rn un'tammg 
peace and oider Of course we, in union with all civili/ed 
communi^c^, worship the Sun, even as thou must do, — m 
tins one leading principle at least, our faith is ui'iVersiP” 
'rheos bent bis h^ad in issept • He was scaiccly conscious of 
the at lion, but at the moment ht felt, with tfimo, tint there 
w AS no other fomi of Divniity at knowlt dged m tht w'orld than 
the reful<^ent Orb that gladden^* and iHummes earth, and visibly 
controls the seasons 

“ \nd yet” — w^ent on S hPma thoughtfully — “the well- 
instructed know through our scientists and astronomers (ninny 
of whom are now languishin ^ in prison tor the boldness of their 
restarelus and discoveiics) that the him is no divinity at all, 
but simply a liuge Planet, — a dense body sunounded b) a 
luminous flame-daiting atmosplK re, — neither selfacting nor 
omnipotent, but »)nly one of many similar orbs moving in 
strict obedience to fixed mathematical laws. Nevertheless this 
knowledge is wisely kept back as much as p i.sible from the 
multitude, — for, were science to unvtd her marvels loo openly 
to senu-educated and vulgarly constituted minds, the result 
would be, first Atheism, next Republicanism, and finally 
Anarchy and Ruin. If these evils, — which hke birds of prey 
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continually hover about all great kingdoms, — are to be averted 
we must, for the welfare of the country and people, hold fast to 
sonic stated form and outward observance of religious belief.” 

He paused. Theos gave him a quick searching glance 

“Even if such belief should have no shadow of a true 
foundation?” he inquired — “Can it be well for men to cling 
superstitiously to a false doctrine 

Sah-hlma appeared to consider this question in his own mind 
for some minutes before replying 

frund, it is difticuli to decide what is false and what is 
true,” — he said at last with a little shrug of his should ro — 
“ but I think that even a false religion is better for the mas^^cs 
than none at aU Men are closely allied to brutes — if the 
moral sense ceases to rc5*iain them they at once leap the 
boiindar) lin^' and give as much rein to their desires and 
appetites as the hyenas and tigers An<f in sc me natures the 
moral sense is only kept ilive by fear,- fear of oficndine some 
despotic invisible- >orce that pervades the Caivci^c, and wliose 
chief and mo^t terrible attribute not so rnuch^cit xtive, as 
destructive power To propitiate and'' jutify an iin^ccn 
Supreme Dcstiovei is the aim ol all n bgions, it is foi 

this reason we add io our worship ot the Sun, tint of the White 
Serpent, Nacuyathe Mediator Nagava is the favourite object 
of the pt jple’s adorition, they miy forget to pay their vows 
to the Sun, but never to Nagaya. who is looked upon as the 
emblem ot Eternal isdom, the only pltaJcr who'-e persuasions 
avail to soften the tjianiuc h amour of the Invincible D^wourer 
of all things We know bow men hate Wisdom and cannot 
endure to be instructed, and yet the> prostrate tlunisclvcs in 
abject crowds before \\ isdom'b symbol eveiy day m the Sacred 
Temple yonder, —though I much doubt w^hether >lu h constant 
devotional attendance is not mure for the sake of L5 sia, than 
the Deified Worm ! ” 

He laughed, with a little undercurrent of scorn in his 
laughter, - and Theos saw, as it were, the lightning of an angry 
or disdainful thought flashing through ^he sombre splendour of 
his eyes. 
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•* And T.ysia ir . . . ?” began Theos suggestively* 

“The High Priestess of Naglya,’’ responded SahJikaa 
slovviv — “Charmer of the god, as well as of die licaits of menl 
The hot [us^ion of lo\e is to her a toy, clasped and unclasped 
so ^ — in the pmk hollow of her hand/' — and as he spoke he 
closed his fingers softly on the air and unclosed them again 
with an expresMve gesture — “And so long as she retams the 
magic of ht^r he lutv, so long will N i Mva worship hold Al K)ris 
in ciie<^k Othcirwise, — who knows ' -there ha^c b^en many 
(Psturbanres of late, — the Uadinig^ of the Philosofihers have 
aroused a ceitain discontent,— and there are those who aie 
wtary of perj^tual sacrifices and the siu ddmg of innort.nt 
blood MoTfOvtr, th mnd Kho ii^l of whom Niphiala spoke 
latel), thundc^*'- angry denunoiations of L>sia and Nagaja in 
the open streets, with so miuh feivid clo(|iitnce that they who 
pass by cannot < ho ise^tnit heir,- he h ith a stranec cra/e, — a 
doctrine of tht future vhi^ h he most iuriously proclaims in the 
language prophets use He holds that fir aw.iy in the centre 
of a ( iK le of pure Light, the true God exists, — a vast all- 
glorious who* with <\c(4 hng rian’-ellnus love controls 

aiid guides Crtation towmds sonic u Stic end, — even as a 
musician doth inelodi/e hn thought from small sweet notes to 
pel feet chord wovt n harmonies Inirtnermore, that thousands 
of years hent e, tins (tOvI will embody a portion of His own 
Existence in human form id vill send hither a wondious 
creiture, half (lod, hall I\lan, to live our life, die oui death and 
Uach us by piccejit and example th^ surest wav to eternal 
hajiinness 'L’s a theory both stran e and wild’ — hast ever 
heaid of it before?” 

He put the question indifferently, but Theos was mute. 
That horril le sen-je of a strauiing d».'>.re to speak when speech 
was forbidden again oppiessid him, he felt though he were 
being strangled with his owm unfailing tears. '' hai a crushing 
weight of unutterable thouglits burden d bis brain ’ — he ga/ed 
up at the seienely gkjwing sky in aching, dumb despair, — till 
slowly, — very slowly, wCids came at last like dull throbs of pain 
beating between his lips, — 
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” I think, — I fancy, — I have heard a rumour of such doctrine, 
— but I know as little of it as, —as thou^ Sah Iflma * 1 can tell 

thee no more, — than thou hast said ! ” He paused, and gam- 
ing more firmness of tone went on — “ It seems to me a not 
altogether impossible conception of Divine Benevolence, — for 
if God lives at all, He must be capable of manifesting Himself 
in many ways both small and grtit, common and miraculous, 
though of a truth there are no miracles beyond what appear as 
such to our limited sight and restricted intelligence But tell 
me” — and here nis voice had a nng of suppressed anxiety 
within It— '‘ull me, Sah Idina, thine own thoughts concerning 
It?” 

“I? — I think iiarght of it'” replied Sah ICtma with airy 
contempt — “ Such a creed may find followur‘' m time to come, 
— but noiv, of v^hit uail to ^\ain us (;f things that do not con 
cern oar present m )dcs of bie'^ Moiet\cr, in ll 1 o of all 
religions, ni> o^Nrl ojiiii on shoala nor alter,- 1 1 xu» studied 
science sufi^iucu Is wcl' to kno'w tint there is n> < i^-iei ’ and I 
am too honest to word ip an unproved and meici) nua^^inary 
identity 

A shiiddei, as of e\tn me < old, ran through T1 ms’s veins, 
and as if impdlcd on by some invisd le^ monitor hi said almost 
mournfully — 

“Art thou sure, Sihldnia, thou dost not instinctively feel 
that there is a Iliuhcr I’owcr hidden behind the veil of visible 
Nature?— and that in the far beyond thcie may be an 
Eternity of Joy whe.rc tiiou shalt find all thy grandest aspira- 
tions at last fulfillc d (" ” 

Sah Ifima laugheei, —a v.lcar vibrating laugh as mellow as the 
aote of the thiush in spnng Iniic 

“Thou solemn soul'” he exclaimed mirthfully — “ My 
aspirations are fulfilled ' I aspire to no more than fame, — and 
that I hold, —that 1 shall ketp so long as this world is lighted 
by the sun ' ” 

“And what use is Fame to thee in Death?” demanded 
Theos with sudden and emphatic earnestness 

Sah Ifima stood still, — over his beautiful face came a shadow of 
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intense melancholy, — he raised his brilliant eyes full of wistful 
pathos and pleading 

** I pray thee, do not make me sad, my friend ! he mur- 
mured tremulously — *‘'rhtse thoughts are like muttering 
thunder in my heaven ’ Death 1 ” — and a quick sigh escaped 
him — “Twill be the breaking of my harp and heart! — the 
last note of my failing voice and evcr-silenccd song * 

A moisture as of tears glistened on the silky fnnge of his 
eyelids,'— his li])s quivered, — he had the look of a Narcissus 
I gretfully bewailing his own penshabL loxthncss On a 
swift imf ulse of affection 1 heos threw one arm round his neck 
in the fashion a connding school hoy walking vMth his 
favourite coniji. nion 

“Nay, thou ilt never die, Sih lOma * ' he said wUh a sort 
oT passionate eagtrncss, Ihy blight soul shall live for ever 
m a suii lime swe ter^than tint of taith’s faiie'^t midsummer 
noon ’ Tfiyson^^s can never he silenced while neaveii pulsates 
with the unwritten mu^ic ot the spheres, — and even w^ere the 
crown of imnioitahty denied to Ics-tr men, it is, it must be the 
heritage of the 1 oet*’ ^(‘r to Jam di crowns belong, all kmg- 
d<)iiis are thiown open, ail hairiers bioLen down,— t\en tliose 
that divide us from the Unseen, -and God Himself has surely 
a smile to spaie tor Hu Smgtrs who have made the sad world 
10 )ful if onl) toi an hour 

Sah l(\ma 1 lokcd u]) with « pleused ytt wondf^nng glance 

“Ihou hast a silvery aid persuasive ton >ue ! ” he said 
gently — “And thou spt.akesl of God as if thou knewest one 
akin to Him Would I could believe all thou sayest * — but 
akis * — I cannot. We h ive progressed loo far m knowledge, 

my friend, for faith,— )Ct ’’ He hesitated a moment, then 

with a touch of caressing entnaty in his tone went on, — 
“ Thinkest thou in veiy truth that 1 shall live again ? For I 
confess to thee, it seems beyond ail things stiar ge and tenible 
to feel that tins genius of mine, — this of melody which in- 

habits my frame, should peush utterly without further scope for 
its abilities. There have been moments when my soul, ravished 
by inspiration, has, as it were, seired Earth like a full goblet of 
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wine, and quaffed its beauties, its pleasures, its loves, its glories 
all in one burning draught of sc^ng ! — when I have stood in 
thought on the shadowy peaks of time, waiting for other 
worlds to string like beads on my thread of poesy, — when 
wondrous creatures habited in light and wiealhed with stars 
have floated round and round me m rosy circles of fire, — and 
once, methoughtj—’twas long ag3 now — I heard a Voice 
distinct and sweet that called me upwaid, onward and a^vvay, 
I know not wlu^re, — save that a hidden Love awaited me!” 
He broke off with a ra])t almost angelic expression in his eyes, 
then sighing a little he resumed ‘—‘‘All dreams, of course! — 
vague phantoms,— creations of my own imaginative brain, — 
yet fair eno'igh to fill rny heait with speedile'^s longings for 
etheual nittures unseen, unknowm! Ihou hast, methmks, a 
certain faith in the unsolved mysteries, — but I have none, — 
for swetL as the pioniise ol a future life may seem, there is no 
proof that it shall ever he. If one died and ruse again from 
the dead, tlien migiit we all bvlitve and hope,--»but other- 
wise — 

Oh, miserable I'heos 1 What would he not have given to 
utter aloud the burning knowledge that ate into his mind 
like siow-dcvouimg lire ’ Apain mute! — again opyiressed by 
that strange sw'elling at the heart that threatened to br:ak 
forth in stoimy sobs of penitence and prayer* Instinctively 
he drew bah lilnia clocer to his side — his breath came thick 
and fast, — he 'Jtrugjrled with all his might to speak the words, — 
“One HAS died and lisen iroin the dead 1 ” — but not a syilalile 
could he form of tlie desired srr.iciu c I 

“Thou shalt live aga.n, Sah-lQma*” ivas all he could say 
in low half-smothcied ac<.ents — “Thou hast within thee a 
flame that cannot perish I” 

Again Sah-lfima’s eyes dwelt upon him with a curious 
appealing tenderness. 

“Thy w’ords savour of sweet consolation! — ” he said half 
gaily, half sadly. “ May they be fulfilled ! And if indeed 
there is a brighter world than this beyond the skies, I fancy 
thou and I will know each other there, as here, and be some- 
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what close companions! See!” — and he pointed to a small 
green hillock that rose up hke a shining emeraid from the 
darker foliage of the surrounding trees — “ Yonder is my point 
of vantage whence we shall behold the sun go down like a 
warrior sinking on the red field of battle, — the chimes are 
ringing even now for his dejiarlure, — listf n ! ” 

They stood still for a space, while the mcasuied swinging 
cadence of bells came pealing through the stillness,— bells of 
ever) tone, that smote the air with son or loud resonance as 
the faint wind wafted tin. sounds tovvards them, - and then they 
began to climb the httle hill, Sah Ifiina walking so.ucwhat in 
advant'e, with a tread as light and clastic as that of a young 
fawn. 

Theos, following, watched his movements with a strange 
affection, — eveiy tarn of his head, every gesture of his hand 
seemed fraught with lAeanin’ as yet inexplicable. The grass 
beneath their feet was soft as velvet and dotted with a myriad 
wild flowers, — the ascent was gradual and easy, and in a few 
minutes they liad rcat'hed the summit, where S^ilidflma, throw- 
ing himself indolAitly on smooth turf, jmlled Thi^os 
gt'ntly down by liis side. There they rested in silence, garing 
at the magnilic ent panorama laid out before them, — a paho- 
rama as lovely as a delicately pictured scene of fairy-land. 
Above, the sky was ot a dense yet misty rose-colour,— the sun, 
low on the western h iru'on, ij pcared to rest m a vast deep 
purple hollow, rifted here and there with broad gashes of 
gold, — long shafts of light streamed upwards in order like the 
waving pennons ot an angel-army ma ching, — and beyond, far 
away from this blaze of splendid colour, the wide ethereal 
expanse paled into tender blue, whereon light clouds of pink 
and white drifted like the fluttering blossom., that fall from 
apple-trees in spnng. 

Below, and seen through a haze of rose md amber, lay 
the city of Al-Ryiis, — its white dom^s, towers and pinnacled 
palaces nsing out of the mist like a glorious mirage afloat on 
the borders of a burning desert. Al-Kyris the Magnificent ! — 
it deserved its name, Theos thought, as shading his eyes from 
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the red glare he took a wondenng and gradually compre- 
hensive view of the enormous extent of the place He soon 
peiceived that it was defended by six strongly fortified walls, 
each placed ivithin the other at long equaJ distances apart, 
so that It might have been justly described as six cities all 
merged together m one, — and from where he sat he could 
plainly discern the great Square where he had rested in the 
morning by reason of the white granite Obelisk that lifted 
Itself sheer up against the sky, undwarftd by any of the 
surrounding buildings 

This gigantic monument was the most prominent object in 
sight, with the exception of the Sicrtd Icmple, which Sih 
Ifima presently pointed out,- a round fortress like piece of 
archile* ture ornarnenUd with tweVe gilded towers from wl ^ch 
bells wf^re now clashing and jangling m a storm of iiRlodioiiS 
persisltiuy Ihe hum of the city’s trafMC and jiLasim surged 
on the air like the noise made b) swarming bees, while every 
now and then tlie sweet shrill tones ot some^rnore tl m 
usuall) deal [ins voite crving out the sale of fruit or flowns, 
soaied up song wise, through the luminous semi trinspirent 
vapour that halfvulid the clustcimg hou^'e^ojs, tapering 
spires and cupoits in a delicate nebulous film 

Completely fascin''ted by the wizard like beauty of the 
scene Iheos felt as though he could never look iq^oi it long 
enough to m i^ter all its thxims —but his ejes ached with the 
radiance m which eveT\thing seemed drenched as with flame, 
and turning his gaze once more towards the ''un, he saw that 
It had nearly disappeared Only a blood red nm peered 
spectrally above the ^old and green horizon, — and inimedntcly 
overhead, a silver rift in the sky had widened slowly in the 
centre and narrowed at its end, thus liking the shape of a 
great outstretched Sword that pointed diitctl) downwards at 
the busy, murmuring, glittering city beneath 

It was a strange tflect, and mad( on the rnmd of 1 heos a 
strange impression, — he was about to call Sah Ifiraa^s attention 
to It, when an uncomfortable consciousness that they were no 
longer alone came over him, — instinctively he turned round, 
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uttered a hasty exclamation, and spnnging erect, found himself 
face to face with a huge black, — a man of some six feet in 
height and muscular in proportion, who, clad in a \est and 
tunic of the most vivid s(arlet hue, leered confidentially upon 
him as their ejes met Sah 16ma rising also, but with less 
precipitation, suiveyed the intruder languidly and with a ceitain 
haughtiness. 

“What now’', Ga/rk? Alwi>s art thou like a worm in the 
grass, riisvhng on thine errands with less noise than the 
w nd makes in summer,- I would th> mistress kept a fairer 
messeng r > ” 

The bh(k smiled,- if so hideous a contortion of his repul- 
sive countcr'ince nn^ t he Culled a and slowly raising 

his letty jrms, hing all over vv>th stnn of coial and amber, 
made a i inous gistuie, half of salutation, nilf of commsiid 
As he did tr.is, the tleai olive che^k ol Si’iUiina llushed 
diikly red —his (htst htivtd, ind having his arms through 
tint of In j , he ht nt ins bLJcl slightl) ind stood like one m 
an cntoieed altitude of atu ntion Dun Gvrl sj)olvf‘, his 
harsh strong v lu c ?eeming t(j, cmne from some dc' il in the 
gioimd rati er than from a human throat 

“The Virgin IhRstcss of the Sun and the Divine Nagaya 
hath need ot tlKC to ni^ht, bih h\mi he said with a sort of 
suppress(.d derision u idv.r]>ing his words,— ino taking from 
his buast a ruig vhit J h e a stir, he held it out m the 

palm of on< hand -“And also” — he added— “of thy friend 
the stranger, to whom she dt^^ires to accord a welcome 
Behold her Signet * ” 

Theos, impelled by curiosity, would have taken the nng up 
to examine it, had not Sah l^ma le^traincd him by a warning 
pressure of his ar n, — he w is only just able to stc that it was 
in the shape of a coiled up Serpent with rub> eyes, and a 
darting tongue tipj^cd with small diamonds AV^hat chiefly 
concerned him, however, was the pecub '* (hange m Sah Iflma^s 
demeanour, — something in the aspect or speech of Ga^ir^ haa 
surely exercised a remarkable influence upon him. His frame 
trembled through and through with scarcely controlled excite- 
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ment, — his eyes shot forth an almost evil fire, — ^and a cold, 
<ahii, somewhat ciuel smile played on the perfect outline of 
ills delicate mouth. Taking the signet from Ga/rk’s palm, he 
kissed It with a kind of angry tenderness, — then replied, — 

“Tell thy mistress we shall obey her behest’ Doubtless 
she knows, as she know^s all tbir\i»s, that to-night I am sum- 
moned bv express command, to the Palace of our sovereign 
lord the King, — I am bound thither hrbt as is my dutv, but 

aiterwaids, ” He bioke off as if he found it impossible 

to say inoie, and v^aved his hand in a light sign of dMiu^^sal 
But <7azrr\ did not at once dt[)art He again smiled that 
lowering sniile of h > vhicli rc'-LUibled nothing so mucli as a 
hung ciiimnal’s death gnn, and returned the jewelled signet to 
his breast 

“Afterwards’ — >es, afterwards’” he said in e^nphatlc yet 
mock solemn (»ne^, Lven so * ” Adi^unnng i uttle he laid 
his heav)’ muscular hand on 'i'hi o,’s entsi and .(j)pea « d men 
tally to mcasuie hi. Ini^ht and bnadlh “ Miv>ng yeive^ - 
iron smews’ -goedl} f]( h and ]>1 oo(J ♦ v\dj sen*^’”— and 
his gi eat protruding e}f-s gleamed malieiliusly as bespoke,— 
then bowing profoundly he addid, addressing botn Sati lAma 
and '1 heos, — “Noble sii.>, to night out of all nun in A1 Kyi is 
shall you be the most envied’ Farewell” - and ouee more 
making that eurious salutation which had in ’t ‘o inuch 
riousn^ ss and so little obeisance, he walked backwards a few 
paces in the full lustre of the s^t sun’s alter glow, which inten- 
sified the vivicl red ol lus costume and ht up all the runament'- 
of clear cut aaib<.r thit glitu red it,ainst his swariln skin, — thtn 
turning, he desctnded the hillock so sv\iftly that he seemed to 
have melted out of sight as utterly as a dark nubt dissolving 
in air. 

* By rny word, a most sooty and repellent bearer of a lady’s 
gieeting !” laughed Iheos lightly, as he sauntered arm in arm 
with his host on the downward path leading to the garden 
and palace, — “And 1 have yet to leain the true meamng of 
bis message ’ ” *• 

“ ’Tts plain enough !” replied Sah-lilma somewhat sulkily, with 
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the deep flush still coming and going on his face — “ It means 
that we arc summoned, — ^rhou as well as I, — to one of Lysia’s 
midnight banquets, — an honour that falls to few, — a mandate 
none dare disobey! She must have ')pied tliee out this morn- 
ing *~the only un-knccling soul in all the abject multitude — 
hence, perhaps, her present desire for tliy company.” 

There was a touch of vexation in his voice, but Theos 
heeded it not llis heart gave a great Ixmnd against his nbs 
as though piickf'd by a fire lipped arrow, -something swift and 
ardent stirred in his blood lik< the flowing of quicksilver, — the 
picture of the clunky eyv^d, w'itchingly beaiititul woman he had 
seen that morning in her gold-adorned ship, seemed to float 
between him and the Uj^ht, — her face slione out like a growing 
glory-flower in tangled wildeiness of his tVioughts, and his 
lips trembled o httle as he replied — ^ 

“She must he gMCK 3 us rnd forgiving then, even as she is 
fair • P"or in my neglect of lewii nee due, I merited her scorn, 
— pr>t her courtesy, but tell me, Sah Ifuna, — how could she 
know I was a guest of thin« ? 

Sah-lhma glanced luin half pityingly, half-disdain fully. 

“How could she know? Ea^^ily 1 — inasmuch as she knows 
all things. 'Twould have been strange indeed had she not 
known ! ” and he caught at a down-diooping rose and crushed 
its fragiant head in his hand with a sort of wanton petulance - 
“The King himself is less acquainli d with liis people’s doings 
than the wearer of the All-Rc-‘flecting Eye ! Tluiu hast nr:t yet 
seen that weiid mirror and potent dazdiT of human sight, — 
no, — but thou wilt see it ere long,- -the glittering jdend- 
guardian of the whitest breast that ever shut in passion I ” 
ills voice shook, and he paused, —then with «;ome effort, con- 
tinued — “\cs, — Lysia has her secret commissioners every 
wheie throughout the length and breadth of the city, who 
report to hei each circumstance that happens, — no matter how 
trifling, — and doubtless wc w’ere followvu noinc, — tracked step 
by step as wc walked together, by one of her stealthy-footed 
servitors, — in this there *vould be naught unusual.” 

“Then theie is no freedom in Al-Kyris,” said Theos won- 
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deringly — “ if the whole city thus lies under the circumspection 
of a woman 

Sah Ifinia laughed rather harshly 

** Freedom » By the gods, 'tis a delusive >vord embodying a 
vain idea ’ Where is there any freedom in life ? All of us are 
bound in chains and re'.tncted m one way or the otlur, -the 
man who deems liimsclf pohiically fice is a slave to the multi 
tude and his own imbition, — while ht who shakfs himself 
loose fiom the trammels of custom and erted, becomes the 
tortured bondsman of desire, tied fast with bruising cords to 
the rack of his own unbrid'eJ sen^e and ap}>e itt I liete is no 
such thing as frei loui, ni} friend, unlf ss hapl> it ihav be found 
in death * Come, kt us in to supper,— the Ikui grows late, 
and myhc»rt aches with an unsought hea\iiie s, I unut cheer 
me with a eup < f v int ui in> songs to ni^ ht sicMlii rather 

than rousC the kip^ ( ome and tiii^u shill ""iJc ik to un 
again of the hit ll n is to lx hveJ liertnftn, ind he smil d 
with a celt lui patl os in ms mix ror tlx rc are tinic^ k htve 
me, when in s]) U of all my Iiuk and iIk bwe«.tiuss of LKistence, 
1 weaiy of ear I s cH;^ and ni^his, and find thuin f ii too f^rief 
and mean to sati fy mv Ion mgs Not the world, but worlds, 
— ‘•hould be the 1 Ov.ik heritage 

J lieos iool^ed at him with a fcclmg of inultiiahU ^earning 
affection, and regret, bet said nothing,- aid o^e ! er they 
ascended the sUjis c;f the ‘^’tately inaiblc teiraee and paced 
slowly across it, kec piru^ as mnr to eich other as shadow to 
substance, and thus reentered tlx yiilut wlurc the sound of 
a distant harp alone penetrated the pe fumed stillness It 
must be Nijihrata who was playing, tliought Ihoos, — and what 
strange and j)l unlive chords she swept from the vibrating 
strings ’ 1 hey seemed laden with the leais of broken hearted 

women dead and buiied ages ipon ages ago I 
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V 

SAII-LUMA SINGS 

A S they left the garden the night ft 11, or appeared to fall, 
with almost startling suddenness, and at th^ same time, 
m swift defiance of the darkness, bah 16 mi’s palace was illumin- 
ated from end to end by thousands of coloured lamps, all 
apparentl) lit at once by a single flash of electricity A mag 
nificcnt repast was spieid for the Launale and his guest, in 
a loity richly fit ococo c antjuetmg hall, -a repad voluptuous 
enough to satisfy the most ardent votary that ever followed 
the d^ etnnes of Lpicum Womurfiil d unties and sllll^mole 
wonderful w nes were s't.rvtd in print tlv profusion —and while 
the stian^^l) net and syir piiheiu all) united fiienrls ate and 
drank, dt lupous music was pli\cd on striiv<.^l instruments by 
unseen per^oinicrs When, at inter\als, th se pi asing sounds 
ceased, Sahlimas c^invcrsatioi}, ^nlliuit, witty, refined and 
sparkling with light anecdote and lighter jest, replaced with 
admirable sufti^ leiicy tht left off h irmonies, — and 1 heos, keenly 
aliv.. to tht sensuous luxury of his own emotions, felt that he 
had ntver before enjO)C^ ^luhan astonishing, delightful and 
altogether fairy like feist It^ oni\ fault was that it came to 
an end too soon, he ♦hough t, when, the last course of fruit and 
sweet con (Un being removed, he rose reluctantly from the 
glittering board, and prepared to accomf my his liost, as agreed, 
to the picseiKt of the 

In a \ery short time, — so bewildeiin:^lv shon as to seem a 
mere breathing space', -he found hmistlf through the 

broad avenues and ciowaed thorou^^h farts of V Kyns on his 
way to the Royal abode He occupud a place m Sah Ifima^s 
chariot, a gilded car shaped somewhat iJ^e the curved half 
of a shell, deeply hollowed, and si t on two high wheels that as 
they rolled made scarcely any sound , there was no seat, and 
both he and Sah IClma stood erect, the latter using all the force 
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of his slender brown hands to control the spirited prancing of 
the pair of jet-black steeds which, harnessed tandem-wise to 
the light vehicle, seemed more than once disposed to break 
loose into funous gallop, regardless of their mastei^s curbing 
rem. 

The full moon was rising gradually in a sky as densely violet 
as purjile pansydeaves, — but her mellow lubtre was almost put 
to shame by the biilliancy of the streets, \^hlch were Jit up on 
both bides by van c oloured lamps that difiused a peeuhar intense 
yet soft ladiance, produced, as Sih IQrna explainf'd, fiom storod- 
up electricity. On the twelve tall Towt rs of th( Sacred Temple 
shone twelve large revolving stars, that as they turned emitted 
vivid flashes of baie, green and ainlx r flame Lke hglit house 
signals seen from ships veermg shorewards, — and the reflections 
thus cast on the mosaic pavement, minghng wnth the paler 
beams of the moon, gave a wt ird and* most fanla tic efiect to 
the scene Stia’ght ahead, a blanng arch raised like a bent 
bow against iieavcn ind having in its centre the word 

ZEPIJORANI 

written in s< intiJlating letters of fire, indicated to all beholders 
the name and abode of the powerful Monaich under who^e 
dominion, according to Sah Ifima, A1 Kyns had reached its 
piesent heiglit cjf wealth and piospenty 

Ihcos looked evc^jwlierr alioul him, seeing yet scarcely 
realizing th«‘ w'onders on whii h he g.i/ed,— h ining one arm on 
the burnished edge of the car, he glanced now and then uj» at 
the dusky slciCb gniwing thick witn swaiming worlds, and nitdi- 
tated dreamily wht^ther it migtil not be wilmn the range of 
possibility to be liftt d with Sail ifima, cl^anol, sUeds and all, 
into that beautiful fathoinlc b empyrean, and diive among 
planets as though they wen flow’^crs, reining in at last before 
some great golden gate, which unbaired, should open into a 
luslTous (iiOT) Land fairer than all fan regions ever pictuicd * 

How like a god Sah lOrna looked, he mused ’ — his eyes rest- 
ing tcndeily on the light ghttcnng form he was never weary of 
rontem[>lalirig. Could there be a more perfect head than that 
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dark one crowned with myrtle ? — could there be a more dazzling 
existence than that enjoyed by this child of happy fortune, this 
royal Laureate of a mighty King? How n^any poets starving 
in garrets and waiting for a hearing, would not curse their 
unlucky destinies w^hen comparing themselves wulh such a 
Prince of Poesy, each word of whose utterance was treasured 
and enshrined in the hearts of a grateful and admiring 
people I 

Phis w^as Fame indeed, — Fame at its utmost best, — and 
Th *os sighed once or twice restlessly as he inwardly refleicted 
how poor and unsatisfying were his own poetical powers and 
how' totally unfitted he was to cope with a rival so vastly his 
superior. Not that he by any n>eans desired to cross swords 
with Sah-lflrna in a duel of song, — that was an idea that never 
entered his mind;— he w^as simply conscious of a certain humiU- 
ated feeling— an inipress^n that if he would be a ])oet at all, 
he must go back to the vt^ry first beginning of the art and 
redear n all he had ever known, or thought he knew, 

Many strange and complex emotions w^ere at work within 
him, — emotions whiclf he could ^leither control nor analyze,-- 
and though he felt himself fully alive, — alive to his very finger- 
tips, — he was ever and anon aware of a curious sensation like 
that experienced by a suddenly startled somnambulist, who 
just on the point of awaking, hesitates reluctantly on the thresh- 
old of dreamland, unwilling to i^ave one realm of shadows for 
another more sceniing-true yet ec|ually transient. Entangled 
in perplexed reveries, he scarcely noticed the brilliant crowds 
of people that were flocking hither and thither through the 
streets, many of whom recognising Sahddraa waved their hands 
or shouted some gay word of greeting, — he saw, ns it were, 
without seeing. I'he wiiiriinj; pageant around him was both 
real and unreal,- -- there was always a dee]) sen^e of ?jiy->tery that 
hung like a cloud over bis mind, — a cloud that no resolution 
of his could lift,— and often he caught hinisLi! dimly speculating 
as to what lay behind that cloud. Something, lie felt sure, — 
something, that like the clue to an intricate problem, would 
explain much that was now altogether incomprehensible, — 
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moreover, he remorsefully realized that he had formerly known 
that clue and had foohshly lost it, but how he could not telL 
Ills ga/e wandered from the figure of Sah ICima to that of the 
atlendint harp beaier ^ho, perched on a narrow foothold at the 
back of the chariot htld his master’s golden instrument aloft as 
though It were a flag of song, — the Mgnal of a poet’s triumph, 
destined to float af)o\e the \^oild ^or ever* 

Ju^'t then the equipage armed at the King’s palace Turn 
ing the horses’ heads ^\uh a sharp jerk, so that the mettlesome 
creatures almost sprang eiect on their haunches, Sah Ifima 
drove them swiftly into a spacious rouit)ard, lined with soldieis 
in full armour and brilliindv illuminited, where two gigantic 
stone Sphinxes, with lit ^tars ablize between their enormous 
brows, guarded a flight of steps that led up to what seemed to 
be an e idless avenue of white marbk columns Here slaves 
in gor^^cods attire ruslud forward, and seizing the pnncing 
coursers by the biidle rein, hcM tliein fast while the 1 aureate 
and h s companion ali hie 1 As the) did so, a r ughty and 
resounding cUsh of wf struck the tessc atfd p u< meat, — 
every soldui flung his drawi sword on the ground and doffed 
his helmet, ar d tJie cry of 

Sah LUMA t” 

rose in one biitf mdluw, m inl> shout that echoed vibratingly 
through the heated air bihluma mtanwhile ascended half 
way up the steps, and there turning round, smiled and bowed 
with an exquisite giue and ii finite coridt; sccnsioii,- and again 
Theos ga'^ed at him )earningl>, lovin,^i), and souiewhat en 
Mously too What a pirtun he made stand ng lietween the 
great fiowmng sculptured 'sphinxes* — corura^ttcl witli those 
cold and solemn \isag(s of stone he looked hi c a dazzling 
butterfly or stray h rd of paradise Hio white garb glistened at 
ever) point with gems, and from his siiouldcrs, when, it w is ^ ist- 
ened with large sa]iphire chsps, depended a long manlK of cloth 
of gold, bordered thickly with swansdewn, — this he held up 
negligently in one Land is he remained Tor a moment in full 
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view of the assembled soldiery, graciously acknowledging their 
enthusiastic greetings, — then with easy and unhastmg tread he 
mounted the rest of the stairway, followed by Ihtos and his 
harp bcarti, and passed into the immense outer enlranrehall 
of the Ro)al Palue, known, as he explained to his truest, as 
the Hall of the I wo Thousand Columns 

Here among the masiivdy carved pillais whiih looked like 
straight tall frosted trunks of trees, were assembled hundreds 
of men young and old, — evident aristocrats and nol hs of high 
d( ree, to judge from the magnificence of their Lus^iimcs, while 
in and out their brilliant ranks glided little pages in enmson 
and blue, — black slues senn nude or clothed in v vid colours, 
— court officials with jC elled badges and insignns of authority, 
— null ar} guard chd in steel irinour and can 3 in^ ^}iOrt drawn 
'•■crimtars, — all talkiii^^, h ghing, gesticulating and elbowing 
one another as riio^ed to and fro, — and so tliiekly^ were 
the \ pre , ed to^ tlier thit at first s^l t it seemed impossible to 
penetrate iluo i h so d< nse a ciowd — but no sooner did Sah 
Ifima ap])car, than they all ^eil back in oiderl) rows, thus 
making an open avefl le like sp^ce.for his admiltince 

He walked slowh, wuh proudly assured mien and a conlid‘=‘nt 
smile, —bowing right and left in rc ponse to the r(sptctful 
salutations he received from all assembled, — nuny peisons 
ghneed in piisilive 1> a*' I he Ob, but as he was the laureate’s 
companion he w \s silnud h j early cquil rouit The 
old critic /d)i,tcs, squec /mg his lean bent body tiom out the 
thron % hobbled afUr Sah Ifima at some little d^jiance I hind 
tht Inrp beircr, mui^eii ig to h rnsclf as he W( nt and bestow mg 
many a side leer and malicK us grin on thos^ anujng his 
aeqiuintance whom he heie and th re iceognucd 1 heos 
lotcd his behaviour with a vague ser sc of imj'.cmcnt, — the 
man took such evident dch^^ht in his own ill hu no r, and 
semnecl to be so thoroughly convinced that his c]miion on all 
afi'iiis was the only one woiLh having 

“dhou must check th> tongue today, Zablstes*” said a 
handsome youth in daz ling blue and silver, who, just then 
dc taching himself from the crowd, laid a hand on the critic’s 
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arm and laughed as he spoke — “ I doubt me much whether 
the King is in humour for thy grim fooling ! His Majesty 
hath been seriously discomposed since his return from the royal 
tiger-hunt this morning, notwithstanding that his unerring spear 
slew two goodly and most furious animals. He is wondrous 
sullen, — and only the divine Sah-lOrna is skilled in the art of 
soothing his troubled spirit. Th^Tefore, — if thou hast aught of 
crabbed or cantankerous to urge against thy master’s genius, 
thou hadst best reserve it for another time, lest thy withered 
head roll on the market-place with as little reverence as a dried 
gourd flung from a fruiterer’s stall I ” 

“ I thank thee for thy warning, young jackanapes ! " retorted 
Zab^stes, pausing in liis walk and leaning on his staff while he 
peered with his small, black bad- tempered eyes at the speaker, 
“Thou art methinks somewhat over well-informed for a little 
lacquey! What knowest thou of Hisj»Majesty’s humours? — 
Hast been his fly-i’-the-ear or cast-off sandal-string? 1 pray 
thee extend not Ihy range of learning beyond the proper 
temper ature of the bath, and tire choice of rare ungueius for 
thy skin — greater knowledge than this wotild injure the tender 
texture of thy fragile Vjrain ! Pah !” — and Zabastes sniffed the 
air in disgust — “Thou hast a most vile odour of jessamine 
about thee 1 — I would thou werl clean of perfumes and less 
tawdry in attire ! ” 

Chuckling hoarsely he ambled onward, and chancing to 
catch the wondering backward glance of Thcos, he made 
exprefisive signs wiLb his lingers in derision of Sah-Klma’s 
■sweeping mantle, which now, allowed to fall to its full length, 
trailed along the marble floor with a rich rustling sound, the 
varied light sparkling on it at every point and making it look 
like a veritable shower of gold. 

On through the seemingly endless colonnades they passed, 
till they came to a huge double door formed of two glittering 
colossal winged figures holding enormous uplifted shields. Here 
stood a personage clad in a silver coat-of-maii, so motionless 
that at nrst he appeared to be part of the door, — but at the 
approach of Sah-ldma he stirred into life and action, and touch- 
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ing a spring beside him, the arms of the twin colossi moved, 
the great double shields were slowly lowered, and the portals 
slid asunder noiselessly, thus displaying the sumptuous splendour 
of the Royal Presence Chamber, 

This was a spacious and lofty saloon completely lined with 
gilded columns, between which hung numerous golden lamps 
having long pointed amber pendants, that flashed down a 
million sparkles as of sunlight on the mognificcnt mosaic floor 
beneath. On the walls were rich ta])esrries storied with 
voluptuous scenes of love as well as ghastly glimpses of war- 
fare,- -and languishing beauties reposing in the arms of their 
lovers, or listening to the songs of passion, were depicted side 
by side wnth warriors dead on the field of battle, or struggling 
hand to hand in grim and bleeding conflict. The corners of 
’ this wonderful apartment were decked with all sorts pf flags 
and weapons, and in •the middle of the painted ceiling was 
suspended a huge bird with the spread wings of an eagle and 
the head of an owl, that held in its curved talons a superb 
girandole formed of a hundred extended swords, each bare 
blade haviiig at its point a brigild* lamp in the shape of a star, 
while the clustered hilts composed the centre. 

OflScers in full uniform were tanged on l)oth sides of the 
room, and a number of other men richly attired stood about, 
conversing with each other in low tones, — hut though Theos 
took in all these details n,i idiy at a glance, his giize soon 
became fixed on the glittering Pavilion that occupied the 
furthest end of the saloon, where, on a massive throne of ivory 
and silver, sat the chief object of attraction, — Zephoranim the 
King. The steps of the loyul dais were strewn anklerieep with 
flowers, — on either hand a bronze lion lay couchant, — and four 
gigantic black statues of men supported the nionarch\s gold- 
fringed canopy, their uplifted arms being decked with innumer- 
able rows of large and small pearls. The King s features w^ere 
not just then visible — he was leaning back in an indolent 
attitude, resting on his elbow, and half covering his face with 
one hand. The individual in the silver coat-of-mail whispered 
something in Sah-lfima’s ear either by way of warning or advice, 
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and then advanced, prostrating himself before the dais and 
touching the ground humbly with his forehead and hands. 
The King stirred slightl), but did not alter his position, — he 
was evidently wrapped in a deep and seemingly unpleasant 
reverie. 

“ Dread my lord, — ” began the Herald-m Waiting. A move- 
ment of decided impatience on tL« part of the monarch caused 
him to stop short. 

“ By my soul ’ ” said a rich strong voice that made itself dis- 
tinctly audible throughout tlie spacious hall — “Ihou art ever 
shivering on the edge of thy duty when thou shouldst plunge 
boldly into the midst thereof 1 Iloi^ long imU mouth thy words ? 
Canst ne%cr speak ]»lain?** 

“Mu^t pount bo\ereign’" went on the stammeiing herald, 
‘^Sah lOnia waits thy royal j^leasure ’ 

bah lum 1 * ” and the monarch sprang erect, his eyes flashing 
fire — that }u honid wait, botles ill for thee, thou knave ^ 
How dir’bt ihou bid him wait^ — Kntreat him hither with all 
gentleness 1 i.hls mine (<|in] m the realm 

As he thus spoke, Theo«f was able to observe him more 
attentively, — indeed it seem^l as though a sudden and im 
pressuc pause hail occurred in the action of a drama in order 
to allow him as sputator to thoroiuldy mastor the meaning of 
one 'ipci lal scent Therefore he took the oppoitunity offeied, 
and looking full at /e[)hoiannn, thought he hid never bthcld 
so magnifictmt a man Of stately In iglit and herculean build, 
he wis most truly io>al in outward bcarng, - though a physi- 
ognomist judging him from the expression of his countenance 
would at once have g ven him all the wor>t vices of a reckless 
voluptuary and utterly selfish sensualist Ills straight low 
brows indicated brute force rather than inttlJect, — his eyes, 
full, dark and brilliant, had in them a suggestion of something 
sinister and cruel, despite their fine clearness and lustre, while 
the heavy lines of his mouth, only partly concealed by a «hori 
thick black beard, plainly betokened that the monarches tend- 
encies w ere by no means towards the stric t and narrow paths 
of virtue. 
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Nevertheless he was a splendid specimen of the human 
animal at its best piliysical development, and his attire, which 
was a mixture of the civilized and sa\ige, suited him as it 
certainly would not have suited any less stalwart frame ills 
tunic WLS of the deepest purpile bioidcred with gold, — his vest, 
of pale arabc" silk, was thrown open so as to display to the 
greatest advantage his broad muscular chest and thioat glitter 
ing all over with gems, — and he wore, flung loosely across his 
left shoulder, a superb leopard skin, just kent in pi lCc by a 
clisp of diamonds His feet were ‘‘hod with gold coloured 
sandals,— his arms were bare aid lavishly decked with jewefled 
armlets, his rough dirk hair was tossed caulessly above his 
brow, wheicon a ciul t of gold studdc I with lir^^c rubies 
glittered in the light, —from his belt hung a great sheathed 
sword, tegether with all miiinti of hunting implements, -and 
beside him on a » f l\%t covered land lav i short sceptre, 
having at ts tip one huge i g sh ipcd p arl set in sapphires 

Noting the grand pioisc of his figure, ind the statuesque 
grace of his attitude, a strange, Iiazy far off memory begin to 
urge itself on I he os'? mind, — a*mvmorv that with every second 
gie V more painfull) distinct, — He had Stcn /ephofdntm btfore! 
Where, he could not tell, — but he was as pos tive of it as that 
he himself live d ’ — and this inward conviction was accompanied 
by a cert i n dnclefinable dread , — \ teiror and foreboding, 

though he knew no actual eau lor fear 

lie 1 ad, however, no time to ar ahze his emotion, - lor just 
then, the Herald in Waiting having ])erf rmed a backward evo 
lution from the throne to the thies] old of the audien<^e chamber, 
beckoned impatiently to Sihlflmi, who at once stepped for- 
ward, bidding Iheos keep ek»se bi^hmd him The harp bearer 
followed, — and thus ill three approached the dais where 
the King still stood erect, awraitmg them 7aSa«:’es the Critic 
gilded m also, almost unnoticed, and joined a group of ^ourtiers 
at the furthest end of the long gorgeousl) hted room, — while 
at sight of the Laureate, the assembled oflicers saluted, and all 
conversation ceased At the foot of the throne Sah Iflma 
paused, but made no obeisince, — raising his glorious eyes to 
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the monarch’s face he smiled, — and Theos beheld with ama7e- 
mcnt, that here it was not the Poet who reverenced the King 
but the King who rcicienccd the Poet * 

What a strange stite of things, he thought — e-^pccially when 
the mighty Zeplioranim actually dtscendt d three sit ps of his 
flower strewn dais, and graspine Sah ICima’s hands, raised them 
to hib lips with ail the humility of a splendid savage paying 
homage to bis intellectual conqueror' It was a scene Iheos 
was destined ne\cr to forj^et, and hega/cd upon it as one ga/cs 
on a magiiiticently painted pieture, whcicin two central figures 
fascinate and most | rofoundly impress tht beholder's imagin 
aticn He hcaui with a \ igue sen^'C of mintdcd pl« asuie and 
sulness the d# to me How tores ( f the rnonan h s \OiLee vibrating 
throe h the sdciKc,— 

“\\t.komc, my ’fli la ' —Welcome' at all times, but 
ch'cfiv WLK oni when the he irt iswt.ight((l b> care' I have 
tho 1 rit of due dl aiv, bdieve me ^ s\(, snu c earlv dawn, 

when cjn iny w / to the H I li ard in the dtj>lhs of the 
fo (St a h«p,»> n^htiiigiH snprg, and eh e jied ihy voice had 
taken Viird sni( e and foilowt ' me' And that I scat fo^ thee 
m haste, blinie me not' - a veil bl imc the dt e.rl athirst for 
ram, e)i the hunr’^y hf irt a ip^ for love to comt and fill it 
Hc^e his restU %s eve fli^h^d on Iheos, who stood (jai liy 
behind Sail linn i, pi ive, yet e p* etinl of he km w not wl 

“Whom last llioii th< re xYfnend?’ I hi‘' as Sah luma 
appaiend} expl iin d some lung in a lo \ rone, -“He is wd 
come also for thv sake” -ina h cxuncit'd one hand on whicri 
a great lubv signet In ined Me a red ^tir, to Ih os, who, 
bending over it, kissed it wilii t'i< giave couilesv' he fineied 
due to king> /ephoianim ai f aud geso 1 n dm illy suipnseel 
at this action, and eyed him s< i w/ it c lurini/in^iV as he said, 
’^Ihou ait not of babh'^mas divine calling assuredly, fair 
ir, else thou wouldst hardlv stc:)op to a mere crowned head 
like mine ' boldiero and Matesii en inav bend the km e to 
their chosen rulers, but to wnoni shall poets bcnci ? They, 
who with airowv hncj cause thronts^to totter and fall, — they 
who With deathless utterance brand with infamy or hallow with 
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honour the most potent names of kings and emperors, — they 
by whom alone a nation lives in the annals of the future, — 
what homage do su(h elect gods owe to the passing holders of 
one or more earthly sceptres? I tiou art too hamble, iie 
thinks, for the minstiel vocation, — liost call th>sclf a Mniatrel ? 
— or a studt n< of the art of song?’ 

Theos looki-d up, his eyes resting lull on the monareb’a 
countf nan c, as he replit 1 in low Var tone — 

“ Most ao )le Zephnran’rn, I am no niin rel ’ -^lOr go I 
d serve to be cilled even a student of hat huh, swtd, niusie 
wisdom in whieli Sih Iilma alon exais ' Ah 1 dire hope for 
IS that I 111 IV h iin of him m o)Ome Mrnli dL^iec the les<*ons 
ht hxs in isUnd, Ihi t ome fuiaie time 1 niav appro ch 

riearl> to hr ptnms is a cou rnon flower on earth can approach 
to a hxL-d star m the farthest blue of heaven ^ ’ 

bah Ihmasmdtd anckgave him a j 1 asf d ipprcmative ghnee 
— /ephon,! lu re^iid d him son whit cunouslv 
“By m\ fiilh, tuou rt a modi st in<] disciple of 

PoLS) lu lid — ‘ We receive tlue gladly to our court as 
suits Sail i^u 1 s pleasure and our o^^n * Stand thee near thy 
fnt nd and ni tei, and listen to the m 1 xly of ms matchless 
voice, — tho 1 ''hill h( ir therein the m}slui s of many thirgs 
uiii ivclh 1, ind chiedy Iht mystery of love, in wh ch all other 
pj ons t ilrt and ha\e powt ’ 

ji t as< ( ndin Ok t^ps c he dais, hi flung himself indo 
kiitl) back in hi> thioiu., — whi n. men two pues broi ght a 
mignihceiP chan of inlaid ivory and ]>' iced it near the foot of 
the dais at his n^ht Mnd In tins SdKItiis alcd bimselt, 
the I aits a^Tiiij^mg his i ikhn mantle riiira him in shu ng 
pictuiesqiu folds, —while Iheos, wilhOrawm^ slighdy into the 
barker )iind tood kaning iagainst a o e e of 1 1 '>iiv on which 
Uv^ deid oi a man w IS clcj let d hin djoiil on the 

sward With a greit w umd in his ht irt and a uud of prey 
hovering ibove him exp t tant ot us gM oist Kned ng on 
one knee eiu e to bah IQma, the harp bcaiei put the haqi in 
tune, and swept his fin^Ms ligntly over the strings theri came 
a pause A clear small bell chimed swtctly on the stillness. 
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and the King, raising himself a little, signed to a black slave 
a ho carried a tall silver i\and emblematic of some office 

Let the women enter * ” he commanded — “ Speak but Sah- 
Ifima’s name and they will gather like waves rising to tlie moon, 
— but bid them be silent as they come, lest they disturb 
thoughts more lasting than their loveliness ” 

Ihis with a signihcant glance towards live Laureate, who, 
sunk m his ivo'-y chan, seemed rapt in meditation His 
beautiful face hid grown grave, — even sad — lie played idly 
with the ornaments at his belt, — and hisc}eshid a drowsy 
yet ardent light within tnem, as they flashed now and then 
from under the shade of his long ending lashes The slave 
depaited on his errand, — and /abistes, edging himself out 
from tne bn hed and attentive throng of nobles stood as it 
weic in the for^.g’-ound of the [iieturc, his thm h is twisted into 
a sneer, ar d his 1< in hands gi isping les otaff \ieiousl> as though 
he longed to strike soniebod) down with it 

A moment or so ]n se 1 — and then the slave returned, his 
silvei rod iifiiift d na»-ohiliing in a lov^ 1) double jirocesoum 
of white veihd female figures that came gHdnig along as noise 
lessly as fair gho!.ls trom forgotten tombs, eieh one carrying a 
garland of flowers I hey floated, rather than walked, up to 
the royal dais, and there prosliated ihenisclvcs tvvo by two 
before the Kin^, whose fiery glance rested upon them more 
carelessly thin leiil rlv, — and as they rose, the > threw back 
their veils, dis])li)ing to full view such exquisite faces, such 
languishing brilliant e>ts, sneb snow white necks and arms, 
such graceful, voluptuous forms, lb it Ihcos caught at the 
tapestry near h ni in reelin diz/lement of sijht and sense, and 
wondcied how Sah tOna, sc Ucd tripqmlly m the reflective 
attitude he hid a surned, could rujintaiu so unmoved and 
indiflerent a demeinour 

IndiflV rent he was, however, even when the ur veiled f-nr 
ones, turning from the King to tlu Poet, laid ali thur girla ids 
at his feet, -he scarcely nolKtd the piltd up floweis, and still 
less the lovel> donors, who, retinng modestly backwards, took 
their places on low silken divans provided for tiieir accom- 
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modation in a semicircle round the throne. Again a silence 
ensued, — Sah-lAma was evidently centred like a spider in a web 
of his own thought-weaving, — and his attendant gently swept 
the strings of the harp again to recall his wandering fancies. 
Suddenly he looked up, — his eyes were sombre, and a musing 
trouble shadowed the brightness of his face. 

“ Strange it is, O King ” — he said in low suppressed tones 
that had in them a quiver of patlietic sweetness, — “Strange it 
is that to-night the soul of my singing dwells on sorrow ! Like 
a stray bird flying 'mid falling leaves, or a ship drifting out from 
sunlight to storm, so does my fancy soar among drear flitting 
images evolved from the downfall of kingdoms, — and I seem 
to behold in the distance the far-off shadow of Death ” 

“Talk not of death !" interrupted the King loudly and in 
haste, — “ "Vis a raven note that hath been croaked in mine ears 
too often and too harshly already ! What ! — hast thou been 
met by the mad Khosrfll who lately S[)rang on me, even as a 
famished wolf on prey, and grasping my bridle-rein bade me 
prepare to die ! 'Twas an ill jest, and one not to be lightly 
forgiven! to die, Q Zephoranim ! ' he ciied — ‘For 

chy time of reckoning is cornel' Ly my soul!" and the 
monarch broke into a boisterous laugh — “Had he bade me 
prepare to live 'iwoiild have been more to the purpose ! But 
yon frantic grey-bcard prates of naught but death, — 'twere 
well he should be silenced.” And as he spoke, he frowned, 
his hand involuntarily playing wnth the jewelled hilt of his 
sword. 

“Aye, — death is an unpleasing siig.^.estion I ’* suddenly ?>aid 
Zabastes, who had gradually moved up nearer and nearer till 
he made one of the group immediately round Sah Iflma — “'Tis 
a word that should never be mentioned in the presence of 
Kings ! Yet, — notwithstanding the inciviliry of ilie statement, 
— it is most certain that His Most Potent Majesty as well as 
His Majesty’s Most Potent Laureate — /” And he 

accompanied the words “must — die — '' with two decisive taps 
of his staff, smacking his withered lips meanwhile as though he 
tasted something peculiarly savoury. 
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•‘And thou also, Zabistes ! ” retorted the King with' a dark 
smile, jestingly drawing his sword and pointing it full at him, — 
then, as the old Critic shrank slightly at the gleam of the bare 
steel, replacing it dashingly in its sheath, — “ Thou also ! — and 
thine ashes shall be cast to the four winds of heaven as suits 
thy vocation, while those of thy master and thy master’s King 
lie honourably urned in porphyiy ai d gold ! ” 

Zabistes V)Ovved with a sort of mock humility. 

It may be so, most mighty Zcphoranini,” he returned com- 
posedly — '‘Nevertheless ashes are always ashes, — and the scat- 
tering of them is but a (]uestion of time ! For urns of goM and 
porphyry do but excite the cuj)idity of the vulgar-minded, and 
the ashes therein s<ialed, whether of King or Poet, stand as 
little chance of reverent handling by future generations as those 
of many lesser men. And ’tis doubtful whether tlie winds will* 
know any difference in the scent or of the various 

pinches of human dust tossed on their sweeping circles, — for 
the substance of a man reduced to earth-atoms is always the 
same, — and not a grain of him can prove whether he was 
once a Monarch crowned, a Minstiel parifpercd, oi a Critic 
contemned ' ” 

And he chuckled, is one having the best of the nrgiiinent. 
The King deigned no answer, fmt turned his eyes again on 
Sah-l(!lm:g y;ho still sat pensively silent. 

“llow^ long wilt thou be mute, my singing-emperor ? ” he 
demanded gently — “ Canst thou not improvise a canticle of 
love even in the midst of thy souls sudden sadness? ” 

At this, Sah-Ulma roused himself, — J^igning to his attendant, 
he took the liarp from him, and resting it lightly on one knee, 
passed his hands over it once oi twice, half musingly, half doubt- 
fully. A ripple of music aiib\Yered his delicate touch, --music 
as soft as the evening wind murmuring among willo'vs. Another 
instant, and his voice thrilled on the silence, —a voice wonder- 
ful, far-reacliing mellow and luscious as wuth suppressed tears, 
containing wuthin it a passion that pierced to the heart of the 
listener, and a divine fulness such as surely was never before 
heard in human tones ! 
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Theos leaned forwaid breathlessly, his pulses beating with 
un^\onted rapidity, — what, — what was it that Sah hima sang ? — 
A Love-song* — in those caressing vow^ i-sounds which com- 
posed the language of A1 K)ris — a lo\es()n'^ burning as 
strong wine, tender as the murmur of the sea on iiu How nioon- 
cntranced ev^^nings, — an arrowy shaft ot rhyme tipped w.th fire 
and meant to stnke home to the core of fet'ing and there 
mtiirt delicious wounds' — but, as earh wt^lirliosen word 
echoed harmoniously on his ears, Theos shrank back shudder 
lug HI every limb, — a l)K( k fio/en nuiiibness stcuu d to [enade 
his being, — an awdul niaddunng terror possessc J hu brain, and 
he felt as though lie wcie suddenly tiirown into a vast dark 
rhios where no hght hcnild ever shine * hor lihna’s song 
was ///V ^ong * 07an, //) 'jefy / He knew it well t He 

•had written it long ago in iIk hey-da} cH his youtn vhen he 
h.'d kineii^d all the world was waidng to be set to the music ot 
his ins[)iration, “he rcv ognised ^ verv (anr v, -ever) c 'uplet, — 
eveiy rhyme * — 'The deluatc glowing ballad was Z/’/s, -//n alone 1 
— and Sah Idina had no right to it * ]Ic, Iheos, w is the Poet, 
— not this io)ally •favouied L^-i»'eate who bad stoU n his ideas 
and filched lus jewels of thought, — ay^" * and he would fell him 
so to his fiiec lu would spciik * — he would cry a*oucl his 
claims in tiii presence ot die King and demand instant ,ustKe ’ 
He btTOvo for utrerame,— his voice was gone Ins lips were 
movekss as ili l.ps o. a )ne iinagt ’ Stricken absolutely 
mute, but with his sense of hearing quickened to an almost 
paintul acuteneas, he stood erect motionless,— rage and 
fear conic nding m hi a heart, endurn g the torture of a duly 
terrific mjstery of mind ^ spair, “forced, in 'pU. of Inmsc^f, to 
listen passively to the love thoughts of his own dead Fast 
revived anew lu liis Rival’s sinking! 
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VI 

THE PROPHET OF DOOM 

A FEW slow dreadful minutes elapsed, — and then, — then the 
first sharpness of his strange mental agony subsided. 
The strained tension of his nerves gave way, and a dull apathy 
of grief inc'onsolahle settled upon him. He felt himself to be a 
man mysteriously accurst, — banished as it were out of life and 
stripped of all he had once held dear and valuable. How had 
ithapfeyiedl Why was he set apart thus solitary, poor, and 
empty of all worth, while a?iother reaped the fruits of his 
genius ? He heard the loud plaudits of the assembled court 
shaking the vast hall as the I, aureate efided his song — and, 
drooping his head, some slinging tears welled up in his eyes and 
fell score hingly on his clasped hands — tears wrung^from the 
very depths of lus secretly tortured soul. At that moment the 
beautiful Suh-lfirna turned towanis him snfiUng, as one who 
looked for more sympathetic approbation than that offered by 
a mixed throng, — and meeting that happy self-conscious, bland, 
half-inquiring gaze, he strove his best to return the smile. Just 
then Zephoranim’s fiery glance swe[il over him with a curious 
expression of wonder and commiseration. 

“By the gods, yon stranger weeps 1 — said the monarch in a 
half-bantering tone, — then with more gentleness he added, — 
“Yet ’tis not the first time Sah-lfima's voice hath unsealed a 
fountain of tears ! No greater triumph can minstrel have than 
this, — ro move the strong man's heart to woman’s tenderness ! 
We have heard tell of poets, who singing of death have per- 
suaded many straightway to die, — but w^hen tliey sing of 
sw^eeter themes, of lovers’ vows, of passion-frenzies, and languor- 
ous desires, cold is the blood that will not warm and thrill to 
their divinely eloquent allurements. Come hither, fair sir!’* 
and he beckoned to Theos, who mechanically advanced in 
obedience to the command — “ Thou hast thoughts of thine 
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own doubtless, concerning Love, and L ove’s fervour of delight, 
— hast aught new to tell us of its bewildenng spells, whereby 
the most dauntless heroes in evtry age hive bten caught, con 
quered and bound by no stronger ehiin than a tress of hair, 
oi a hiss more luscious than all the hoiic^ hidden in lotus 
flowers? ^ 

Theob looked up dreamily,— his e\es wandered from the 
King to Sih lOma as thoUf^h in wistful stirrh for ^ome nursing 
thing, Ills lips wero pirdicd ind his brow j ached wuhaheavy 
\ ight of [lam, but ht midc an trf(»rl to sjit ik. and s ir( ceded, 
though his woids canie slowly ard without any picvious 
reflection on his own part 

“All's, most potent ‘^oven i hr murmiirtd, — “1 ani a 
man of sad meinoriLS, who^e soul is like the drsert, bairen of 
all bf aut\ ’ I may have sung of m my time, hut my songs 
w re never new ntv^r worthy to last one little hour ’ And 
whatsof\<.r <1 liiMi, pission or irt ec st isy my famy could 
with devu us dieims devise, Sih Idma knows, —and m bah 
Iflma’s song ill my best thoughts are said ’ 

There was a ring*of intf nse*prthoj i his \oiee as he spoke, 
and the King e}cd him compassionately 
“Ot a truth tbou sciniest to have suffered'* he observed 
in gentle ctunts, “ Ihou nast a h ok as of c ne here ft of joy 
11 st lo^t some nuidt n love of thim rnj dost thou mourn 
her still ’ 

A pang biOcr as death diot throuj^h I he os s ht art, -had the 
monarch suddt my pu n t d him with i t.ieat swoui he could 
siarcely have uiduied more anguisl < lor the knj\\ ledge 
iU'>htd u])on hi u that he had indeed lost a love so faithful, so 
unfathom ible, pure and prrtcct, that ill the world weighed 
in the balane a iinst it would have seemed but a gram of 
dust comp ircd to its mtstiniable value'- bat hnt that love 
was, and from whom it ennniud, he could no more tell than 
the hde can Uil m s)lhbled language tlu let oi its attraction 
to the moon Ihcitfoie he made no answer, only a deep 
half smothered sigh broke from him, — and /('phoranmi, 
parenlly touched by his dejection, continued good naturedly — 
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Nay nay ! — we will not seek to pry into the cause of thy 
spirit’s heaviness, — Enough ^ think no more of our thoughtless 
question, — there is a sacretiness in sorro\\ > Nevertheless we 
shall stnve to make thee in part forget th\ giicf ere thou leavest 
our couit and city, — meanwhile sit thou there ” — and he pointed 
to the lower step of the dais, — ‘^And thou, Sah Ifima, sing 
again, and this time let thy sonj be set to a less plaintne 
key ’’ 

He leaned back in Ins throne, and Theos sat wearily down 
among llie iloweis at the toot ol the dais as commanded. He 
was possessed by a srrange inward dicad, — the dread of alto 
gether losing tht tonviousness of his own identity, — and while 
he slro\e to keep a firm gra'*p on his menial faculties he at 
the same time abandoned all hope of ever extncating himself 
from the per])lL\ing enigma in which he wa^ so darklv in\olved 
Forcing hiiJi:>clf by dtgu«‘s into corn^wative cainintss, he 
deteimined to n s^gn IninseJt to his fate, — and the ld^ a he had 
just had of boldl) < iaiming tlu ballad sung by Sah Uima as his 
own, complitv 'y p\s ed oiP of his mind. 

How could Ik sp^ A against this friend whom he loved, - 
aye ^ — more than he had ever loved any living thing ' -besides, 
what (ould he prove i^ To begin with, in bis present condition 
he could gi\e no sit isfac toiv ac count of if he were 

asked que^t.cms lonccining his nation or biUhplare he could 
not answer the n, —he did not even know where he had come 
from, save that his meinorv persistently furnished him with 
the name of a place cabed “Ari>\jh’’ Eut what was this 
‘^Ardath” to him, he iniistd? U hat did it signify? — what 
had It to do with his immediate position ? Nothing, so far as 
he could te{] ' His intellect seemed to be divided into two 
parts, — one a total blank, — the other filltd witli crowding 
images that while novel wen jet curiously familiai And how 
could he accuse Sih Ifima of literary theft, when he had none 
of hi^ own dated inanu^eiipts to buir out his case^ Of couisc 
he could easily n peat his b('jhc»od\ verses word for word, — 
but what of that? He, a stranger in •the city, befriended and 
protected by the Laureate, would certainly be considered by 
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the people of At Kyns as far more likely to steal Sah liimVs 
thoughts than that Sah Iflma should steal his ’ 

No -there was no help for u, - as ma ters stood he could 
say nothing,- -he could only fed as thou Hi he were the sorrowful 
ghost ol some long ago dead author i tunit d to < arth to luar 
others daiming his works and parsing them off as original com 
positions And thus he waa sc indy mo\ed to any fresh 
surprise when Sah If) mi, gi\ing back the haqj to his itUndant, 
lose up, and standing erect in an attitude imeguilkd tor grace 
a^l d’gnity, in to lente a poem h« iciiicnibi icd to have 
written when he was about twent} vciis of lae, — a poem 
daringly plumed, which when published had aroiscd the 
1)1 tt rest animus *) of t e pr ss ril ( cn aceoiint of whi«. ♦nty 
callf^d its ‘ forced subliin i) ” The subliniity was b\ no means 
“forced^^ — It w IS the sfiontaneous ou^cone of a fresh and 
irdi nt natn»c full of ^entiiuoiasm and hiidi soimg a pii ition, 
fnit the f titir fared nodi ng for this ol the; siw was )oung 
man prtsu ai ig to be original, and down they rime ution him 

accOKhiij^b 

He recodec it"d aft the hi ul sore sufferings he had endured 
through tint ill latcd and cruelly conch mned compo ition, - 
and now lu vva» listh d\ aini/ed it tiic bn atblf ss rapture and 
cxcHcrncnt it evolfcd 1 f re in this mirvi llous cUv of A1 K.)ns, 
Wiii^'e fcviivdnng Sfcruc 1 more tringc and ward than the 
str ngen dream It was a r) c f the [ods uv^to c the world 
w u nude, Ol hne deep n i ed in fir eleni ucn ol h hi, — of 
vast clIi >1 lal sliapcs whosf wuultrmg'^ through the blue deep 
of space vvtrc tracked bv th( I rth ot st i s ano suns and w >nd r 
sphf res of beauty, a fan<^ ^ul \ na of innsf < n lent lieaic ily 
pission, tel mg liow ad iirat d ulds thio jbx.d irnoiou Ivin 
the ])ui[)lc IS of t iir tthu, and h )w Lo' i id Love alone, 
w lo the clom nnt chord ol tin iiiuinplr^ nuie’ of ihe I hint ise 
Ana with what nutenhss ao|uerice bah hlma s^ ^ke ^he glow- 
ing lines )— \sith vvli it clc ir and luundc iJcim ss ot accent ^ 
- how excjuisuelv his voice ro o and teil m a rhythmic rush 
like the wind surging *^hiough man) Lues, — while ever .?nd 
anou in the very midst of the divinely entrancing )oy that 
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chiefly characterized the poem, his musicianly art infused a 
touch of minor pathos, — a suggestion of the eternal complaint 
of Nature which even in the happiest moments asserts itself in 
mournful under-tones. The effect of his splendid declamation 
was heightened by a few soft running passages dexterously 
played on the harp by his attendant haipist and introduced 
just at the right time; — and Theos, i-otwilhstanding the peculiar 
position in which he was placed, listened to every well-remem- 
bered word of his owm w’ork thus recited with a gradually 
deepening sense of peace, — he knew not w^hy, for the verses, 
in themselves, were strangely passionate and wild. The various 
impressions produced on the hearers were curious to witness — 
the King moved restlessly, his bronzed cheeks alternately 
flushing and paling, his hand now grasping his sword, now 
toying with the innumerable jewels that blazed on his breast--^ 
the vrornen’s eyes at one moment sparkled with delight and at 
the next grew humid with tears, — the assembled courtiers 
pressed forward, awed, eager and attentive, —the very soldiers 
on guard seemed entranced, and not even a small side-whisper 
disturbed the harmonious fall a,tid flow of’ dulcet speech that 
rippled from the laureate’s lips. 

When he ceased, there broke forth such a tremendous 
uproar of applause that the amber pendants of the lamps swung 
to and fro in the strong vibration of so many uplifted voices, — 
shouts of frenzied rapture echoed again and again tluough the 
vaulted roof like thuds of thunder, — shouts in wdiich Theos 
joined, — as why should he not? He had as good a right as 
any one to applaud liis own poem ! It had been sufhciently 
abused heretofore, — he was glad to find it now so w^ell appreci- 
ated, at least in Al-Kyris ! — though he had no intention of 
putting fonvard any claim to its authorship. No, — for it was 
evident he had in some inscrutable way been made an outcast 
from all literary honour, — and a sort of wild recklessness grew 
up within him, — a bitter mirth, arising from curiously mingled 
feelings of scorn for himself and tenderness for Sah-lClma, — and 
it was in this spirit that he loudly cheered the triumphant 
robber of his stores of poesy, and even kept up the plaudits 
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long after they n^ight possibly have been discontinued Never 
perhaps did any poet receive a grander ovation, — but the ex 
quibitely tranquil vanity of the Laureate was not a whit moved 
by It,— his darzlmg smile dawned like a gleam of suii'shme all 
over his beautiful face, but save for this, he gave no sign of 
even hearing the deafening acclamations that rebounded about 
iiiin on ail sides 

“A new Hy piros*” cried the King enthusiastically, and, 
detaching a m ignifu cnlh cut ruby fiom amon ; the gems he 
wore, he flung it towards his fivoun’-e minsticl It flatbed 
thiough ♦he air like a bright spark of flame and fell, glistening 
redl> on tnc pavement just half way between Ihcos and Sah* 
lOma, — rh( Os ^)cd 'I with fnntly amused indiffert-nce, — the 
Laureate bowed gracefully, but did not stoop to raise it, ~ be 
left that task to his harp bearer, who, taking it up, pn sented it 
to his mastei him Wy on one knee 'Ihcn and only then 
Sail hlma received it, kissed it I tdulv ind nlaced it ne^^ligently 
among his other ornaments, sinling at the King as he did so 
with the air of one who cmiri msly condescends to accept a gift 
out of kindly feelirfg foi the d^onsr /abS-sics meanwhile had 
witnessed the scene with an expression of mingled mqiatience, 
malignity and disgu t written pla nly on his fu^nnved features, 
and as soon as the hubbub of appl luse had subsided, he struck 
his staif oil the ground with an angry elang, and exclaimed 
irritably — 

“Now may the gods shmld us from a phgue of fools’ 
Vvhat means this Lhioat> rlamoiu ’ p'-aise what >e do not 
understand, bkt all the rest of the di coining imhlic ’ 

IS the tunc, as the wea^ ntss of m> spint witnessctu, th^t I 
have heard bah Iflma iehears‘, — but never ii all my e\])erience 
of his prolic mulluoq icnce hath he given utu i uice to such a 
senseless Jingle jangle ot veise jargon as to i i^l t ’ Stmnge it 
IS that the sora’kd ‘ poetic al’ tuck of coidu^tdly heaping 
words together regardless of meaning, Id so bewilder men 
and depiive Uum of all wise and soocr judgment* B> my 
faith t— 1 would as socn listen to the gabble of geese in a farm 
yaid as to the silly glibness of such inflated twaddle, such 
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mawkish sentiment such turgid garrulity, such i anting 
verbosity, ” 

A burst of 1 lughter interrupted and drowned Jus harsh voice, 
— laughter in wIikIi no one joined more hearlil} than Sih lOma 
hinibclf He had resumed his seat in his ivory chair, and 
leaning luck la/ily, he surveyed his Critic with tokrant good 
humour and coiripictt amusement, \ hik the Kint^'s skritonan 
*HIa, ha, ha’^' n sounded m ringing peals throii di the gnat 
audience ( bamber 

“ Thou droll knave *”crud /ephoranm* it last, dashing away 

the dro[)s his nnr inient h'^d brought int^ his e> s -“Wilt 

thou kilt me with tn> bittei mouthed ]fsts?-o( a truth m> 

sides ar e it the*- ’ Wliai ails thee now ? — ( omc,~ we will 

have Jilt] net, il so be our ninth can lie I’-ainf d,- speak ’ 

what fl ^v^ c insl tl ou hnd in our Sih Ulmas pc i 1 of poesy? — 

wnat ‘•pots on thf sun of hi> divniu jnspnaLion \-> the 

SeqKni Iiv s, th ai in in cxcuknt niounU tu ik and well 

desc iv< st thv 1 1 t I s piv ’ 

‘ #• 

lie 1 1 led I but /ah uti s bCt Hicd in no w e disc on 

reited JJi \ i red rountenai<< a[)p». ire i to 1 nden it t It 

into lines ol inititi eh lbl^ ol)s inc>, —tucking his loag stiO 
undci his srin he put iiis hneei^ loge^nr in the manner of one 
whonwardl) founts u >(< itrin numbers ajidi ith i pr piratOn 
sin if k o I IS 1 1 s he I i i 

“Ircf'sot ( 1 t c j ei mtkd to im , () most mi hty^'cplui 

aniiu, I wojU ui the hi t place ‘av that the prf n so j^rei Iv 

admired 1;> 'ccur Mtk iv is le db di oi 1 of con mon sense 
It IS purciv a rnpnfe < f ih( i u i i lUion,— and whit u iina^ir 
ation? A mere abt rrato i of th« ceubrai i en» a moibidilv 
of bi iin in Avhi< h the thoi I >ood on tin itnpos ible, — on 
thin^* tliat h vc never been, ml nfvtr vj ’ Inns, ^ih 

Ifimas ver e resembles ttir jra ili rent r^vln^’^ ol a im on 
struck Ti uhiun, moieovei it hkb a p’-evailin , to le of fotetd 
sul imi/v ' I heos ^ivt an invohmtcry st irl,- tl c n rt 
colh eting whtrf he was, resunu d \iu pj sue aU tude which 
IS in every way dis^ isteful to the ears thit»t love plain language 
Jhor mstanee, what warrant is there for this most foolish line — 
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“ ‘ Thf solemn chanhni^ of the tnidnight stats* 

Tis vile, ^tis vile ! for who ever heard the midnight stars or 
any other stars chant?- who can prove that tlie heavtnly 
bodies are gj\cn to the study of music? llilh Sah liinia been 
present at their sinking lesson?” Here the old critic chuckled, 
and warming with his subject, advanced a nearer to the 
throne as he went on,— “ Hear yet another jarring simile — 

“ ‘ The wild utnth moan for pity of the wo^LT -- 

Was ever a more .ndi-^creH he? A hm^cn lu ff»r the tales 
of shipwieck siiific n ntl/ j»rove tlv mtilis^ncs of winds, and 
hovcver niurh a \orsf* wt ivtr miy pretend to he in the i onfid 
tnf e of Nitnn , he is aftti ah hut the dujH of In'? own fu nctic 
dreams One couplet hath most discoidantly anno>cd niy 
senses - ’tis the veriest dongerel 

‘ ^ m ''i itf at tof # r / (U h 

I'eif j eff tu emer Tid j^ttdtt of t^ie rose / 

O monsUoiis pi (c of e\*wi ’^anct !— for how^ ran the Sun ^his 
Dell} set apart) ^rlnU h ’ wkt^rmt ha Is and as for ‘the 
emerald girdle of the rose —1 know net wlnt it means, unless> 
Sah Itima considers the gieen i'i]y\ of the flowei a ‘gndk,’ in 
which case hi 5 wits r uui be far gone, for no shape of girdle 
ca i an} sine man dt sciy m the conmton natinal j^rotcction of 
a hud before it blooms' i .ere was a phrase ♦'oo u nveimng 
nightingales, —and the gods know we have he a d oioinh and 

too much of those o\ei praised bii*^ * ” Here he was 

iiiteirupted b\ one of his frupicnt rUarks of congl mg, and 
again the laughter of h c whole court broke foith m joyous 
echoes. 

“I^ugh- laiudi 1 ' sa^d Zal/istCN neover-nj himself and 
eyeing the throng with a dciisivc nub*— ‘ I ^ wutless 

bantlings boin of folly’ — and (hng as ye wih to tie unsub- 
stantial dnaiiis your Hiurrate blows 4 »^ou in thi air like a 
child pla}ing with soap bubbles ’ Kmpty and perishable are 
they all, — they shine toi a moment, then break and \ani‘‘h,— 
and the colours wherewith they spaiklcd,— colours deemed 
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immortal in their beauty, shall pass away like a breath and be 
renewed no more ! " 

Not so * interposed Theos suddenly, unknowing why he 
spoke, but feeling inwardly compelled to take up Sah-ldma’s 
defence — “For the colours are immortal, and permeate the 
Universe whether seen in the soap bubble or the rainbow ’ 
Seven tones of light exist, coequai with the seven tones in 
music, and much of what we cu.ll Art and IViesv is but the 
constant reflex of these nevtrdving tints and sounds. Can a 
Critic enter more closely into the secrets of Nature than a 
Poet? — Nay’ — for he would undo all creation were he able, 
and find fault with it> fairest productions’ The cntital mind 
dwells too pcrDistentiy on the mere surface of things ever to 
comprehend or probe the cential deepb and wfllspiings of 
\hought Will a /abastc^s iuo\e us to tears and pab‘='ion? Will 
le make oiii pulses beat with any hippier thrill, or stir our 
Aiood into a warmer glow? He may be able to sever the 
petals of a li’yand name its different sections, its w.iypt growth 
and habitude, —bLii can he raise it fiom the ground alive and 
fair, a perfect flower, full of sweet odours and still sweeter sug- 
gestions^ No’ -but Sah IQma with entrancing ail r in make 
us sec, not one lil) but a thousand lilies, all waving m the light 
wind of his fancy, not one w('jld but a thous'ind worlds, circ’mg 
through ih#' emp)rean of his rhvlhmic spk ndoiir, -not one joy 
but a thousand jO)s, all quivering song wise through the i icli 
ance of his clear illumined insp.r ition ’ 1 he heart, — the liumuii 
heart alone is the final touchstone of a poePs genius,— and 
when that responds, who shall den) liis deathltss fame?” 

Loud applause followed the'-e wordb, and the King, leaning 
torwaid, clipped Theos familiany on the sl)ould»>r 

“JJravely spoken, sir strangu ’” he exiLnnud -“Thou hast 
well vindicated thy friend's honour! And by my soul ’ — thou 
hast a musical tongue of thine own ’ — who knows but that thou 
also mav be a poet yet in time to come ’ — And thou, Zabastes ' 
— here he turned upon the old Critic^ who, while Theos spoke, 
had surveyed him with much cynical disdain — “get thee hence’ 
Thine arguments are all at fault as usual ! Thou art thyself a 
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disappointed author — hence thy spleen ! Thou art blind and 
deaf, selfish and obstinate, — for thee the very sun is a blot 
rather than a brightness, — thou couldst, in thine own opinion, 
have created a fairer luminary doubtless had the matter been 
left to thee* Aye, aye* — we know thee for a beaut} hating 
fool, — and though we laugh at thee, we hnd thee w( xrisome! 
Stand thou aside and be straightway forgotten * — we will entreat 
Sih lAma for another song ” 

The discomfited /abistes retired, grumbling to himself in 
an undertoiK , — and the J^nteile whese dreamy e}t,s had till 
now rested on Ihtos, his self constituted aJvocate, with an 
appreciative and alino^>t tender re gird, once moie took up his 
harp, and striking a ^ w ru h soft chords was about to sing 
again, when a great noise as of clanking armour was heard 
outside, mingled with a steiddy me rtasing sonorous hum of 
many voices and the tramp, tramp of marching feet I he 
doors were flung open, — the fl^nld in VV nting entered in hot 
haste and exeitunciU, and prostriting hun^elf fiefore the throne 
excnirned — 

“O great Kin^ may thy nqroe live tor ever* Khosrfil is 
taken * * 

/epho mini’s black brows drew together m a dark S( owl and 
he set his lips haul 

“iso * kor OIK e thou art quick tonguc^d in the utter'^n e of 
nt ws * ’^ he said hid ornf \ ‘Princ hthcr the cap i\e, — 
an ht chites at his bonds we will ouiselvts rrlcisv. him — md 
he touched his sword signifieantlv — “to a wider freedom than 
is found on eaitli * ” 

A thrill ran through tl ‘ courtly throng at th( words and 
the women shuddered and grew pale St h ICtrna, irr tated at 
the sudden intern ])tion tnat hid this distracvd the genera! 
attention from his own ^air and flitt n d self, gave an ex 
pressively petulant g*ance tow irds T^eos, who mded back at 
him soothingly as one who seeks to e a spoilt child out of 
its ill humour, and then all eyes were lurried expectantly towards 
the entrance of the au iiencc charalier 

A band of soldiers clad from head *o foot in glittering steel 
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armour, and carrying short drawn swords, appeared, and 
marched with quick nnjjing steps across the hall towards the 
throne — am\ed at the dais, th(\ halted, wheeled about, saluted, 
and parted asunder m two compact lines, tlius displaying in 
their midst the bound and mai aclcd figiiie of a tall, gaunt, 
wild looking old man, with eyes that burned like br»;bt flames 
beneath the cavernous shadow of h bent and shelving brows, 

— a man whose aspect was so grand, and witlnl so terrible, 
that an involuntary murmur of niingkd admit it ion ind alfright 
broke from the lips of all assembled, like i low wind ^urglng 
among leaf laden branches This was Khosiftl, — the Prophet 
of a (reed that was to revolutioni e the woild, — the fainti for 
a faith as y^t unrevealed to men —the daunlkss foitUil r of 
the down^" 11 of Al K>n > and its Kin^ * 

Theos '^tlrcJ wonderingly at him, — at his funenal black 
ganiierts whi h clung to him w'th the closeness of a shroud, — 
at his 1 in ^ u-^Uu line 1 b irJ arid snowwlute bur thil fell in 
disoiden d m lit ' 1 loc k« behivv hts»-hfiild i at iiiaje^'Oc 
form which in jat of cj’-ds and ftUers h h Id firmly cr^cr 
in an attitude ot k irkss and composed dignit> I'hcrc w is 
something supernaturall) grand md awens])uing about him, 

— something comma iding as well as dtl'inr in the straight 
and steady look with whuh he contn nt d the King, - and for 
a moment or so a deep silence reigned,— siIciKe appiiently 
bom of supeisteious dr^«4.d mspir'^d by the nu re fact of his 
presence Zephoraiins glance rested u[inn him wuh cold 
and supercilious indiUt r^nce, ~ seated haUf^htilv ujinght in his 
throne, with one hand rustng on the bill of his sword, he 
showed no sign of answer against, or inir n.st in his prisoner, 
save that to the observant e}e of Then«', the ve ns in fore- 
head stemtd to become suddenly 1 noited and swollen, while 
the jewels on hib bare chest heaved n stiessly np and dcwvn 
with the unquiet panting of his qui< Lencd bicith 

We give thee greeting, Khosrul t” he '>aid slowly and with 
a sinister snade, — “The Lion's puv has sti tick thee down at 
last' Too long hast thou trifled with our patience, — thou 
must abjure thy heresies, — or d c ’ What sayest thou now of 
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doom, — of jud^'menl -of the waning of glory? Wilt prophesy? 
— wilt denounce the Faith? — wilt mislead the people? — wilt 
curse the King? i hou mad sorcerer* — de\il bewitched and 
blasphemous* — What shall hinder rue trom at onre slaying 
lliee?” And he half drew his formidable sword from Us 
sheath 

Kliosihl met his threatening ga/e un^hnclunj^ly 
“Nothing shall hinder thc(, /c[)hoi inim,' he replied, and 
his \eic(, deeply niusual ind resonant, ^trurk to 1 hcos's heait 
Yi ih a strin e foreboding chill No hing save thme own 
scorn of cowardice 

The monarch’s hand fell from his *^wordhilt, -a flush of 
shame redden d his da k ( le.- lie bent Ins heiy eyes full on 
the c ptive and there was :sonK thing in the sorre wfi i grandeur 
of the old min’s bearing, coipltd wuL his ei f ebkci and 
deflncclcs^ co diti m, that stemtd to toueh him w th a sense 
of ( impjs-^ on feir turning sud 1 nly to the aimed guard, he 
rai (d Ins lurid wuh a gesture of authoruy, - 
“ Unloose his futers he comm mde d 
Hie men h utoAed, apparuitji doubtn ^ whether they iiad 
heard aright 

Zephorinim stampfd his foot impatiently 
“ 1. nloose him I s i> * By the gods must I repeat the same 
thu twicu? Since when have soldie ri grown ek if to tliu voie< 
of their sovt r i^n? — ^nd 1 x t ye hou \e^ this agtd tool 
with such nnny ind light bonds?- tus veins and sin ws are 
not ot lion, — im things ye might have tied him wPh thread and 
met but snuU resistance* I hx»e k nvn nu ly a musculir 
destrier from the aimy fi tened less secure ly w n uipluied* 
Uni >ose him -and t^uickly too*- Our pka urc is that ere he 
dies, he sha*l sjKak an he will, in liis own defence as a tree 
nun ’ 

In turnhl ng h'^ste and ea^^erness the guards once set to 
work to ohev this order The twisted k w*^te unt cel,- the 
heavT iron tc^tters wrenched asunder,— ai>d in a \ery ahor^ 
space Khosrfll stood '’t comparative liiiertv At first he did 
not seem to undei stand the King’s generosity towards him in 
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this respect, for he made no attempt to move, — his limbs were 
ngidly composed as though they were still bound, — and so 
stiff and motionless was his weird attenuated figure tliat Iheos 
beholding him, began to wonder whether he were made of 
actual flesh and blood, or whether he might not more possibly 
be some gaunt spectre, forced back by mystic art from another 
world in order to testify of things unknown to living men 
Zephorinim mcanw hile called for his cup bearer, a beautiful 
}outh radiant as Ganymede, who at a sign from his royal 
master approached the Prophet, and pouring wme from a 
jewelled flagon into a goblet of gold, offered it to him with a 
courteous salute and smile Khosrfll staited violently like one 
suddenl) wakened from a def p dream, —shading his e>es with 
his lean and wrinkled hand he stared dul>iOusly the young 
and gaily attired seivitor, —then pushed the goblet aside with a 
shuddering gestuie of a\( rsion 

‘*Awa\,~ he muttered in a thrilling whisper that 

penetiaud to evtiy put of the vast hall — “Wilt force me lo 
dnnk blood?*’ He paused, -and in the same low hoiror 
stneken tone, corMruied — “ Blood, — Blocxj ' It stains the 
earth and sky’ — its red red waves swallow up tlie land’- the 
heavtns grow pile aiivl Irmible, -the silver stirs blatken and 
deoa>, and the winds of the destit m ikt 1 inieiit for that which 
shall come to piSs ( le ftver the grajies be id or the 
harvest gathfuc’’ Blood, blood I he b’ood (f the inno 
cent’ — ’ti'^ a scarkt sta, wbtiein like a biukin and er ipLy ship, 
A1 Kyris founders, - founders - never to r ( a^ain ’ ” 

woids, utteied with such huslvd )fl passionate 
intcnsih, yiroduoed a most piofoii id im])assion Several 
courtiers e\rh xnged uncisy glances, and tht womn huf rose 
from their siats, 1 lokmg tow irds the kin as tliough silently 
rf questing perniis>K)a to n tire But an inipu c us ntgitive 
sign fron Zcphoianim obii ed them to resume their plans, 
thoudv thc} did so with obviou-, nervous leludarue 

“Ihou art rrnd, Khosrfll ’ ” — then siid the monarch in 
calmly m^^asund accents — “And for thy madness, as also 
for thine age, wt have tdl now retarded justice, out of pity 
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Nevertheless, excess of pity in great Kings too oft degenerates 
into weakness — and this we cannot suffer to be said of us, not 
even for the sake of sparing thy few poor renaming years 
Thou hast overstepped the limit of our lemenc y, — and mad- 
man as thou art, thou showfst a madman’s cunning, — thou 
dost break the laws and art dangerous to the realm, — thou 
art proved a traitor, and must straightway die. Thou art 
accused ” 

“Or honesty*” interrupted Kho‘^rCll suddenly, with a touch 
oi melancholy satire m his tone, — “1 hc^ve spoken IVuth in an 
age of lies* Tis a most death-worihv deed* ” 

He ceased, and again seemed to retire within hmiself as 
though he were a Voic entering at will into the carven image 
of man. 7ej)hoianun frowned angrily, yet answered nothing 
— and a brief pause ensued, Theos grew mor^ and more 
painfully interested in the scene, — ^there was so thing in it 
that to hi^ mmd s«-(med fatefully suggestive and fiaught wi^h 
unp^mding evd SiiacKnl) Sati iftma looked up, his luight face 
alit with laughter 

“Now by the said gady, addrrs^mg hiin- 

s< If to the King” “Your Majesty couMders this venerable 
gentleman with loo much gravity’ I rcaognise in him one of 
inyiialt, a [voU, liagie and taciturn of humour and with a 
tas^e foi nieiodramatu siniiU, — marked vou not the miung of 
his woid colours in the pirtui he Irew of M K^ns, f )Lindenng 
*ike a wret kc cl ship m a blood -edsf-i, wlinst ovcihead tremblfd 
a white sky set tluck with bla<.kening nar ? Ys I live, ’twas 
not dl devised for a nnoman’s brim’— incl so soli mn a lanter 
should serve >oui Majcstv to make men i men’* wUniJ, m pbee 
of rnv poor /ib'^stcs, whose peevish lests giow somt Ahat stale 
owing to the (rilics clironir want of ongin'^htv ' Nay, I 
mvseif shall be wdini; to enter inU) a rhvrin ig , oust with so 
disconsolately nioiose a c ontemporary, and who I- lows whether 
betwixt us twain the choids of the iiiw > and minor may nca 
be harmonized in some new and altogethar marvellous fashion 
of music such as we wx;t not of*” And turning to Khosri^l lie 
added — “ Wilt break a lanee of song with me, Sir Greybeard ? 
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Thou shalt croak of death, and 1 will chant of love, — and the 
King shall pronounce judgment as to which melody batn the 
most potent and lasting sweetness!*’ 

Khosrtll lilted his head and met the Laureate’s half mirthful, 
half mocking smile \%ith a look of infinite compassion m his 
own deep, solemnly penetrating eves 

Thou poor deluded singer of a perishable day * ” he said 
mournfully — “Alas for iliee, that thou must die so soon, and 
be so soon foigoUtnf Ihy fame is worthless as a grdii of 
sand blown by the breath of the sea * —thy pride and thy 
triumph e\arKsrcnt as the mists of the morning tlut vanish in 
the heat of the san^ (heat has been the measure of thine 
inspiration, --yet thou hast mused it^. true teaching, —and of 
all the golden tlircads of potsy plated ficely in thy hands 
thou hast not woven one clue whereby thou shouldst find God * 
Alas Sah Kniia ’ Bright soul iinconscioiu of thr faU < — 
Thou sbaJt be sudaenl}' and roughly slam, — and //^cTe iits thy 
destroyer ’ ” ^ 

And as be sp ,ke he rmsed his shninkcn skeleton like hand 
and pointed ‘^teodfa'^dy to, — iho King’ wa^j a moment 

ary hush, — a stillness as of stupohed ami/em^nl and hoiror, - 
then, to the ajiparerd relief of all present, Zcphoianim burst 
out laugh mg. 

“By all tht viitucs of Nagr.yi'*’ he cried — “This u most 
excellent fooling ' I, Zcpboianun, the destroyer of m> luend 
and first favour^e m the rvcdin? Old mii, thy f’“Ln7\ l\u tds 
belief and ediaujls patiem e,- -though of a tnitb T am 
for the shattering ot thy wits, -’tis that reason 'hould be 
lacking to one so reverend and gra^e of asjiLCt ])(. \r to me 
as my royal c^owu is the lilf of Saiilfimi, tl'uju h whose 
inspired writings alone my name sliali live in the ann ils of 
future history — for the glory of thc'gn at pott must oer surpa>.s 
the renown of tlu gicatcst King Were AIK yi is btsieged by 
a thousand encmR*-, and these strung naljf e walls la/ed to the 
ground by the engines of warfare, we would ourselves d^ f^nd 
Sah Ktma!— aye, even cry aloud in the heat of combat that he, 
the Chief Minstrel of our land, should be sheltered from fury 
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and spared from death, as the only one capable of chronicling 
our vanquish ment or victory ! ” 

Sah lAina smiled and bowed gracefnllv in response to this 
enthusiaM c assurance of his soveru^rn’s fi lend ship,— but never- 
theless there was a sli ,ht shadow of uneasinr s on his bold 
beaaliful bro\s lie had evidently btcri unc Oin^'oitably im- 
pressed by khosriirs words, and the restle^^s an\i< ty reflected 
m his face roinrnunicaUd itself by a sort of els tne thrill to 
'Iheo , whose heart bCj^an to beat he ivily wuli a sense of vague 
trm ‘*What is tins Khosrill? * he tl )u dit lulf resentfully, 
“and how^ daics he predict for tlu adoicd, the admired 
Sah luma so da’^k and mimcnted an (nd? ' Haik I -what w^as 
tlixt low t ir il Uiiabh ^ as of undergioiuid wheels rolling at 
full speed r He listened,— th» n glanced at those ixisons who 
stood ntare'^t to bin, — no one scciiied to htai an) thing un- 
usual MorcfiMr, nil cv^s wrere fixed feartully on KhosiOl, 
wdiose be! i ogidlv sf nibie dem *iiioar had ucMvnl) changed, 
aiul who now wuh nosed held, tossed inn, outstutched arms, 
and wiUl geduus Vh (vccl hki a darning Terror jiersonificcl 
‘Vi(t(/rv Vidory^’’ he cri^ 1, (.atfhni/ at the king^s last 
wo'^d,- “ dhere shall be no more victoi) tor tnee, Zepherannn * 
d hy conquests aie ended, and Ihe flag of tii> glory shall 
ftise to wave on the tower^ of Ihy strong citadels’ Heath 
Stands bei nid thce ’ — I JestriK u( n Ha lours at ihy paUce- 
g lie s’ — and ih^ vneiny ihit nic h upon the un iwiieo is an 
Uicniy that none shall vanqiii‘'h Oi sulHae, not even they who 
ue inij^iUicst among the nighty’ d ny strong iiRn of war 
> .ill tioddm eh)wn as wheit,— th> < ptiins ar I lulers shall 
tremble and wail as childu n bewildeieei with fi ii, -diy great 
engines of battle shad be to llue as naught — ind tiie arrows 
of thy skilled auheis shall be usHess is siriws ii' tue gathering 
tempi ‘•lot fire and furv 1 /Ljihoi mm’ Z^-pl oianmi ’ — and 
h’s voice shifilvd will ten fic cinplusis tllrolJg^ the vaulted 
chamber, — “ Hie da)s of rcMimpmse r^ n>iiK upon thee, — 
swift and terubk as the desert wind’ — kie doom ol Al-kyns 
IS spoken and who shall avert its fultihuent ’ A1 Kvns the 
Magnificent shall fall — shall fall ’ — its beauty, its greatness, its 
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pleasantness, its power, shall be utterly destroyed, — and ere 
the waning of the midsummer moon not one stone of its 
glorious buildings shall be left to prove that here was once a 
city! Fire ! — P'ire ! — ” and here he ran abruptly to the foot oi 
the royal dais, his dark garments brushing against Thecas as 
he passed, and springinj^ on the first step, stood boldly within 
hand-reach of the King, who, takcii aback by the suddenness 
of his action, stared at him with a sort of ama/od and angry 
fascination, — “To arms, Zephoramm I To arms take up 
thy sword and shield, — get thee foith and fight with fire • 
Fire ! — How shall the King quench it ? —how shall the mighty 
monarch defend his ])eople against it? See }OU not how it 
fills the air with rod devouiing tongues of flame! — the thick 
smoke reeks of blood ’ — Al-Kyris the Magnificent, the pleasant 
city of sin, the idolatrous city, is liiokcn in pieces and is 
become a waste of ashes 1 Who will join with me in a lament 
for Al-Kyiis? 1 will call upon the desert of th ■* sea to hear 
my voice, — I will pour forth my sorrow^s on the wn^d, and it 
shall carry the burden of grief to the four quarters of the 
earth, — all nations slinll shudder and he^. astonished at tlie 
direful end of Al-Kyiis, the city beautitul, the empress of 
kingdoms' Woe link) Al-Kyris, for she bath sufleretl herself 
to be led astray by her rulers ! — she hath drunken dtep of the 
innocent blood and hath lolkwved after idols,— her abomina- 
tions are manifold and the beaus of hci young men and 
maidens are full of evil 1 Therefew because A1 Kyris de 
lightelh in pride and despiseth repentance, so shall destruction 
descend furiously upon her, cvlh as a sudden tem])est in the 
mid-watches of the night, — she shall be swept away from the 
surface of the earth, — wolves shall make their lair in her 
pleasant gardens, and the generations of men shall remember 
her no more 1 O ye kings, princes, and warmers I — Wec]), 
weep for the doom of Al-Kyns ! ” and nenv his wild voice sank 
by degrees into a piteous plaintiveness — “Weep' — for never 
again on earth shall be found a fairer dwelling place for the 
lovers of joy 1 — never again shall be J^uilded a grander city 
for the glory and wealth of a people* Al-Kyris! Al-Kyris J 
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Thou that boa<?test of ancient days and long lineage * — thou 
art become a forgotten heap ot ruin the sands of the desert 
shall cover thy temples and palaces, and none hereafter shall 
inquire concerning thee ’ None shall V^emoan thee, — ^none 
shall shed tears for the gne\ous manner of thy death, — none 
shall knov^ the names of thy mighty heroes and men of lame — 
for thou shalt vanish utterly and be lost far out of numory 
even as though thou hadst never ocen > ” 

flere lie stojipcd .ibu j)tly and c night his bieath bird — his 
jijzing e>cs, pretiiinuirally laige and brilliant, fued them 
selvf s stt idlastly cn the sculptured ivory si leld tint surmounted 
the ba( k of tiie King\ throrc, and ovf r his drawn and wrinkled 
featiiKS ramc an txptesion of sii< h ghastl) horror that in- 
stincts ely e\try one present turned their looks in the same 
'dirtrtion Suddenly a slnick, pu icing and tcinble,^ broke 
from his 1 ps, ~ a shriek that like a swiftly descending knife 
seemed to saw the ar discorlintlv asii kki 

e * lie entd in hen e haste and eagerness, 
“See how tne cr st d heafl gl< ams ’ — How llie soit shiny 
throat cur\es aiiel ♦Irtcns hojv the Ittne body twists and 
twines' — }-iente' — Hence, accursed Sn ike ’ — thou poisoner 
of peMce ' -thou qui\tnng sting in the llesli thou dt-slroyer 
of the stien^tn ot manhood ' What hast thou to do with 
Zephoianim, that tliou dost wind thy many coils about his 
heart ? -I ysia ’ — I ysia here the King stalled vioU Ptly, lus 
lace flushing darkly red, “Thou dcluate Aborniiiitiou ’ — Thou 
tyrannous treachery' — what shill be done unto thee in the 
houi of dar1% it ' Put off, put off the oini merits of gold and 
Itwels wherewith tliou adornest thy beauty, and crown thyself 
with the crown of xn endless afhk tion ' —foi thou shalt be 
girdled round about with tiame, and hre shall be thy garment • 
— thy lipj that have driinl en sweet wine shah be steeped in 
bitternc‘-s ' — vainly shalt thou make thyself fair and call aloud 
on thy legion of lovers, — they shall be as dead men deaf to 
thine entreaties, and none shall answer thee, — no, not one' 
None shall hide the® ^vom sh ime or offer thee comfort, — in 
the midst o^ thy lascivioi delights shalt thou suddenly pensh I 
7 iSs 



«ARDATII‘’ 


— and my soul shall be avenged on thy sms, thou unvirgined 
Virgin ’ — thou Queen-Courtesan ! ” 

S( arcely had he uttered the last i\ord, when the King with a 
furious oath sprang upjn him, giaspcd him by the throat, and 
thrusting him fiercely dow i on the steps of the dais, placed 
one foot on lus prostnte body llien drawing his gigantic 
sword he lifted it on high,— the biight bhde glittered in 
air, — an audible gasp of tenoi broke fiom the throng of 
spectators, —another second aid Khosrfirs life would have 
paid the foifeit foi b s tciiici t>, — \ hen era'll! ’ a sudden and 
tremendous clip ot thuii Icr shook the hall and cvciy lamp 
was cxiirgu slu d ’ Impenctiable darkness; rti ncd—thicK, 
close, ‘•iiOcK atm » darkness, — the thunder lolUd av\ ly in subtn 
vibrating t chocs, and thtie was a short imj lessive silmre. 
Then pu ung t' on gh tie pofoimd gloom enne the clamor 
ous dies ai d s IK ks of fn htened women, the horrible selfish 
scr mol n ' p islmigi/ul suii^ ling of a h^ wudcicd panic stricken 
crowd,- tie he 1] 1 ss, ncivckss, unrtisoinng distiaction 4ut 
humui lx nus tr'hil it wlu n stnvm,^ ♦her for«t>crpc from 
some ini nincut d idly pcul, and thou K tl c K mg s stentorian 
void could 1 hwjrl ab7\e all tlx tumult loudly commindin; 
order, his altcrmU th-cats and tx r:,uasi( ns were of no ava 1 to 
calm the fren/y of fear into whic h the wi ole coiiit was thrown 
Groans and sobs,- wdd entreUxs to N i^^aya and the sun 
God, -cuiscs trom the soldicn \ ho, intint on saving them 
schc , were brutally trym to tor c a ])issa^c a) the dou 
regardless of the wailing wcjitx n, whose h lalic appeaK for 
rescue and assistance vrit Ixirtiendin^ to hear, -all these 
sounds inorcaocd the hoiror of tl situation, — and The os, 
blind, giddy and confu'=‘cd hstentd to the uproar around hirn 
with something of the ifln^hicc'l coi i is ion tl it a stranger in 
Hell might be suppose < to fed when h( aikeiung to the cease- 
less plamts of the self tortured wxked He endeuoured to 
grope his way to Sab Ifima’s side, —and ju^t then hglits ap- 
peared, — lights that \v« rc not of e'^rths kindling, — strange 
war dering fiame^s that danced and fitted along the tapestried 
walls like will-o’ the wisps on a dark moiass, and flung a ghastly 
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blue glare on the pale uneasy faces of the scared people, till 
gathering in a sort of lurid ring round the throne, they out- 
lined in strong relief the enraged 'rilanesque figure of 
Zephoianim, whose upraised sword looked in itself like an 
arrested flash of lightning. Brighter and brighter grew the 
weird lustie, illumining the whole scene, — the vast length of 
the splendid hall,— the sliining armour of the soldiers, — the 
white robes of the women, - the flags and pennons that hung 
from tlie roof and swayed to and fio as though blown by a 
gust of wind, — every object near and distant was soon as 
visi()lc as in broad day,— and then,- a teirible cry of rage 
burst from ihe King, — the cry of a mc'ddened wild beast. 

“Death and fury!” he shouted, striking his sword with a 
fierce clang against the silvci pedestal of the thione, Where 
is Khosrili ? ’’ 

The silence of an <ibsolutc dismay answered, — Khosrfil had 
fled ! Like a ('loud melting in air, or a gliost vanishing into 
the nether- world, be had niystciioiisly disappeared! — he had 
escaiA'd, no one knew liuw, irom under the very feet and out of 
the very giasp of the kate monarch, whose baffled wrath now 
knew no iiounds. 

“Dolts, idiots, cowards 1” — and he hurled these ejrithets at 
the timorous crowd ^^itb all the ferocity of a giant bulling 
stones at a swarm of pigmii^s — “ Babes that are frighted by a 
summer thunder stcirrn ! — Ye hc^ ^ let yon accursed heretic slip 
from n'y liands ere I had choked him with his own lie I O ye 
tools ! — Ye puny villains 1 — I take shame to myself that I am 
King of such a race of weaklings! Lights! — Bring lights 
hiiher, ye whimpeiiiig slaves, - ye shivering poltroons ! — What ! 
call yourselves men ! — Nay, — ye are feeble girls prankl out in 
men’s attire, and your steel corslets cover tlie faintest hearts 
tliat ever failed for dastard tear ! Shut fast the pala^'e-gates ! — 
close eveiy barrier ! — search every court and corner, lest haply 
this base false Prophet be still here in h dung, — ^he that blas- 
phemed with ribald tongue the High Priestess of our Faith, the 
holy Virgin Lysia I — ^Arf^'^eall turned renegades and traitors 
that ve will suffer him to go free and triumph in his lawless 
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heresy? Ye shameless knaves* — Ye milk'vemed rascals! — 
what abject terror makes ye thus quiver like aspen leaves in a 
storm ? — this darkness is but a conjurer’s trick to scare women, 
and KhosrCirs followers cm so play with the strint^s of elec 
tncity that ye are duped into accepting the witch glamour as 
Heaven s own cloud fleme ^ By the gods * If A1 Kjris falls, 
as yon dotard pronounceth, her nuns shall bury but feu heroes * 

0 supcr^'titious and degraded souls I \vouId >e were even as 

1 am— a man dauntless,— a soldier unafraid ' 

His pov^erful and indignant voice hnd the effect of paitnlly 
checking the jianic and restoring something like order,— the 
pushing and struggling fir an immediate exit Ceased, —the 
irmed gu irds in si mud silence be^an to nnr hil tlKiuselves 
together m readiiuss to start on the search for the tugitive, — 
and several i igc^ rushed m with fiarin ^ torch s wlmh cast a 
wondrous fire glow on the surgin throng ol ci er Tiid timid 
faces, the bnllunt (ostumes the Dash ol itwels, 1 1 n nmenng 
of swords and the daik outlines of the Dutleiing tq estrv, — all 
forming to Ihu i cm ous ihiiru vu’- , trcni w* u h^tlu i nssive 
figure of /ephorir ini stood out in tiold an-*"! •■ti vu ^ [ironuncnce 
again l the white and silver ba( kgronnd of ms thion \ aguely 
bewildered and lo t n i dim stupefaction of wondernent, 
Iheos looked upi n everything with an odd sense of stiained 
ealmness — the glittering aloon w lulled befon his eves like a 
passing picture ui a ni^ic ^lass — ind tlun in imp( rative 
knowledge forced itseU upon his ininOj— J/e had uit^essed 
this stlf same uene hr fore ^ Where?- and when^ Impossible 
to oay,- but he distim th remembered each in ident • I his 
impression, howeve , 1th him as rap dly as it Ind come, be foie 
he had any time lo pu/zlc himself about it,~ and just at that 
moment Sahlfimas hmJ ciught bis owr, -Sahlumis voice 
\vl ispered in his ear — 

“Let us away, my hiend * — there will be naught now but 
mounting of guards and dire cemfus on, — the King is as a lion 
roused and will not cease growling till his vengeance be satis 
fied* A pligue on this shatter p^ted Propnct' — he hath 
broken through my music and jarred poesy into discord I By 
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the Sacred Veil » — Didst ever hear such a hideous clamour of 
contradictory tongues — all striving to explain what defies 
explanation, namely Khosrfirs flight, for which after all no one 
IS to bhme so much as Zephor^nim hiiiis If, — but *tis the 
pm liege of monarchs to shift their own mistikcs and follies on 
to the shoulders of their subjects* Come* Ly la awaits us, 
and will not easily pardon our tardy obedience to her summons, 

* — let us hence ere the gates of the palace ( lose ” 

Ljsii* — ■’J lie unvirgintd Viigin” — the “Queen Courtesan”! 
So had said Khosrill NeverthtUss her name, like a silver 
clarion, made the heart of Thcos bound with indescribable 
gladness and ftvensh c\r cctation, and without an instant’s 
pause, he re idily yielded to SihlCln is guidince through tlie 
gorgeously foloun d confusion t»f the swaying crowd* Arm in- 
arm, the twain, ~ouf a renomudy th*^ other a poet forgothn^ 
— threaded their rapid way between the lanks of nobks, 
oifleers, slaves and rourl lacquejs who were all excitedly d)S 
cussing the rtcen^ sra^’c, the ProjilutS escape and the dread 
wrath of the King, — md hurrsiiig along the vast II ill of the 
luo Ihousand Colifinns, they jvib-^c 1 tOg^etlier out into the 
nuht 


VII 

A VIRGIN UNSIIRINLD 

U NDER the cloudless star p ittcrnca sk\, m ih soh warm 
air that bummed witn the Iragrince of rosc'^, they drove 
once more together through the spacious streets of Al K>ns 
— streets that were now nearly deserted sive for a few late 
pasr>e^s by whose figures were almost as iiuhstinc and rajud 
in motion as pale flitting shadows l*icre v^as not a sign of 
stoim in the lovely heavens, though now and again a sullen 
roll as of a distant canii^made hinted of pent up anger lurking 
somewhere behind that clear and exquisitely dark-blue ether, 
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in which a million worlds blazed luminously like pendulous 
drops of white fire. Sr.h4fima*s chariot whirled along with in- 
credible swiftness, the hoofs of the galloping horses occasionally 
striking sparks of flame from the smooth mosaic-pictured pave- 
ment ; but Theos now began to notice that there was a strange 
noisdcssness in their movements — that the whole cortege ap- 
peared to be environed by a mapc circle of silence — and that 
the very night itself seemed breathlessly listening in entranced 
awe to some iinlanguaged warning from the gods invisible. 

Compared with tlie turbulence and terror just left behind at 
the King's j^alace, this weird hush was uncomfortably impres- 
sive, and gave a sense of fantastic unreality to the scene. The 
slee[>y mesmeric radiance of the full moon., shining on the 
delicate traceries of the (juaintly-sculplnred houses on either 
hand, made them look brittle and evanescent; the great heavy 
hanging orange-boughs atid the feathery frondage of tlie tall 
palms seemed outlined in mere mist against the sky ; and the 
glimpses caught from time to time of the broad and (juietly- 
flowing river were like so many flashes of light seefi through a 
veil of cloud.. '1‘hcos, standiu" beside his^Triend mth one hand 
resting familiarly on his shoulder, dicamily admired the 
phantom like beaut) of the city thus transfigured in the moon 
beams, and though he vaguely w^ondered a little at the deep 
mysterious stillness that everywhere prevailed, he scarcely 
admitted to himself there wa.s, or could be, anything unusual 
in it. He took his position as he found it — indeed, he could 
not well do otherwise, since he felt that his fate was ruled by 
some resolute unseen force, against which all resistance would 
be unavailing. Moreover, his mind was now entirely possessed 
by the haunting vision of Lysia — a vision half-human, half-divine 
— a beautiful, magical, irresistible Sweetness that allured his 
soul, and roused within him a wordless passion of infinite 
desire. 

He exchanged not a syllable with Sah-lfima — an indefinable 
yet tacit understanding existed between them, — an intuitive 
foreknowledge and subtle perception of, each other’s character, 
intentions, and aims, that for the moment rendered speech 
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unnecessary. And there was something after all in the pro- 
found silence of the night that, while strange, was also eloquent 
— eloquent of meanings unutterable, such as lie hidden in the 
scented cups of flowers when lovers gather them on idle 
summer afternoons and weave them into posies for one 
another's wearing. How fleetly the gilded shell-shaped car 
sped on its way ! — trees, houses, bridges, domes, and cupolas, 
seemed to flypast in a varied whirl of glistening colour ! Now 
and again a cluster of fire-flies broke from some thicket of 
shade and danced, drowsily by in sparkling tangles of gold and 
green ; here and there from great open sijuaies and branch- 
shadowed gardens gleamed the stone face of an obelisk, or the 
white column of a fountain ; while over all things streamed the 
long prismatic rays flung forth from the revolving lights in the 
Twelve Towers of the Sacred Temple, like flaming spears 
ranged lengthwise against the limitless depth of t!ie midnight 
horizon. Witli straining necks, tossed manes, and foam flying 
from their nostrils, Snh-lfirna’s fiery coursers dashed onward at 
almost lightning speed, and the journey became a wild, head- 
long rush through •the dividing air - a rush towards some 
voluptuous end, dmily discerned, yet indefinite ! 

At last they stop[)cd. Before Uiem rose a lofty building, 
crested w'itli fantastic pinnacles such as are formed by ice on 
the roof in times of intense cold ; a great gate stood open, and 
pacing slowly up and down front of it was a tall slave in 
white tunic and turban, who, turning his gleaming eyeballs on 
‘jahdfima, nodded by way of salutation, and then uttered a 
sharp, peculiar whistle. This summons brought out two curious 
dwarfish figures of men, whose awkwasd misshapen limbs 
resembled the contorted branches of wind-blown trees, and 
whose coarse and reymlsive countenances betokened that 
malignant delight in evil-doing wdiich only demons are sup- 
posed to know. These ungainly servitors possess ed themselves 
of the laureate’s chafing steeds, and leu them and the chariot 
away into some unseen courtyard; while the I-,aureate himself, 
still saying no word, k;^pt fast hold of his companion’s arm, 
and hurried him along a dark avenue overshadowed with thick 
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boughs that drooped heavily downward to the ground — a. solitary 
place ^here the intense quiet was disturbed only by the occa- 
sional dnp, drip of dewy moisture trickling tearfully from the 
leave«5, or the sweet, faint, gurgling sound of fountains playing 
somti\heie in the distince 

On they went for several paces, till at a sharp bend in the 
moss grown path, an amethystm light brol^e full bttvNCcn the 
arched green branches, directly in front of them glimmered a 
broad piece of ^\ater, nnd out of the purple tinted dejiths ro'-e 
the 'white, nude, lovely form of a \\OTn'in, whose rounded 
outstretched arms ajipeared to beckon lh< m, — whose mouth 
smiled in mm ^hd in dire aiid sweetness — and round whose 
looped up tresst s sparkkd a di idem of sapphire fliine With 
a cry oi astonishment and ecstasy llieos i>pr'\ng forwaid 
Sah Iflma hdd him back in laughing remonstrance 

“"Wilt dro'wn for a sfitues ike?'^ he inquired irirthfullv 
“By my soul good dheos, if thy wits thus wander at siglit of 
a witching marble nymph illumed by electric ghmouis what 
will bteome of thee when thou ait fue to face^'with living, 
breithmg hvehness’ C oipc, thou ht>t beaded neo])h}te * 
thou shalt not w iste thy i a^sicm on im-'^ges of stone, 1 warrant 
thee * Comt ' ' 

But 1 heos stood still His eyes roved from Sah IQnia to the 
glittering statue and from the slilue back a^ain to Sah IDma 
m mingled doubt and dread A vanie forebedmj filltd his 
mind, he fancied that a bevy of moiking devils peeud at him 
from out the wooded lab}iinth, — and that Sin was the name of 
the white siren yonder, whose delicate body seemed to pilpjtite 
with every slow npple of the surrounding waters He hesitated, 
— with that often saving hesitation a noble spint may tcel ere 
wilfully yielding to what it instinctively knows to be vMong — 
and for the briefest possible space an imperceptible line was 
drawn between his own self consciousness and the fascinating 
personality of his lately found friend — a line that parted them 
asunder as though by a gulf of centuries’ 

“Sahlftma,” he said, in a tremulous, low tone, “tell me 
truly, — IS it good for us to be here?” 
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Sah-lftma regarded him m wide-eyed amazement. 

“ Good ? Good V* he repeated with a sort of impatient dis- 
dain. “ What dost thou mean by ‘ good ? What is good ? 
What IS evil ? Canst thou tell? If so, thou art wiser than I! 
Good to be here? If it is good to drown remembianre of the 
world in drauglits of pltasuie; if it is good to love and be 
bclo\ td , if It IS good to enjoy y aye ’ — enjoy with burning zest 
e\ery pulsation of the blood and every beat of the heart, and 
to fetl that life is a fiery delight, an Lxcpiisite dre. m of drains d- 
off rapture, thtn it is good to be hire’ If,’* and he caught 
llitoss band in his own warm palm and pressed it, while his 
vo’ce sank to a soft and infinitely carc'^sing sweetness, “ if it is 
good to elunb the di/z’ heights of jo> and drowse in the deep 
sunshine oi ainoious eyes, — to slip away on eltin wings into the 
' limitless fn edomof Love’ssummer land,— to riflench kisses from 
waim hi s t. ven as ro ebudo are rifled fiorn the p irent rose, and 

to forget ^ - to torgt r all bitter things that are best forgotten ** 

“ Enough, enough,*' cried Thc’^s, fire 1 with a reckless 
impulse of passionate ardour “On, on, Sahlftma* I follow 
thee’ C)n’ I el us®dJa> no lygre’** 

At that moment a (ar off stiain of music saluted his ears — 
music t vidently played on stringed instriiinents It was accom- 
panied by a ringing clash of cymbals, he li‘'tened, and listening, 
saw a smile liglnen Sab Ifima’s features -a smile sweet, yet full 
of delicate mcjck^ry Tluir %es met, a wanton impetuosity 
flashed like reflected flame fiom one face to tlie other, and 
then, without another instant’s pause, they hurried on. 

Ac ross a brc. ad lose marble terrace garlanded with a golden 
wealth of orange trees and odorous oleanaers, — under a trelhs- 
work covered with magnohis whose halt shut ivory tinted buds 
glisteiu d m the moonlight like large susptnd^'d peails, — then 
through a low roofiid stone corridor, ck se and dim, lit only by 
a few flickering oil lamps placed at far intervals, -still on they 
went, till at last, ascending three red granite steps on which 
were carved some curious hieroglyphs, they plunged into what 
seemed to be a vast mngle enclosed in some dense tropical 
forest. What a strange unsightly thicket of rank verdure was 

193 



“ARDATH” 


hrrr, thought Theos » — it was as though Nature, grown tired of 
floral beauty, had, in a sudden malevolent mood, purj^osely 
torn and blurred the fair green frondage and twisted every bud 
awry’ Great jagged leavts covered with prekUsand stained 
all over with blotches as of spilt poison, — thick brown stems 
glistening with slimy moisture and c oiled up like the sleeping 
bodies of snakes masses of purjile and blue fungi, — and 
blossoms, seem ngly of the orchid spe^'ies, some like fleshy 
tongues, others like the waxen yelkiw fingers of a de id hand, 
protruded spedially thro the matted fob ige, while all 
manner of strange ovcr[ owciing odours men ased the swooning 
oppressiveness of the uiltr} languorous air 

This uncouth botanical garden was a]>parently roofed in by 
a lofty glass dome, decuiaud with hangings of watery green 
silk, but the grotescpic tn e** and plants grew to so cnoimou*- 
a heig’ t tbit it w is impos->ibIe to tell which were tl e falbr j: 
diapenes and which the* sti i ogling leaves runous birds fl» w 
hither and thitlier, voiceless rreitui^s, scarlet and amber 
winged, d h Jec gillrd bn/iii stood in one c^oiner, fiorn 
whence ascended the constant smeke of buinirg incense, and 
there were rose shaded lani] s all about, th it shed i subdued 
mysterious lustre on the S(o>e, and bestowed a pale glitter on 
a few fcjilastic cluiii, s of arums and nodding lotus fioweis that 
la/ily lifted thcm->tlvcs out of a gieinish pool of ‘=-t'ignant 
water sunk deeply in on one side of the marble flooiing, 
Theos, holding Sih i iiis arm, stepped eagerly across the 
threshold, he was bnmful of expectati in — and wJiat mattered 
U to him whether the wt‘ ci hi c things that grc.w .n tins strange 
pavilion were jmre dr j oisonoiis, provided he nnglit look once 
more upon the witc King fa< c that long ago had so sweetly 
enticed him to his lum’ btay ’ whit was he thinking of? 
Long ago? Na\, tiiat was impels lilc, siiut he had only 
seen the Priestess I vsia for the first time that very morning! 
How piteously perplexing it was to be thus tormented with 
these indistinct ideas ’ — these half formed notions of previous 
intimate acquaintance with persons a»4 places he never could 
have known before ’ 
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All at once he drew back with a startled exclamation; an 
enormous tigress, sleek and jewel e^ed, bounced up from 
beneath a tangled mass of red and yellow creepers and 
advanced to\vards him with a low savage snarL 

‘‘Peace, Aizif, peace said Sah-iuina, carelessly patting the 
animal’s head. “ Thou art wont to be wiser in distinguishing 
’twixt thy friends and foes.” Then turning to Th^sos he 
added — “She is hirmless as a kitten, this poor Ai/it ^ Call 
her, good Theos, she will rume to thv han<l ^ee ’ ” and lie 
SI illed, as 'riieos, not to be outdone by his com])anion in 
[ihysical couKi bent tot vvard and stlol^t:d the cruel looking 
beast, who, wlrle submitting to his Cdie^s, never for a moment 
ceased her smothered snarling. Presently however she was 
seized with a sudden fit of sa’*age playfulness, — and throwing 
neistif on the giound before him, she rolled her lithe bod) to 
and fro with href thwsly roa^s of s.ilisfaLtion, -roirs that 
echoed through the whole jiaviiion with leinfic resonance; — 
then II Uig, ^he shook herself vigorously, and commenced 
a sttalthv velvU for'U d pacing no and down, lashing her tail 
from side to side add kt ( ping,Uiose sly eineralddiko eyes of 
hcri watt hfnlly fixed on Sab lUma, who uierely laughed at her 
fieice antirs. Loaning against one of the dark gnarled trees, 
he lappui his ‘aiuLilk'd foot with some impatience on the 
marble ji.nement, while Tneos, slandiU:; close beside him, 
wondered whether the my^tc. ms I^xsui knew of their arrival, 
Sah Ihma app( ared to guess his thoughts, for he answered 
them as though they had been spoken aloud. 

“ \ks,’ he said, “she knows we aie litre — she kn®w the 
instant we enteied her gates. Notlnnc is or can be hidden 
from her! He who w’ould have secrets must depart out of 
Al Kyris and find some other city to dwell in, — ft^r here he 
shall be unable to keep e\t‘n lus owm coiinsH. To Lysia all 
things are made manifest; she roads human n.itur" as one 
reads an ojHm scroll, and with morale ^ inilysis she judges 
men as bemg very poor creatures, hniiteo in their capabilities, 
disappointing and rao,p ulonous in their passions, unproductive 
and circum auibed m their destinies. To her ironical humour 
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and icy wit the wisest sages seem fools; she probes them 
to the core, and discovers all their weaknesses , — she has no 
trust in virtue, no belief in honesty And she is ri^ht * Who 
but a madman would be honest in these days of competition 
and greed of gam? And as for virtue, ’tis a pretty icicle that 
melts at the first touch of a hot temptation * A>e ’ — the Virgin 
Pnestess of Nagaya hath a most profound comprehension of 
mankind’s immeasurable brute stupidity, and, strong in this 
knowledge, she governs the multitude with iron will, intelkctual 
force and dictative firmness — when she dies I know not what 
will happen ” 

Here he interrupted himself, and a dark shadow’ ( rossed his 
blows “Py my soul'” he mutteied, “how this tnought of 
death haunts me lik< the unbuned cor])se of a dam foe ' I 
would tlier#^ w^rc no su( h thing as Death, kis a crael and 
wanton sport of the gods to g've us hie at all if lift* must end 
so utterly and so soon * ' 

He sillied dte])ly Thcos echoed the si^K but answered 
nothing At thit moment th^ restless Ai7if gate another 
appalling roar, and jiounced swiftly towaivis the eastern ^ide 
of the pavilion, whfrt a large painted pantl could be dimly 
discerned, the subj et of the pnntmg being a hideous idol, 
who.e lon>:, half shut msciutable eyes leered through the siir 
rounding folnge with an expression of hitofui ciinnng and 
malcvokme In iront ot this panel the tigress 1 1 ) down, 
licking the pavement thirstdy from time to tune and reiving 
\cnt to short ]mrnng sounds of mipitJcnc e — tin n ill suddenly 
she rose with ears pricked, in an attitude of atUntioii The 
panel slowly moved; u glided back, —and the grtaJ biute 
leapt foiward, ilinguig hfr two soft paws on thi shouldrrs of 
the figure that ajjpeartd — the figure of a woman, who, elad in 
glistening gold from luad to foot, shone m the daik aptrtuie 
like a gilded image in a shrine of ebony IIkos bihcld the 
brilliant apparition in some doubt and wonder Was 
Lysia^ He could not see her face, as she wore a thick white 
veil through which only the faintest sjwye of dark eyes glim- 
mered like flickering sunbeams , nor was he able to discern the 
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actual outline of her form, as it ^as completely enveloj)ed and 
lost m the wide shapeless folds of her stiff golden gown Yet 
every nerve in his body thrilled at her presence * —every drop 
of blood seemed to rush from his heart to his brain in a swift 
scorching torrent that for a second blinded his eyes with a red 
glare and made him faint and giddy. 

Woman and tigress* They looked strangely alike, he 
thought, as they stood mutually carc^^-sing each other under 
the g’-eat droop ng of fantastic leaves. Ytt v here was 

the rescmblaiuL? What ])osMble simihnty could there be 
between a tawny herous brute of the forests, full of sly 
malice and voracious crutll), and thnt dazzling gold garmented 
(reatiire, whose small white hind, flashing with jeweK, now 
tenderly smoothed the black silken stripes on the slcck coat 
of her sa\age fa\curite? 

“Down sweet down*” she said, in a grive dulcet 

\Oice as sofMy larumorous as the last note of a lo\e song. 
“iMwn, mv guide one thou art too luiul, — Down* So*^' 
this as the tigress instmitly removed its einbi armg paws from 
her ntek, and, trtmhling in^jintry Imib, croiulicd on the 
giound lu abjectly sahniisuve obedience Another moment, 
and she advanced lu-^iiKly into the pavilion, Vizif slinking 
stc iltnily alontr beside her and seemin^’ to imitate her graceful 
gliding movements, till stood within a few jiaces of 'rheos 
and Sah Ifiina, juit iil li the it where tlie lotus flowers swayed 
over the grass giten stagnant pool. 'There ^lie pausen, and 
apparently scrutuii/ed hi r visitors intently through the folds 
of her snowy veil Sah luma bent his head betoie her in a 
half haughty, lialf humbU salutation 

“The taidy Sahlflnia* * she said, with an under current of 
laughter in her musical tones, “the poet who lo\os the flattery 
ot a foolish king and the a[>i)huse ol a still more foolish court i 
And so Khosrfil disturbed the flood of thine mspiiation to- 
night, good minstrel? N ly, for that i e should die, if tor no 
other crime * And tins/* here she turrud her veiled features 
towards Theos, wdiose heart beat fuiiously as he caught a 
luminous flash from those half hidden brilliant eyes, “ this is 
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the unwitting stranger who honoured me by so daring a scrutiny 
this morning ! Verily thou hast a singularly venturesome spirit 
of thine own, fair sir! Still, we must honour courage, even 
though it border on rashn( ss, and I rejoice to see that the 
wrathful mob of Al-Kyns hath yet left thee man enough to 
deserv^e my w^elcome! N^^vertheless thou Averc guilty of most 
heinous presumption 1” li* re she <.xtcnded her lewdled hand. 
”Art thou icpentaut? And wilt thou sue for [urdon?” 

Scarcely conscious of what he did, 1 h'^os approached her, 
and knct.Lng on one knee took that fan soft hand in lus own 
and ki:>scd it with passionate fervour. 

“Criinutal as I am,” he murmured tremulously, “I giory in 
my cimie, noi will 1 seek rc>rgivencss t Nay, rntheT' will I plead 
with thee that I may sin so sweet a sm again, and bhud inyseli 
with bt aa' V urre proved ’ ” 

SIovaI) ''he withdrew her fingers from lus clasp 

hou art bold ’ ” she said with a touch ol in lol< nt amuse- 
ment in hcT ar cents. *‘Bul ni thy boldness then' is s.unctlung 
of tlie hero, Tlnowcst Ihuii not that !, l.ysia, ffigh i'nostcst 
of Na,. could have iIkc st^-pghtway sUm for that unwise 
speech of thine ^ —unwise bcctiuse o\ei-hasty and soTnev\hat 
over-famihar. Yes, i could have thee slam and she laughed, 
— a njiplmg little laugh like that of ajilcasrd child “ How- 
beit thou jh shall not die this tunc for thy foolhaichness thy 
looks aru too much in Ihv favoui ! d'iiou an like Sah lilma 
in his noblest moods, when tmd of vc TbC-stmuung and sonnet- 
chanting he condescends to rtniMubcr that he is not qutte 
divine! See how he chafes at that*” ard plucking a lotus- 
bud she ihicvv it playfully at the Lam cate, who.e handsome 
face flushed vevedly at her words “An thou art piudent, 
Sir Iheos— do I not proiioum c tliy name aptly?- -thou wilt 
be less pc tulant than lie, and le-is abscjrbcd in self adoraticm, 
for here n.en. — even poets, — are deemed no moie than men, 
and their constant ciueiuions claim to be considered as der»a- 
gods, meets with no acceptance' Wilt ‘blind thyself with 
beauty’ as ihon say'st? Well then, lose«tbine eyes, but guard 
thy 
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And mth a careless movement she loosened her veil; it ft 11 
from her like a soft cloud, and Thtos, springing to his feet, 
ga/ed upon her a sc nse of enraptured bewilderment and 
prMonate pain. It vsas xb though he saw the >\iaith of some 
Uir dv ul »\oman he hjiJ loved of old, ris^ n antw to re demand 
from him his foiu u alk me e O, uniani h r yet wt’l known 
lace’ — O, sluinbro IS stiiry eyes In it stuned to hold the 
nv mory of a thousand love tl oughts ’ O sweit ( nved lips 
whereon a delicious smile rested as soitly as sunli ht on young 
r )se petals’ Wluie, — wlvre, in Gods name, had he seen all 
this marvellous, witching, maddciimg lov>.liJtss fi nf His 
heart W t With htaw, laboLiin ^ thuds, -liis biaui reded — a 
ihm golden suffused i » h mce st d to liOver like an aurtole 
above that diz/ling white 1 row adorntd with a clustering 
wealth of rave r hi irk tressi s whose massive cons were crowned 
with the stran »cst ^oit o' diadem —a wreath of smati seqjents' 
herds ( unnin dv fubhioned m rnbiC) an I ro^e brilliants and set 
in ^iich a merer tn it tne> anpr irtd to hit tn mstlves erect 
fnun out the du hy h ur as tho i h in d ron uadmtss to sting. 
1 nil o’ a vagvL wi'tl longing, he mstih(ti\cly stietchfd out his 
then on a sudden impiihe turned swiftly a» a\, a 
diz^v to tsca[»e liom the ba', iisk fire gk am of those 

sombre, ’launtmg e\cs that plunged into his inmost soul, and 
there aroused sudi dark desires, sucJi retrosptetue evil, such 
wild wtakntss as siiain d tb» bi 'unless of lis nUiue’ Sah 
I iini ■» ikar mocking Ian just llicn rang sharply throu^^h the 
perfumed stillnt 

d hou iniG 1 he os I \\ hnlier art ti on hour d ? ni< d the 
laineite mirtldiil’Y k ivc our nobk hv ^tess ere Uie 

enh rtamnicnt b is begun ? Ungallant barbarian ’ What fren/y 
possesses till e ^ ^ 

dhtsc words ut illul him to hinself. H’' came bick slowly 
step by step, and with bowetl head, to wlv'-e i.^)sii stood — 
L>sia, whose penttrabug gi/e still re kd upon him with 
strangely fixed intensity 

“Forgive me,” he d, in a bnv unsteady voice that to his 
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own ears sounded full of suppressed yet passionate appeal 
“ Forgive me, lady, that for one moment I have seemed dis- 
courteous. I am not so, in very truth. Sad fancies fret my 
brain at times, and — and there is that within thine unveiled 
beauty which sword-like wounds my soul ! I am not joyous- 
natured: — unlike Sah-lflma, chosen favourite of fortune, I have 
lost all, all that made my life once seem fair. I am dead to 
those that loved me, — forgotten by those that honoured me, — 
a wancli'rer in strange lands, a solitary wayfarer perplexed with 
many griefs to which I cannot give a name ! Nevertheless,” 
and he drew a quick hard breath, “ if I may serve thee, fairest 
Lysia, — as Sah-lilma serves thee, — subject to thy sovereign 
favour, — thou shalt not find me lacking in obedience! Com- 
mand me as thou wilt ; let me efface myself to worship thee ! 
Let me, if it be possible, drown tliouglit,— slay memory, — 
murder conscience, — so that I may once moie, as in the old 
time, be glad with the gladness that only love can give, and 
only death can take away!” 

As he finished this unpremeditated, uncontrollaCle outburst 
his eyes wistfully sought hers, .^^^he met hisdook with a languid 
indifference and a half disdainful smile. 

‘‘Enough! Restrain thine ardour!” she said coldly, her 
dark dilating orbs shining like steel beneath the velvet softness 
of her long laslies. “ Thou dost speak ignorantly, unknowing 
what thy words involve — words to which ] well might bind 
thee, were I less forbearing to thine inconsiderate rashness. 
How like all men thou art 1 How keen to plunge into un- 
fathomed deeps, merely to snatch the pearl of present pleasure! 
How martyr-seeming* in thy fancied sufferings, as though thy 
little wave of personal sorrow swamped the world ! Oh won- 
drous human Egotism! — that sees but one great absolute ‘H 
scrawled on the ‘face of Nature! ‘1’ am afUictcd, let none 
dare to rejoice ! ‘ I ' would be glad, let none presume to 

grieve ! ” She laughed, a little low laugh of icy satire, and 
then resumed. “ I thank thee for thy proffered service, sir 
stranger, albeit I need it not, — nor do i c^re to claim it at thy 
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hands. Tnou art my guest — no more * Whether thou wilt 
hereafter deser\e to be enrolled my bondsman depends upon 
ihy prowess and— my humour 1 ” 

Her beautiful e>cs flashed scornfully, and there was some- 
thing cruel m her glance. Ihtos felt it sting him like a sharp 
blow. His nerves quivered, — his spirit rose in arms against 
the cynical hameiir of this woman whom he loved,— yes, — 
IcrvtJ^ with a curious sense of revived passion — pasaion thit 
S( em "d to have s^ept in a tomb for ages and that now suddenly 
<- prang into 1 fe and be mg, like a lirt kindled ant w on dead ashes^ 

Artme on a siuickn proud irajmlse he raised his head and 
looked at her wi li a bold steadfastm ss, — a critical sciulmy, — 
a calmly disc iiminatin ^ valuation of her plivsii^al charms that 
Hot the moment certainly ircd to startle her seh possession, 
fci a deep flush coloured the taiiiiess of ner face and then 
faded, leaving her pale as niadiic lltr emotion, whatever it 
wi'j, listed but a second, — yet in that ‘second he had i leasured 
his mental n^th against hers, and had become aware of his 
own supremacy! Hus con«^ciousness filled nim with peculiar 
sUisfiction He dtew a long j^ir ath like one narrowly escaped 
horn (lose peril He had now no fear of her — only a great, 
all absorbing, ill c vil love, and to that he Wvis recklessly content 
to yield Her eyes dwelt giitUringly fir^it upon him and then 
on Sah luma, as the eyes ot a falcon dwell on its prey, and her 
smile* was toueiud with a lU * rnihce, as she said, addressing 
them both — 

“Come, lur sirs' we will not ling-^r in this wilderness of 
wuld floweis A feast awaits us yonder — a feast prepared for 
those who, like youiselvt >, obey the creed of sw< et st If indulg- 
ence, — the worldwide creed wherein men find no fault, no 
shadow of inconu-.tency ! The truest wisdom is to enjoy,— 
the only philosophy that which teaches us n iw best to gratify 
our own desires' Delight cannot satiate the k>u 1, nor mirth 
engender weariness' Follow me' ' " d with a lithe move- 

ment she swept towards the door, her pH tigress creeping 
closely after her; the’, suddenly looking back she darted a 
lustrously eaiessing glance over her shoulder at Sah Iflma and 

201 



‘^ARDATH’^ 


stretched out her hand* He at once caught it in his own and 
kissed It with an almost brusque eagerness 

“I thought >ou had foigotten me*” he murmured m a vexed 
half rq roach ful Ume 

** Forgotten you? Forgotten Sah 1 ft mi? Impossible arc! 
her silvery laughter shook the air into hn\e ihrolis of niu^ir 
''When the greatest poct of the ♦ is forgotten, then fall, Ab 
Kyns* — for there shall he no more need of kingdoms* 
Laugh>ng still and allowing her hand to remain in liio, she 
passed out of tl''e pavilion, and 1 hcos followed tht m both as a 
man might follow the beckoning s>lj)hs in a fairv dreim 

A mellow, luminous, witrli nke radiance seemed to surround 
diem as they —two da^/ling figures g* ding on before him 
with the slow, Iqht grace of moonbeams flitting over a smoodi 
ocean fh^y seemed made for eaih otlu r, he roulo not 
sepaiate lUern in hn thoughts, but the sliangest jint of the 
matter wj^ the ft cling he had, that he birnst U o nchovv be 
lojqcd to them and th \ to him His id( o i die sulijfit, 
iiowever, wtre vtrv ukK finite, lu was in a <ofidiUon ol rn >re oi 
less absolute pissivcm >s, savi>^when strong shiioiero of gri^ f, 
meinojy, rtruotse or lou t-d ,asbion shiok him with s'uidtn 
force like a stoim bias! shaking some melinthoiv cypress who^e 
roots are in a yra\e He mused on I scoi i^ul words with 
a perplexed pain Was he then so >1 IIhU^ “ Ihe one gieat 
ab'>olute 'I' s^rawli 1 on the Ihc of NUure*” C oiik^ that 
apply to him? Su^eb^nol * since in Ins pi-, it ,t Pe oi mind 
he could hmdly liy claim to anvdi^^tiiut pciscn^nty, -^eting 
lliat that pei omlity was foi ever merging UscH and getting lo«-t 
m the more clearly perfect identity of vSihlbni, whom he 
regarded with a specu^s of profound hc»*o wordnp such as one 
man seldom feeh for anoth i To nil bnnself a Poet mrv 
seemed the acme\d ali’-urdily, how should sni h an one as he 
attempt to concjuer fame with a rival like Sah lilnia already in 
the hi Id and already supreimly viclonous? 

Pull of tlii.se fancies, he scarcely heeded the woncleis through 
whu.h he passed, as he followed his tw^'O radiant guides along. 
His eyes were tired, and rented almost indifferently on the 
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magnificence that everywhere sunounded him, though here and 
there certain objects attracted his attention as being curiously 
familiar These lofty corridors, gorgeously frescoed, — these 
splendid groups of statuary, — these palm shaded nooks of 
veidure where impn-^oned nightingale^ w grilled plaintive songs 
that were all the &we< ter for thtir sadness, — these spacious 
marble lo^gie cooled by the rising and killing spray oi myriad 
fount 11 ns —did he not dimly recognise all the^c things^ He 
thought CQ, was not sure, — for he hid arnved «.t a pass 
\^lui he could rely on neither hi^ n\xSon noi his niunor> 
Nail' lu of dee pel hanmliuion could he ha\e Ihin this, to feel 
within hm.s^.lf that he wai still an tnitlkctuiU senUent 

hufruui ( and that > 1 , at the -iauie tune, his i,afel could 
do not funs, to exinratt him fioin the temUc nivsl'uy which had 
en^mlfed bun Id c a luige flood, and when in he was d to 
and fro as hel[)]( ssly as a floating stiiw 

(^n, still on lie went, treading Josdy in Sah fo itsieps, 

and widfulh noting how often the n’Nrtje gii *andcd head of 
hi^ friend dir)(/ped caressinglv tv^wirds T }sia’s dusl y pj rtuin 'd 
KkLs, whence thooiS jewdh d jh nts* f mgs darted fl ishingly 
upwards like h/ht koiii da^-kness On >till oic tifl at la^^t he 
found liiinsdl in a mind vestibule, built entirely of ‘sparkling 
red granite Heie wen ten sphinxes, so liuge in form that a 
do/tn men might liave lounged at ease on each one of thcir 
enormous paw^' , they were ra ;ed in row** of five on each side , 
and their coldH nicihutive eVv.s appcired to dwell steadfast l> 
on the polish c d face of a laigt black D’ c placed conspicuously 
on a pedestal in the exact centre of tie pavement wtrange 
letters shone fioni time to tune on this ebiuiy tatilet, — kit rs 
that seemed to be written in quicksih er , thev glittered for a 
second, then ran off like phosjihorescc nt drops of wale r, and 
again reappeaied, but the same signs were new r repealed twice 
over. All were different, — all were rapid in their coiimg and 
going as fl.iihis of lightning Lys’a, oaching the Disc, 
turned it slightly, at her touch it revolvt'd like a flying wheel, 
and for a brief space w*. . literally covered with mvsterious char 
acters, which the beautiful Priestess perused with an apparent 

ao3 



“ARDATH’* 


air of satisfaction. All at once the fiery writing vanished ; the 
Disc was left black and bare, — ^and then a silver ball fell sud- 
denly upon it, with a clang, from some unseen height, and 
rolling off again instantly disappeared. At the same moment 
a harsh voice rising as it were from the deepest underground, 
chanted the following words in a monotonous recitative: — 

“ Fall, O thou lost Hour, into the dreadful Past ! Sink, O 
thou Pearl of Time, into the dark and fathomless abyss ! Not 
all the glory of kings or the wealth of emjjirc'S can purchase 
thee back again ! Not all the strength of warriors or the 
wisdom of sages can draw thee forth from the Abode of 
Silence whither thou art fled ! Farewell, lost Hour ! — and may 
the gods defend us from thy reproach at the Day of Doom i 
In the name of the Sun and Nagaya, — Peace ! 

The voice died away in a mufiled echo, and the slow solemn 
boom of a brazen-tongued bell struck midnight. Then Tlieos, 
raising his eyes, saw that all further progress was impeded by 
a great wall of solid rock that glistened at every point with 
flashes of pale and dark violet light — a wail coin])osed entirely 
of adamantine spar, crusted Hjjck with the rough growth of 
oriental amethyst. It rose sheer up from the ground to an 
altitude of about a hundred feet, and apparently closed in and 
completed the vestibule. 

Surely there was no passing through such a barrier as this ? — 
he thought wajnderingly ; neveitheless Lysia and Sah iftma 
still went on, and he— as perforce he was conijiclled — still 
followed. Arrived at the foot of the huge erection that 
towered above him like a steej) cliff of molten gems, he fancied 
he heard a faint sound behind it as of clinking glasses and 
boisterous laughter, but before he had time to consider what 
this might mean, Lysia laid her hand lightly on a small, 
protruding knob ‘of crystal, pressed it, and lo ! — the whole 
massive structure yawned open suddenly without any noise, 
suspending itself as it were in sparkling festoons of purple 
stalactites over the voluptuously-magnificeiit scene disclosed. 

At first it w’as difficult to discern •‘tnpre than a gorgeous 
maze of swaying light and colour, as though a great field of 
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tulips in full bloom should be seen waving to and fro in the 
breath of a soft wind ; but gradually this bewildering dazzle of 
gold and green, violet and crimson, resolved itself into definite 
form and substance ; and Theos standing beside his two com- 
panions on the elevated threshold of the partition through 
which they had entered, was able to look down and survey 
with tolciable composure the w'ondrous details of ilie glittering 
picture— a picture that looked like a fairy-fantasy poised in a 
haze of jcwel-like radiance as of vaporized sri[)j>ljire. 

He saw beneath Ihm a vast circular hall or am phi theatre, 
roofed in by a lofty dome of ricliest malachite, from tlie centre 
of which was susjiended a huge glo]>e of fire, that revolved 
with inciedible swiftn^^ss, flinging vivid blood-red irys on the 
ambci -coloured silken carpets and embroideries that strewed 
the floor below. The dome was sujipoited by rows upon rows 
of tall, ta])en ng, crystal columns, clear as translucent water 
and gioen a^) the giass in spring,— and between and beyond 
these columns on the left-hand side there were large oval- 
sh.a]ied easements set wide open to the night, through which 
the gleam of a liroftci lake laden with water lilies could b(‘ seen 
shuiimering in the yellow moon. I'he middle of the hall was 
occupied by a long table covered with draperies of gold, wliite, 
and green, and heaped with all the costly accessories of a 
samptuous banejuet such as might have been spread before the 
gods of Olympus in the fu!^ height of Iheii legendary prime. 
Here were the lovely hues of heaj)ed-u}> fruit,- the tender 
bloom of scattered flowers, — the glisten of jewelled flagons 
and goblets, the flash of massive golo dishes carried aloft by 
black slaves attired in white and crimson, — the red glow of 
puured-out wine; and heie, in the drowsy waimtli, lounging on 
divan.'> of velvet and eirituoidered satin, eating, drinking, idly 
go^sijiing, loudly laughing and occasionally bursting into wild 
snat dies of song, w'erc a company of briiliant-I' oking person- 
ages, — all men, all yemng, all handsom*' aM richly clad, and all 
evidently bent on enjoying the pleasures offered by the ituiiie- 
diate hour. Suddenly however, their noisy voices ceased — 
with one accord, as though drawn by some magnetic spell, they 
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all turned their heads towards the platform where Lysia had just 
silently made her appearance, — ^and springing from their seats 
they broke into a boipterous shout of acclamation and welcome. 
One young man whose flushed face had all the joyous, wanton, 
effeminate beauty or a pictured Dionysius, reeled forward, 
goblet in hand, and tossing the wine in air so that it splashed 
down again at his feet, staining uis while garments as it fell 
with a stain as of blood, he cried tipsily — 

“All hail, Lysia ! Where hast thou wanden^d so long, thou 
Goddess of I\Iorn? We have been lost in the blackness of 
night, sunk in the depths of a hell-like gloom — but lo ! now 
the clouds have broken in the east, and our hearts rejoice at 
the birth of day 1 Vanish, dull moon, and be ashamed ! — for 
a fairer planet rules the sky! Hence, yc stars 1 —puny glow- 
worms la,',]]y crawling in the fields of ether I Lysia invests the 
heaven and caith, and in her smile we live I Ha! Art thou 
there, Sah-hhna? Come, praise me for my improvised love- 
lines ; they aie as good as thine, 1 warrant thee ! Canst com- 
pose when thou art drunk, my dainty Laureate? T^uain a cup 
then, and string me a stanza I Where is thyfool Zah<Vaes ? I 
would fain tickle his long ears vdth ribald rhyme, and hcaiken 
to the barbarous braying forth of his asinine reflections I Lysia I 

what, Lysia I dost thou frown at me? Frown not, sweet 

queen, but rather laugh ! — thy laughter kills, ’tis tiue, but thy 
frown doth loriure spirits after deatli I Unbend thy brows) 
Night looms beUveen them like a chaos ! — we will have no 
more night, I say, but only noon! -a long, languorous, lovely 
noon, flower-girdled and sunl^eam-ciad ' 

** ‘ With roses, roses, ro'^es ciown iny head, 

F'or my days are few ! 

Ai)d remember, sweet, when I am doad, 

Thj^t rny heazt was true ! * ” 

Singing unsteadily, with the emj)ty grblet upside down in his 
hand, be looked up laughing, — his bright eyes flashing wdlh a 
wild feverish fire, his fair hair tossed back from hi* browns and 
entangled in a half-crushed wreath of *^vipe- leaves, — his rich 
garments disordered, his whole demeanour that of one pos- 
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scssed by a seiri-delirium of sensuous pleasure, — when all at 
once, meeting Lysia’s keen glance, he started as though he had 
been suddenly slabbed, — the goblet fell from his clasp, and a 
viable shudder ran through his strong supple frame. The low, 
cold, merciless laughter of the beautiful Priestess cut through 
the dir hissingly like tlie sweep of a scimitar. 

‘*Thou art wondious merry, Nir-jalis,^' she said, in languid, 
la/ily enunciated accents. “ Knowest thou not that too much 
mirtli engenders weeiiing, and that excessive rejoicing hath its 
^‘tting end in grievous lamentation? Nay, e\en now already 
thou lookest more sadly i What sombre cloud has crossed ihy 
winc-hued heaven? Be happy while ihuu inayesi, good fool ! 
-- I blame thee notl Sooner or later all things uiiisl end !->-in 
the meantime, make thou the most of life while I'fe rs mains j 
’tis at Its best an uncertain heritage, that once rashly sejuandered 
r^n never be restored, cither lit re or hereafter.” 

The words were gently, almo'>t teudeily, spoken; but Nir- 
jalis, hearing tliein, grew white as death — his smile faded, 
Icriving his bps set and stern as the lips of a ma.l/le mask. 
Stooping, he laiscdi Ins fallen goblet and held it out almost 
mechanically to a [assmg slave, who re-filled it with wine, 
which he drank of! thirstily at a dinught, though the generous 
lic|uid brought no colour bark to his drawn and ashy features. 

i.ysia paid no further heed to his evident discomfiture ; 
bidding Sah iflrna and Tlieo 'blK'w her, she descended the few 
steps that led from the laised jiLitform into the boc*y of the 
brilliant hall ; the rocky screen of amethyst closed be hind her 
as noiselessly as it had opened, and m another moment she 
stood among her assembled guests, who at once surrounded 
her wuth eager salutations and gracefully- worded flatteries. 
Smiling on them all with that strange smile of hers that was 
HKue scornful than sweet, and yet so infinitvdy bewitclring, she 
said little in answer to their greetings, — she me' ed as a queen 
moves through a crowd of courtiers, tL ' v 'ried light of crimson 
and green playing about her like so many sparkles of living 
flame, — her dark heac’, wreathed mih those jewelled serpents, 
lifting itself proudly erect from her muffling golden mantle, and 
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her eyes shining with that frosty gleam of mockery which made 
them look so lustrous yet so cold. And now Theos perceived 
that at one end of the splendid banquet-table a dais was erected, 
draped richly in carnation-coloured silk, and that on this dais a 
throne was placed — a throne composed entirely of black crystals, 
whose needle-like points sparkled with a dark flash as of bayo- 
nets seen through the smoke of battle. It was cushioned in 
black velvet, and above it ivas a bent arch of ivory on which 
glittered a twisted snake of clustered emeralds. 

With that slow superb ease th.it distinguished all her actions, 
Lysia, attended closely by her tigress, mounted the dais, — and 
as she did so a loud clash of brazen btlls rang out from some 
invisible turret beyond the summit of the great dome. At the 
sound of the jangling chime four negi esses appeared — goblin 
creatures that looked as though they had suddenly bprimg from 
some sooty subterranean region of gnomes -—and humbly prov 
trating themselves before L>sia, kissed the ground at her fcft 
This done, they rose, and began to undo tbi^ fa'^ttnings of her 
golden dormno like garmiiit ; but eilhci the) were slow, or the 
fair priestess was impatient, foi ,she suddenly shook heiself fue 
of their hands, and, loosening the gorgeous mantle herself from 
its jcw^^llcd clasps, it fell slowly from her symmetrical form on 
the perfumed floor with a lustle as of falling leaves. 

A sigh quivered audibly through the room— whether of grief, 
joy, hope, rehef or despair it was difficult to tell. "I'lie pride 
and i^enl of a matchless loveliness was revealed in all its tatal 
seductiveness and invincible oliength —the inesistible perfection 
of woman's beauty was openly displayed to bewilder the sight 
and rouse the reckless passions of man ' Who could look on 
such delicate, dangerous, witching charms unmoved? Who 
could gaze on the exquisite outlines of a form faiier than that 
of any sc ulptured' Venus and refuse to acknowledge its powder 
fully sweet attraction ? 

The Virgin Priestess of the Sun bad stepped out of her 
shrine , — no longer a creature removed, impersonal, and sacred, 
she had become most absolutely human. Moreover, she might 
now have been taken for a bacchante, a dancer, or any other 
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unsexed example of womanhood, inasmuch as with h^.r golden 
mantle she had thrown off all disguise of modesty. Her beau- 
tiful limbs, rounded and smooth as pearl, could be plainly 
d’seerned through the filmy garb of silvery tissue that clung 
like a pale mist about the voluptuous curves of her figure and 
floated behind her in shiny gossamer folds , her dazzling white 
neek and amis were bare, — and from shm wrist to snowy 
shoulder, little twining diamond snak< s glistened m close coils 
against the velvety fairness of her flesh A silver serpent with 
1 held of sappliires girdled her waist ind just above the full 
wave of her bosom, tliat rose and All visibly beneath the 
transpaient gathers of her gauzy drape i/, shone a large fiery 
jewel, fashioned in the senil)lan<e of a human Eye This 
singular orn iment wns so lifelike a-* to lx absolutelv repulsive, 
and as it moved to and fro with its wea^-er’s breathing it 7C‘emed 
now to stare igha'»t,-- anon to flash wif ktdly as with a liiought 
of evil, wliile more often still it assumed i lesllessly watchful 
expression as though it were the e)e of a h^nd uiijui^itor intent 
on the dUeition of some secret trc^aeluiv Poised between 
tliose fair wliitt iwasls it glared forth, a glittering Menace,-- 
a warning ot unimaginable fiorror, and Iheos, gating at it 
flxtdl), f( It a curious thrill run through him, as it, so to speak, 
a hook of steel had been suddenly thrust into his quivering 
veins to draw him steadily and securely on towards some pitfall 
ol unknown lortuio'' fb " h remen tiered what bah IQnia 
had said about the “all leflectmg Eye, tin weiid m»rror and 
potent dazzle r of human sigh»,” and wondered whether its 
m)s*^ical projicrties weu' such ps to compel men to involun 
taiily declire their ina*jst thoughts, — for '^enud to him 
that Its sinister glow penetrated into the ver) deepest recesses 
of his mind, and there discovered all the hid e’en weaknesses, 
follies and pi'.sions of the worst side of hiS •'ature ! 

He trembled and grew faint, — his dazrd tye-^ wandered over 
the dainty grace and marvel of Lysia’* "Jmost unclad loveliness 
with mingled emotions of allurenient ar.d repugnance Fascin- 
ated, yet at the same time repelled, h’s soul yearned towards 
her as the soul of the knight in the Lorelei legend yearned 

209 



«ARDATH 


towards the singing Rhine-siren, whose embrace was destruo- 
tion ; and then, — he became filled with a strange sudden fear ; 
fear, not for himself, but for Sah Ifima, whose ardent glance 
burned into her dark languid lidded amoious orbs \Mth the 
lustre of flame meeting flame — Sah Iflma, ^hose beautiful 
flushed face was as that of a god ihspiied or lover triumphant. 
What could he do to shield and ^ave this so idoli/ed fntnd of 
his? — this deal familiar foi whom he had such close and ever- 
increasing sympaiiiy ’ Might he not possibly guaid him in 
some wa> and ward off impending danger ’ But what dinger? 
What spectral shadow of dread hovtred above this brilliant 
scene of high feasting and voluptuous revehy? None that 
he could nn ginc or define, and >et he was conscious of an 
ominous unuttered premonition of peril in thi very an — peril 

for Sah Ifltri, alwa}s for Sihlfima, never for himself, Vlf 

seemed di ad and entombed for ever t Involuntarilv lilting h 
eyes to the gnat grr m dome where the globe of fire tvviiltd 
rapidly hke a rolling sta^ he saw some woids wriUen round 
It in gOidfn liOus, they wore IrU^^c and tloCnut, and lan 
thus -- 

“Live in the Now, but (juesrion not the Afttiwards 

A wi*'^ a'lOm’ - vet almost a platitude, for did not every- 
one 0(1 upy themselves exclusively with the No^, u Laull 'is of 
future const (jne IK es ? Of course’ Who but sages or fools 
—would stop to cpiestion the Afterward-^ ’ 

Just then I vsia asetnd d her black cry'^tal thr-^ne in all her 
statuesque niajc'^^ty, and sinking jndoltntlv amid its Jablc 
cushums where she slione in her wonderful whiteness like a 
glistening pearl set in tboin, she signed to lur quests to resume 
their places at table She wui in^-tantly obtved Sih Ifima 
look what was evidently his accustomc-^d post dt h r light hand, 
while Theos found a vacant cointr on her left, next to the 
picturesque lounging figure of the young man Nirjalis, who 
looked up at him with a half smile as he stated himself, and 
courteously made more room for him among the tumbled 
emerald silk draperies of the luxurious divan they now shared 
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together Nirialis was by no means sober, but he had re- 
covered a little of his self possession since I vsia’s sleepy eyes 
had daitcd such cold contempt upon Inni, and he seemed for 
the present to be on his guard agiinst giving an) tiiuhcr possible 
cause of oflciic t 

“ ] liou ait a new comer, —a strani;cr, if 1 ini not?” he 
inquiicd in a low, abrupt, yet kind'y tone 

“^cs,” up] id Iheos in the same soft w/t rare “I am a 
m( rc sojoinnt r m A1 Kyns for a few <lavs only, tir ^ucst ot 
t jc di\ me s lb 1 lini ” 

Nir j ilis rai < d his eyebiows with an of amused 

womk^ 

“l)n UP ’ ” be bCed “Bv ci) l.nth * What neophyte 
have wt hcie ^ ” and supporting himself on one el]>Ovv ne stared 
at bis tonj])inion as though be siw in him ne singular 
humin T'‘) < j o'l) pnn “ Dost thou rc ill> lx lo / be went on 
]esiin i\ ‘in iIk* duinity of poets? Dost lliou ti nk they 
wiih »\bn they niv 111 , or practise wnit they puach? Then 
a^l th )u ilu ^(r -.t innocent tliat \fi won the muscular 
semblance ot nun** Potts, my^ricnd are the nio'^t absolute 
impostors —they n < lodi/e their ihynK i music on puses of 
emotion tlu > luve ne\er experienced, as for instmce our 
Laiiiea^e yondt'r will string a pretty son’"»el on the cle«-paii of 
love, he know in nothing of despxir, -he will wriie of a liroken 
henrt, his own biing nnpric’ d ly so much a'^ a fim’s [>oint of 
trouble, and he wib speak in his vois^ of dying for love wl on 
he would not 1 t his little finger ache for the sike of a woman 
who wotship])i d liim ’ 1 Lok not so \ igut 1\ tis o, indeed * 

— and for the divine p rt ot him, wail but a lade, and thou 
shall thy poet god bee ome a satyr ' ' 

He laug] cd maliciously, and Iheos f< It an aujry rlush nsing 
to Ins blows He < ould not bear to htai Sa lO i a thus lightly 
maligned evt n by this Inlf diunken reveiler ’ slu^'g him to 
the quick, as if he personally weie ided m the implied 
accusation of unwoithiness. Nn-jahs perceived his aiinoyaiiec, 
and added gucid nature ily — 

*‘Tush, man * Vex not thy soul as to thv friend^s virtues Jir 
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vices — what are they to thee? And of a truth Sah-lUma is no 
worse than the rest of us. All I maintain is, that he is certainly 
no better. I have known many poets in my day, and they are 
all more or less alike — petulant as babes, peevish as women, 
selfish as misers, and conceited as peacocks. They should be 
different ? Oh, yes • — tliey should be the per])etual youth ot 
mankind, the faithful singers t f love ideah/ed and made 
perfect. But then none of us are what we ought to be ! 
Besides, if we were all virtuous, — by the god's ' -the world 
would become too dull a hole to live in ’ Luough ’ Wilt 
drink with me?’’ and beckoning a slave, he had his own 
goblet and that of Theos filled to the brim with wine. 

'*To our moie intimate acquaintance’” he said smilingly, 
and Theos, somewhat captivated by the easy couilesy of his 
manner, could do no less than respond cordial’y to the 
proffered toast At that moment a tnuinj)hanl burst of music, 
like the sound of mingled flutes, hautboys and bai[>», rU'ihed 
through the dome like a strong wind sweeping in from the sea, 
and with it the hum and bu// of torivtisiiion b gin in good 
earnest. Theos, lifting his ga/e towards [^^‘‘ii’s s( at, saw that 
she was now suirounded by the four atti ndint negressi.s, who, 
standing two on each side of her throne, held Luge tins of 
peacock plumes, which, as they were weaved slorvly to and fro, 
emitted a thousand scintillations of jewel like splendour. A 
slav^e, attired m scarlet, kn< It on one knee bcTor'-' her, proftenng 
a golden salver loaded with the chou cst fiuits andwiius; a 
lazy smile plavcd on her lq>s — lips that outriv ailed the dewy 
tint of half-opening roses; the serjK'nts m her hau and on her 
rounded arms quiverfd in the heht like living things; the 
great Symbolic Eye glanced wickedly out from the wdute 
beauty of her heaving breast; and as he surveved her, thus 
resplendent in all the startling seductiveness of her dangerous 
charms, her loveliness entranced and intoxicated him like the 
faint perfume of some laie and jiow'eiful exotic, — his senses 
seemed to sink drowningly in the w^helming influen^^e of her 
soft and daz7ling giace; and though he still resented, he could 
not resist her mesmeric powxr. No wonder, he thought, that 
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Sah Kima’s eyes darkened with passion as they d^^elt on her! — 
and no wonder that he, like Sah Ihnia, was content to be 
gently but surely drawn within the glittering wtb of her magic 
spill — a spell fatal, yet too bewildcnngly swtet for human 
sliength to fi^ht against The mysterious sense he had of 
dtnger Unking soni^wheie for Sih Ihnn, applied, so he fancied, 
in no way to himself — it did not much inaltci what happened 
to him- he was a mere nobody He could be of no use any 
when , he was as one bani^^hed into strange ex le, his brain — 
that biairi he had onet d< c med so ckai so subtlt s ^ emini ntly 
n a soiling and all comprehensive ~w a ■> now nothing out a 
chiotic conlision of v tgue suggestions, and onl; served to 
vcryslghtl} ^ukI< hin ii the iinmcd ate present, givin^ him 
no prutKi’ clue at alias to the past th^oUj^h wh ch he had 
Ined or tlu Miuini Lances he most wished to remember He 
was a fool i dn amer — uiij^ifled ii ifamous w^re be to die, 
not a oOa wuuld re,^iet his loss Ihs own tate tncrefore 
conicrntd him litth - he could handle tin rec klessK and not 
I el llu flan he coil i <^0 he I elieved, ran risk and yet 
escape co np i ilntiy trcv. ot barm. 

liut with Sail Cima it wa *ditTer^nt’ Sah Ihma mast be 
guarded Tnd rhi ri'-hc ci , his w is a valuable hit.— tl e life of a 
^cnius such as the world secs but onee in a century— audit should 
not so I htos determined, — be imncniled or vvasted , no* not 
even for the cl the sem ous exquisite, conquering beauty 
of tins ch/ lin, Pneste sot the Sen— the fnrcsl surcticss t> at 
ever tnuniphv.c^ o\ex the trad yet iramorlal bpirit of Min I 


VHI 

Tin lOvE Tn\T KIILS 

H OW the time we at he could m tell, in so gay and 
gorgeems a sceno hours nnc;ht eisly pass with the 
swiftness of unmarked moments Peals of higbter eciioed 
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now and again through the vaulted dome, and excited voices 
were frequently raised in clamorous disputations and conten- 
tious arguments that only just sheered off the boundary-line 
of an actual quarrel. All sorts of topics were discussed — ^the 
laws, the existing mode of government, the latest discoveries 
in science, and the military prowe'^s of the King — but the 
conversation chiefly turned on the spread of disloyalty, atheism, 
and republicanism among the population of Al-Kyris, — and 
the influence of Khosrfll on the minds of the lower classes. 
The episode of the Prophet’s late capture and fresh escape 
seemed to be perfectly well known to all present, though it 
had occurred so recently ; one would have thought the detailed 
account of it had been received through some [)nvaLe telephone, 
communicating with the King's palace. 

As the banquet piogressed and the wine flowed more 
lavishly, the assembled guests grew less and less cncumspcct 
in their general behaviour ; they flung themselves full length 
on their luxurious couches in the laziest attitudes, now palling 
out handfal.s of flowers from the tall porcehiin jars that stood 
near, and ])eiting one another with them for mere idle diver- 
sion, — now summoning the attendant slaves to relill their 
wine-cups, while they lay lounging at ease among their heaped- 
up cushions of silk and embroidery ; and yet with all the 
voluptuous freedom of their manners, the pic turesque grace 
that distingnbhed lliem was never wholly destroyed. These 
young men were dissolute, but not coarse; bold, but not 
vulgar; tlmy took their pleasure in a delicately wanton fashion 
that was infinitely more dangerous in its intluence on the mind 
than would have been' the gross mirth and broad jesting of a 
similar number of uneducated plebeians. The rude licentious- 
ness of an uncultivated boor has its safety-valve in disgust and 
satiety, — but tlie sqU, enervating sensualism of a trained and 
cultured epicurean aristocrat is a moral jioison whose effects 
are so insidious as to be scarcely felt till all the native nobility 
of character has withered, and naught is left of a man but the 
shadow- wreck of his former self. „ 

I’here was nothing repulsive in the half-ironical, half-mis- 
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chievous merriment of these patrician revellers ; their witticisms 
were brilliant and pointed, but never indelicate ; and if their 
darker passions were roused, and ready to run riot, they 
showed as yet no sign of it. They enjoyed — yes ! with that 
selfish animal enjoyment and love ol personal indulgence 
which all men, old and young without cxcejnion, take such 
delight in — unless indeed they be sworn aud soi rowful 
anchorites, and even then you may be sure they are always 
regretting the easy license and libertinage of their bygone days 
of unbridled independence, when they could fc'ster their pet 
weaknesses, cherish their favourite vices and laugh at all 
creeds and all morality as though Divine Justice were a mere 
empty name, an«l they tlieinselves the super-essence of creation. 
Ah, what a ridiculous spectacle is Man 1 l‘he two-legged pigmy 
of limited brain, and still more limited sympalliics, that stand- 
ing arrogantly on his little grave the earth, coolly criticizes the 
UniveihC, seuies laws, and measures his puny stature against 
that awful Unknown Force, deeply hidden, but majestically 
existent, which for want of ampler designation we call Gor>— 
God, whom some »of us will scarcely recognise, save with a 
mixture of doubt, levity, and ‘general relnctjnce ; God, whom 
we never obey unless obedience is enlorced bytvd.nuitv ; God, 
whom w^e never truly love, because so many of us prefer to 
stake our (Fauces of the future on the possibility of His 
non-cxisteiu'c 1 

Strangely enough, thoughts of this God, this despised and 
forgotten CreaUjr, came wandering hazily over Theos’s mind at 
the present moment when, glancing roiuai the splendid baru|iiet- 
table, he studied the diffirent faces ot iiJI assembled, and huw 
Self, Self, Self, indelibly impressed on every one of them. Not 
a single countenance was there that did not openly betray the 
complacent hauteur and tranquil vanity of absolute P^gotism, 
Sah-lfima’s especially But then Sah liima had something to 
be proud of -his genius; it was nat'.r.'^l that he should be 
satisfied with himself, — he was a great man ! But was it well 
for even a great man tg admire his own greatness ? This was 
a pertinent question, and somewhat difficult to answer. A 
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genius must surely be more or less conscious of his superiority 
to those who have no genius ? Yet why ? May it not happen 
on occasions, that the so called fool shall teach a lesson to the 
so called wiisc man ? Then where is the wise man’s superiority 
if a fool can instruct him ? Tbeos found these suggestions 
curiously puzzling, they seemt d simple enough, and yet they 
opent d up a vista of intneate disquisition which he was in no 
humour to follow To escape rom his own reflections he 
be^^an to piy close attention to the conversition going on 
around him, and listened with an ca^cr, almuSt painiiil iinercst, 
whenc\er he heard I ysia’s sweet, languid vou e c hiining thiough 
the clatter of mens tongues Ide the silver stiuLe of a small 
bell rmging in a s^orm at 

“And how hist thou left thy pile beauty NiphraU^’* she 
was asking SslilDmi in half cold, half carcssiiig accents 
“ Does her sihgiiii; still charm thee aj of )ore^ 1 uncki^tind 
thou h ist giv<. n her lit r heed oiii Is that [uiuknt ? Wa-' siie 
not s ifer a sla\c ? ' 

Sah ICliua gl met d up quickly m surprise “Mfer? blic is 
as safe as i u^se m us green slu Un,’' l^e icplicG ‘ What 
harm should tome to her 

“ 1 spole not of harm,” said 1 with a la/y smd( “but 
the da) mi) tonic ^ood minstrel, when tlu ^]v ill cd rose nij> 
seek some luwer suucslmu thin thy face^ -wIilh tli\ nui'^h 
poesy nia pJi u]>on her pirit, and th) line soius grow st lie < 
— and she i lay nring lur hirj) to a difkrent tune thin tlu 
perpetual adoritioi li)mn of Sih Ihnia * ” 

The handoome 1 lureatt looked dinU'>^d 

“Ltt her do so th:;n he laughed caieicssly “ Were she 
to leave me I should not miss her greatly, a thousand pieces 
of gold will puu liase me another voue as sweet as hers, — 
another maid asjair* Meanwhile die child is fiee to shape 
her own fate, — her own future I bind her no longer to iny 
service, nevertheless, like the jessamine flown;, she clings, — 
and will not easily unwind the tendrils of her heart from 
mine.” 

“Poor jessamine flower!” murmured L)sia negligently, with 
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a touch of malice in her tone. “What a rock it doth embiace , 
how little vantac;e ground it hath wherein to blossom ’ And 
her drowsy eyes shot forth a fiery glance from under their 
heavily fnnged drooping white lids 

Sah Ifima met her look with one of mingled \e\atJon and 
reproach , she smiled, and raising a goblet of wine to her lips, 
kissed the brim, and give it to him with an indescribably 
graceful swiying gesture of her whole form that reminded one 
of 1 till white lily bowing in the breeze He seized the cup 
eigf rly, drank from it, and returned it, — his moineirary annoy- 
nce, whatever it was, passed, and i ^o^ous elation illumii.ed 
lus Tint featuits J hen Lysia, refilling tlie cuj), kis-,ed it again 
and handed it to Thcos with so much soft animation and 
tcndeinesb in her f k as she turned to him, that his enfortid 
r ilmncss nearly give way, and he had mueh ado to restiiin 
hiinstlf from f j]hn>^ it her fiet m a tiinsport of passion and 
ei)in^ out, I ()\L me, <) thou sorceress sovereign of bt auty * 
— lov( me if only foi an hoi r, and then Id me die ’ -for I 
sDall laveh\ceou* ill the ji^ys of life in ont embrace of thine 
His hind ticmbltd-ias he t)ok iht gobUt, and he dunk hdf 
Its contcnls Ini slil\,— then im t iting Sihifirnas f xample, he 
rf tinned it to her with a p ofound salutation Her eyes d^.'elt 
mcdititivdy upon hi n 

“What i (1 irk, still, melancholv eounlt nance u thine, Sir 
Theos*” he sud al)iu])tly “ Thou art, lor sure, a man of 
strongly repre >cd and cor "iitiited passions, — tis a nature 
I love’ I would tluie were more of thy proud and chilly 
temperament m AlKvns’ Our men ait like velvet winged 
butieiflics, drinking hoiu v all diy aiu’ drjwsing in sunshine — 
full to the blows of folly, — frul ind delicate as the little 
dancing iinidens of the King's seraglio, -neivous too, with 
weak heads, tint arc apt to ache on sin ill ))iovoeaLion, and 
bodies th It arc apt to fail eisily when but sightly fatigued. 
Aye’ — thou art a man, clothed conijilete *j manliness, — 
moreovc r- 

She paused, and leaning forward so that the dark shower of 
her perfumed hair brushed his arm, — “ Hast ever heard 
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travellers talk of volcanoes ? — ^tliose marvelloas mountains that 
oft wear crowns of ice on their summits and yet hold un- 
quenchable fire in their depths ? Methinks thou dost resemble 
these^ — and that at a touch, the flames would kap forth 
uncontrolled ’ ” 

Her magical low voire, more melodious in tone than the 
sound of harps played by moonlight on the witcr, thnlled in 
hjs ears and set his pulses beatiig madly, — with an effort he 
checked the torrent ot love wortls that rushed to his lips, and 
looked at her in a sort of wildly wondering appeal. Her 
laughter rang out m sihcry swtet ripples, and throwing herself 
la7i]y back in her throne, she called — 

“ Aizifl— Ai/if 

7'hc great tignss instantly bounded forward an obedient 
hound, and plartd Us fore paws on her knees, while she j^lay 
fully htld a sugared eomiit I above its head 

“Up, Ai/jf ^ — up < she eiK<l imrthfally — “ Up * and be like 
a ’M\n foi once f --Snatch tny pleasme at all hvii s ’ 

With a rori, the savijt biute leaped and its sharp 

white Ueth fully dispUyr d, ii^ dy eyes *'l.hsleninj.ly 

prominent, -and ai»ain Lysias iich laughh^r peaied forth, 
mingling with the iinjntient snarls of her icrntic favourite 
Still she htld the tern i f mg moisel in her link siiinvy hand 
that glittered all over with rare gems, — and sull the tigicss 
continiu d to mike iiTipotent attcui})ts to reach it, growing 
moie and more teroeuius with c^ciy fiedi efiort,- till, all at 
once, she shut her jialm upon the dainty so that U coiJd not 
be seen, and hghtlv e itching the irritated beast by the tnroat, 
brought Its eyes on a kvU with ha own 1 ne ellcct wns 
instantaneous, —a suong shudder passed through its fiame, - 
It cowered and crouched lu vei and lower in abject fear, — the 
swi at broke out,, and stood m laige drops on Us sltck hide, — 
and, panting heavily, as the firm grasp of it. mistress slowly 
relaxed, it sank down prone in trembling abasement on the 
second step of the dais, still looking up into those densely 
brilliant gazelle eyes that were full of such deadly fascination 
and meiciless tyranny. 
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” Good Aizif ! ” said Lysia then, in that languid soft voice, 
that while so sweet, suggested hidden treachery, — ** Gentle 
fondling * — Thou habt fairly earned thy leward -Here ’—take 
It I ** — and unclosing her roseate palm, she sho\sed the desired 
bonne bouclie, and oOtred it with a pretty ro'iMng piir,- but the 
tigiuss now relUbcd to tou^ h it, and lay as still as an animal of 
painted stone 

“What a triK ]>hilosopher she is, my sweet Aizif ’ ^ she went 
on amu'.edl}, slicking the cn nine’s head — “Her feminine wit 
tcache"’ her whit the dell brims ot men c.m nt\er giisp, - 
namclv, thot pkasmes, no rnalUr liow su( 1 1, turn to ashes nnd 
woimwood v^lnn obt untd, — and that the only happmes> 
m this woild IS the I’^xiiii oi W ne’ Ihore is a subject for 
thee, Sih lihm ’ —wnte '»n nurnoital O J on the Tii)sttries, the 
dehghts, the ne\eT endii 5 irv diimnl of Desire’ —but carry 
not th) fanc> on to d sirt s fuliihntnt, foi there thou shall find 
infinite I itternt^s’ 'I he soul th it wilfinlv gral lU-s its ddlarest 
wish, his str { ned lif^ or its siipicmcst lo), and stands Ihoie 
alter m an ei i’ tici sphere, sonowfui ind ilonc,- with nothing 
left to ho])e lor, noOi^ig to ’00k foivi ?rd to, sa\e death, the 
end ot all ainb' ion ’ ’ ■* 

‘*Na), fair ladjd’ — said Iheos suddenK, — ‘‘We who deem 
ouTSclvts tlic rhildKii of the hi h gods, and the oft pnng of a 
Spiiit Ftermi, nia) ^nrciv aspne to soniethiug b(> nid this 
df ith, tint hkc a bLuk s A, closes up the biief srro’l of our 
merely human existence’ And to u^, ther hue, ambioon 
sliould be ceaseless — for if wc ini>ter the world, tlure arc yet 
rnort w >rlds to win —and it we find one heaven, we do but 
ac( ept It as a pled je of other heave ns beyowd iL ’ The aspira 
tions ot Man are limtks^ — ^henie liis be t assuraru e of im 
mortality, -else why should be perpetually long tor things 
that here are impossible of attainment ? — thing*^ diat like faint 
floating clouds rimmed with aght, suggest, without declaring, 
a glory unperceived ? ” 

Lysia looked at him steadfastly, an .indergleam of malice 
shining in her slumbrous eyes 

M Why ? Because, good sir, the gods love mirth ’ — and the 
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wanton Immortals are never more tho|oughly diverted, than 
when leaning downward from their clear empyrean, they behold 
Man, their Insect 1 oy, arrogating to himself a share in thfeir 
imperishable Essence 1 To keep up the Eternal Jest, they 
torture him with vain delusions, and prick him on with hopes 
never to be realized , — aye * and the w hole vast Heaven may 
well shake with thunderous laughter at the pride with which he 
doth put forth his ])uny claim to be elected to another and 
fairer state of existence • V\ hit liath he done? — whit does he 
do, to merit a futuic life? Arc his deeds so noble? — Is his 
wisdom so gieat? — is his mind so stainless? lie, the op 
pressor of all Nature and of his brotht r man,— he, tii insolent, 
self opinioniud t>i lut, yet bound slue of the Lartn ni which 
he dsvells, — whv sn mid he live and c iir) his ignoble 

pn senre into the sp (.ndours of in 1 temitv too vast for him to 
comprehend ?- \ IV nav ’ 1 y«.raive tnou an one of the 

credulous, for whom a rcas m rss wi^rship to in urjirovcd 
Deity IS, for the sake of slati yolu), mainl ned, — I hid 
thought thee w hi ’—hut iiO r iittf r ’ thou shait pay thv vows 
to the shnne of N i lya to monow, and ve with ^hil g’orious 
pomp and p \ )}iiy we impose on tiie fiithfal who hkt thcr, 
filicve m tl Lh own deilhless and divinely consiuutea nauirts, 
and enjo>, to tlu' full, die ^rand Conceit that y^ei indes them 
of their ri^ht to Immorlalit) ’ 

H r \ ords earned with them a <eitain p.a(tiral positiveness 
of meanuiw., iiul i In w is somewhat impressed b} then seem- 
ing truth After all, it wa^ a cuiious and unfounded conreU 
of man to imagine himseU the jiossessor of an immortal soul, 
and yet, — if all things were ihu outcome of a oivine Creitue 
Influt nee, was it not unjust of that Cieative Inllueni e to endow 
all hum inity with such a belief if it liad no foundat on whit- 
ever? \nd could injustice be associated with divine law? 

He, Theos, for instance, was ceitiin of his own immortality, 
-so ctitain that, surrounded as he was by this brilliant com- 
pany of evident atheists, he felt himsLlf to be the only n al and 
positive oistiug Being among an assembly of Shadow figures, — 
but It was not the time or the place to enti r into a theological 
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disrus?ion, especially with Lysia, — and for the moment at least, 
he allowed her assertions to remain uncontradicted. He sat, 
however, in a somewhat stem silence, now and then glancing 
wistfully and anxiously at Sah-lhma, on whom the potent wines 
were begmning to I ike effect, and who had just thrown himself 
down on the dus at Ljsu's feet, close to the tigress that still 
lay couclicd there in immovable quiet. It was a picture worthy 
of the grande«it painter^s brush, — that ghstening throne black 
as jet, with the fair foim of Lysia shining within it, like a white 
seanjniph at lest in a grotto of ocean stilarlues, — the fan- 
ti'-'^ically attired nLgres'^es on each s’de, with tin ir waving 
peacock plumes, — the vivid cai nation-colour of the dais, a^nnst 
which the bhek and yellow stripes of the tigrc'^s slioued up in 
strong and brilliant contra t, and the grac<.fiil w el-Oecked 
figure of the Poet Laureate, who, half sitting, half reclining on 
a black %elvet cushion, leaned his hand'^ome head lurlolently 
agiinst the silvery folds of Ly^ia^s robe, an 1 looked up xt her 
\Mtli eyes, in which bained the ardent admirition and scarcely 
rebtiained nasHon ol a pn\degea h>\ci. 

S iddenly and quite^ip\oluntauly 1 heos thought of Nipiirata, 
- alas, ]>oor maiden ! — how utterly her devotion to ^ab hlina 
was wasted i What did he care for her timid tenderness, — her 
unselfish worship? Nothing' — les-> thin nothing) He was 
entirely absoroed by the sovereign pcedess beauty of this won 
derful High Priestess,— this witch like weave” ol &| eli'^ more 
potent than those of Circe,— and musing thereon, 1 hen ^ was 
sorry for Niphrata, he kntw not why. He felt that she had 
som^^how’’ be^m wron^^ed, — tl\it she ‘=>uffercd,~ and that be, as 
well as Sah Ifima, was m some mjstcMoq^s way to blame for 
this, though he could by no means acenunt for his own sha e 
in the diml) -suggested reproach, i his j.eciiliar rernorsetnl 
emotion was tiansiloiy, like all the vagiieU incomplete meas 
that travelled mibUly through his perjilexed bran, and he soon 
forgot It in the increasing animation and interest of the scene 
that immediately surrounded him. 

The general conversation was becoming moie and more 
noisv, and the laughter more and more boisterous, — several of 
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the young men were now very much the worse for their frequent 
libations, and Nir jilis, particularly, began to show marked 
symptoms of an inclination to break loose from all the bonds 
of pmdent reserve. He lay full length on his silk divan, his 
feet touching Theos, who sat uj)right, — and, singing little 
snatches of song to himself, he pulled the vine-wreath from lus 
tumbled fair locks as though he found it too weighty, and flung 
it on the ground among the ot:?cT debris of the feast. Then 
folding his arms lazily behind his head, he stared straight and 
fixedly before him al Lysia, seeming to note every jewel on her 
dress, every ciuve of her body, every slight gesture of her liand, 
every faint cold smile that played on her lovely lips. One 
young man \\hom the others addressed as Ormaz, a haughty, 
handsome fellow enough, though with rather a sneering mouth 
just visiltle under his black moustache, was talking somewhat 
excitedly on the subject of Khcsrhl’s cunningly-devised flight, 
— for 11 seemed to be universally understood that the venerable 
Prof)het vas one of the Circle of Mystics, — ]>ersons whose 
knowledge of science, especially in matters connected with 
electricity, eiiab].xl them to perforin astoipshing jilgglenes, that 
vvere frequently accepted by Vhe uninitiated vulgar as almost 
divitie miracles. Not very long ago, according to Ormaz, who 
was animatedly recalling the circumstance for the benefit of 
the company, the words “Fall, Al-Kykis!’^ had apjjearcd 
emblazoned in letters of fire on the sky at midnight, and the 
phenomenon had been accomp'mied by two tremendous volleys 
of thunder, to the infinite consternation of the multitude, who 
received it as a supernatural manifestation. But a member of 
the King's Privy Ccuncil, a satirical sceptic and niistruster of 
everybody's w^ord but his own, undertook to sift the matter, — 
and ado])ting the dress of the Mystics, managed to introduce 
himself into one, of their secret assemldies, wheie with consider- 
able astonishment he saw them make use of a small wire, by 
means of which they wrote in characters of azure flame on the 
whiteness of a blank wall, — moreover, he discovered that they 
possessed a lofty turret, built secretly and securely in a deep 
unfrequented grove oi trees, from whence, with the aid of 
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various curious instruments and reflectors, they could fling out 
any pattern or df vice they chose on the sky, so that it should 
seem to be written by the finger of Lightning Having elua- 
dated these mystenes, and become highly edified ihcrtbv, the 
learned Councillor returned to the King, uid give tu^l mtorm- 
ation as to the result of his researches, whereupon U rty M> sties 
weie at once arrested and flung into piison for li^e, and their 
nefarious practices were made pubhclv known to all the in- 
habitants of the city Since then, no so^al’cd “spiritual” 
dem or strati or s had taken plact till now, when on this very 
m^ht Ztphoi iriim'b pitscncc f ti in her had been siauknly en- 
velo[)€d in the thundercius and terrifying darknc s which had 
so successfully covered Kiosiul's escape 

“ rht King Jiould Inu ■shin him at once” — declared Ormv 
emphatically, turning to L>sia as he spoke— “I am suipirtd 
tint His Majesty pel mp ted so fiigrant an impostor and Irts 
prstr of the hw to speak one word, or iiv< one momt^ni m 
n s ro) il prcst-iu e ’ 

“ I aoQ irt n f d, Oim i/, at mo t things, especial] v those 
nhieli livour ol siii'^jik g«. n ture and forhnanft,” -ic- 
-j] onded J ys i coldly ‘ rnob ait a woliisi >outh, and 
w ulast ir thine own biolher to shrrds u h thwaf^ed Uiy 
[Icasine 1 1 m)s< If I see little ausc foi astoni^ ment, that 

a solan hero like Z^phoiunm sIk iilu take soiiu pitv on so 
fiail and '^ged a wreck of hu n 1 1 vsit is Khosnil Khosnil 
[)h mes the Tauh- tKn? do v- not all bias 

pheiiie ? ” 

“Nol 111 thf ojen Stic tb * ’ said Onniz nastdy 
“No ve llJv^ not the mettle for that ' ’ and L^s i niiJed 
diikh, while the great Fve on lu r breist flasn i fuilh a 
saidonic lustre — “Stiong as ye all are, and yonna, >c 1 1 k the 
bravery of the weak old man who, nnd as he ma^ be, has at 
hast the courage of his c>p nions ’ Who is tfer^ here that 
believes m the ^un ab a j^cd, or in N'igi)a as a mediator? 
Not one, — but ye are cultured hypocrites all, and careful to 
keep your heresies secret 

“ And thou, Lysia > ** suddenly cried Nir j^llis, — “ Why, if thou 
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caost so liberally admire the valour of thy sworn enemy 
KhosrQl, why dost not thou step boldly forth, and abjure the 
Faith thou art Priestess of, yet in thy heart deridest as a 
miserable superstition ? ” 

She turned her splendid flashing orbs slowly upon him, — 
what an awful, chill, steely glitter leaped forth from their 
velvet soft depths * 

“ Prithee, be heedful of thy spee< h, good Nir jalis 1 ” she 
said, with a quiver in her voicc curiously like the suopressed 
snarl of her pet tiLUcss — 1 he majority of men arc fools, — 
like thee ' — and need to be ruled according to th^^ir toliy ’ ” 
Orml? broke into a laugh. “And thou dost rule them, wi^.e 
V’rgm, with a rod ol iron*” he siid satiru illy, — “Ihe King 
himself IS but a slave in thv hinds ’ ” 

** I he King IS a devout beli-^ver,” — remaiked a dunty, cfTe 
minale looking youth, arrayed m a wonderlully picturesque 
garb of glistening puiple, “lie y>iys his vows to Nagiva 
three tiiiif s a day, at sunrise, noon, and sutiset, —and ’tis aid 
he hath oft iieen seen of late in sihnt meditation alone before 
the bidtvi Veil, even after midnight |Ma)be Tie is thereat 
this very moment, offering uyl a loval petiiion for those of hi*? 
less pious siihjerts who, like our Ives, love good wine more 
than long prayt. 5 Ah ' — he is a mot ausloie* and noble 
monarch — a v'ery anchorite and jiattirn of strict religious 
discipline*” And he shook his head to and fio with an a^ 
of mocksuhmn fervour F.very one lau^htd, — and Ormaz 
playfully threw a cluster of half crushed roses at the speiker 
“Hold thy foolish longue, Phainim,” — he said, — “The 
King doth but show a fitting evirnple to his people, - there 
IS a tune to pray, and a tune to teist, and our Zephoranun 
tan do both as becomes a man But of his midnight medi 
tations 1 have iheaid luught, — sii ce when hath he deserted 
his Court of I ove for the colder chambers of the Sacred 
Temple?” 

“Ask Lysia * ” muttered Nirjalis drowsily, under his Ireath, 
“She knows more of the King tlian she cares to confess 

His words were spoken in a low voice, and yet they were 
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distinct enough for all piesent to hear. A glance of absolute 
dismay went round the table, and a breathless silence followed, 
like the ominous hush of a heated atmosphere before a thunder- 
clap. Nir jalis, apparently struck by the sudden stillness, looked 
lazily round from among the tumbkd cushions where he xe- 
clined,- a vacant, tipsy smile on his lips. 

“ What a company of mutes ye are ^ ” he said thickly, — 
‘‘Did ye not hear me? I bade ye ask Lysia,”—and all at 
once he sat licit upright, his face crimsoning as willi an access 
of passion, — “Ask Ly‘='ia • he repeated loud ly,--“ Ask her 
'why the mighty Zephoraniin creeps in and out the Sacred 
Temple at midnight like a skulking slave instead of a King > — 
at midnight, when he should be shut within his palace walls, 
placing the fool among his women* 1 warrant kis not piety 
that peisuades him to wander thiough the underground Passage 
of the Tombs alone and in disguise ’ bah Idma *— pretty 
pampeicd hound is thou art * — thou art near enough to Our 
lady of Witcheries, — ask her,— ask her - she knows,”— and 
his voK e sank into an incohertnt murmui, — “ she knows more 
than slie cares to e<*nftss * ” 

Anothei deep and deadi Ae pause ensued, — ^and then 
Libia’s silvery cold tones smote the profound silence with calm, 
clear resonance 

“hnend Nir-jalis,” she said, — how tuneful were her accents, 
— how chilly sweit her smile Me thinks thou art grown 
altogether too wise for this ^»o^ld * — ’tis pit> thou shouldst con- 
tinue to linger in so nanow ?nJ incomplete a sphere * — Depart 
hence then fore * — I shall freely excuse thine absence since 

TH\ HOUR HAS COMF»” 

And, taking from the table at her side a tall ci)stal cKaJice 
fashioned in the form of a lily set on a gulden stem, she held 
it up towaids him, Staiting wildly from couch he looked 
at hei, as though doubting whether hfe had heard her words 
aright, — a strong shudder shook him from id to foot, — his 
hands clenched Iheiiisehts convul>rx*y together, — and then 
slowly, slowly, he st.igg^^red to his feet and stood upright. He 
was suddenly but effectually sobered — the flush of intoxication 
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died off his cheeks — and his eyes grew strained and piteous 
Theos, watching him m wonder and fear, saw his broad chest 
heave with the rapid drawn gasping of his breath, — he advanced 
a step or two — then all at once stretched out his hands in 
imploring agony 

“ L;ysia < ” he murmured huskily ** Lysia *-~paidon t — spare 
me * 1 or the sake of past love, have pit) * ” 

At this Sah lliina sprang up froi i his lounging posture on ♦be 
dais, his hand on the hilt of his dagger, his whole face flaming 
with wrath 

“ By m) soul * ” he cned, “ Whit doth this fellow pr ite of ? — 
Past love^- Ibou profane boisUi how daust thou speak of 
love to the Piu sU :)S ol the J aith ? ” 

Nir jails hci led bun not His t)cs wirt on Lysia, 

like the t)<s o| a lortui d an mal who \ nnJ) sn-k, for rnc icy 
at the hind ol it^ ch tiO)er SUp b) step he caiut hesitatingly 
to the ^oot of h r tlirone, -and it was then thu Iluu per 
ceivtd nt: ir at hu d a persona e he imiuediitt y u( oi nis* d, ~ 
the bluk, arl( chd sia\<^ Li/ri, who Ind brc^i lit f )s ds 
message k/ " ^ Iflin i that same ilt(rn^on lb indmult 
ms aj p train now so switch ind s h ntH, (bat it w is nnpos 
sihlc to t( 11 wlirie li I ad con c from, and he st )od < I ) e to 
'Nil i lbs, his inu^edLi uns foJdt d ti^htb acros Ins t in t, ind 
lub liid oils 1 louth CO itoitfd 11 to a gnn of cii 1 in i cnici t 
and e'p< < inev J^bsohte <]ni< t rtigiud within Jk nagnifi 
cen* haiKim-thdl, tlu i ni c hid ceiscd,- and ret a sound 
could be htard, ^ave iht cl licile inunnai of tin wird out 
Side sw i)ing the waurlilit^- on the uioo ml lAe Lverjonc s 
attention was ccntied on the unhaj py >oiin^ nan, who w di 
lifted luad and n^idly Ci isped hmd^, faced 1 vsu a a eiiimnal 
/aces a ji cJ[ e, - 1 ysia, who^'t daz/lm„ smile be uned upon him 
with the bn^liliess of summer ^unUams, I) 1 1 , whose 
exqui ite voice lo ^ none of its iichmss as she j.ok( Ins doom 
“By the vow which thou lust vowed to me, bir jalis,”— she 
said slowly,- “and by thine oath sworn on the Sjmbolu Lye 
of Raphon,” — here she touched thq dieidful Jtv\<l on her 
brea'-t — “ which bound thy life to my kei pmg, and thy death 
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to my day of choice, I herewith bestow on thee the Chalice of 
Oblivion — til 3 'Mlvcr Nectar of Peace* Slcej), and wnke no 
more* — drink and diel The gc^U\^ i>s of the Kingdom of 
Silence stand open to receive thte * — ^thy service is finished ^ 
Fare th( ( vve U * ” 

And with the utterance of the last word, she gave him 
glutei mg cun she held He took i nitchmirally, — and for 
one mutant ^lired about him on all ^idc , ^canning the faces of 
the Ut( iiti / imc sts as though in the f imf hope of some pity^ 
soim attc iipt ''t Ksciic J iit not a single k )k of compi sion 
as bes(ovN(('' upon him sa\(. by I h os, who, full < f stru^^iing 
amazem* nt and horror, would have brokt n out into indignant 
reriionstriiHe, lad not an imperiine g'ance from Sah luma 
warntd him thit any mte'-ferenre on his pirt would oiii> make 
niatter*^ woise He, th ufore, sorely 'U.'imst his will, and onl> 
for Sah *Uma\ sak» , kept silent, watching Nirjilis meanwhile 
in a ^ort oi ’ oinbk fascination 

"lluie w s )rn^ dung trulv awlul in^^hc radiant unqiionchalde 
laughter that uirktd m i y*» is lovely t)^ , — souRthing [losi 
tivdv dcviii ]i in tjic ctlm giace of Kr maniRr, as with a 
ntglif^cnt nuncment he rc itM h* rsc If in het rr>stai tbrom , 
and takinj i ki ot of mi nolia flowers thit li> btsKL her idly 
tO)ed with th« ii creamy buds, all tht whik keeping lier basilisk 
t 1 c fixed muijo\ il)*v * nd n k n k sly on her sentenced victim 
111 grasoin ^ tht li > slnped clnliec convul ivdv in his ngt t 
lund looki d up dt s]i n i^Kfotli poLslud d mie of m lichit 
wuli Us uvtilMrij, g] jb cf hre that shed a sole mn blood it n 
glow upon his ij;oni 7 cd youn; face, — a sinii^ was on his lips, - 
the dieadful smile of dts]>erate, rnukkne I nii^t ry 

“Oh, )e malign int gods’” he crieu fitnr*> —“Ye immoital 
Furies thit made Woman for Man's torture * — Ixar witness to 
my dc'^th ’ Uar witness- to my pir»-ing spirit’s mikdietion* 
Cursed be the) who love unwisel) and too well* — cursed be all 
the wiles of de ire and the haunts of dear pas it n * — cursed be 
all fair ^Kes wht^se fairness lures men to deslrut tion * — cursed 
be the waimth of caresses, the beating of heart against heait, 
the kisses that colour midnight with hre I Cursed be Love 
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from birth unto death* — may its s\\eetness be brief, and its 
bitterness endless 1 — its delights a snare, and its promise 
treachery * O }e mad lovers ! — fools all * ” — and he turned his 
splendid s\ild ejes round on the hushed assemblage, — 
“Despise me and my words as ye will, throughout agch to 
come, the curse of the dead NirjMis shall cling*” 

He lifted the goblet to his lips, and just then his delirious 
glance lighted on Sah Iflma 

“I dunk to thee, Sir I aureate*” he said hoirsel) and with 
a ghastly attempt at Ic vit) — “ Sm^ as sweet!) as thou wilt, thou 
must dram the same cup ere long ’ ” 

And without mother seconds hiMtation he drank off the 
entire contents of the eliahce at a draught Scarcely had he 
done so, when w’th a sa’va.^e siienm he fell prone on the 
gioind, his limbs twisted m xcute a^ony, — his feat in cs hide 
ou^-l) contorted Ins hands beating th^ m wildh, as though 
m cont;.ntion with some inMsible tot, while in stiin^^e and 
Uiribk distninct with his tortured crus, ly u\ h ighter, 
musK illy nj^*liw, btoke out in little quirk peals, like the 
laughter of i \Lry \ouiig rhild ^ ^ 

“Ah, ah, Nrjilis*” ‘^he (xcliuued “ihoi clot suffer* 
Ihit IS well - I do rtjoicc to sre tlu e fightinu, for life in the 
very jaws of del h I am woul 1 I have all men thus tortured 
out of their proud and t)rannous ex stcnce - tlu r strength 
made stui lhl« ss, their ariocjanre bro’uht to nii^lt thtir 
egotism and vainglory beaten to the (iust ’ Ah, ih thou 
that wcit the conq Ixcciit bn of *occ, — the self si thnent 
proelaimer of thine own prowess, where is tli) bo'^sud vigour 
now? Writhe on, g()od tool * —thy little di) is d( nc * All 
honoui to the Silver Net tar wliosr x t iiom never 1 nls * ” 

Leaning forward ea cil), she clap] ui her hands n a sort c/ 
fierce ecstm ind apparentls st irtled h) tlu so r d, the tigress 
rose up from ts couchant posture, and shakin^ itself with a 
snarling yawn, gland watchfully at the convulsed human wretch 
whose struggles became with each moment more and more 
frightful to witness The impissive coldblooded calmness 
with which all the men present even bah IQma, looked on at 
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the revolting: spectacle of their late comrade's torture, filled 
Theos y>iih shuddering abhorrence, — sick at heart, he strove to 
turn away his eyes from the straining thioat and upturned face 
of the miserable Nirjahs, — a face that had a moment or two 
before been beautiful, but that was now so disfigured as to be 
almost be>ond recognition PrfSLntl), as tht anguish of the 
poisoned vi^^tim ii creased, shriek after shriek broke from his 
pallid lips,— rolling himself on the ground like a wild bcist, he 
bit his hands and arms in hi^ fien/y till he was covered with 
blood, and agun and yet again, the dulcet laughtei of the 
High Pnestess echoed through the length and bre idth of the 
vplendid hall, — and even Sihlftrna, the poet Sah li\n a, con 
dfcsci i ded to smdc 1 1 hat smile, so cold, so cruel so unpity 

in^S made Iheos for a monunt ha'e hini, — oi what use, he 
tho ight, was It to be a writei of soft and dclicite \crsi , if the 
inner nature of the mm v as merciless, selfish, and utterly 
ic-^girdltibS 01 the wo( s of others? Ihe rest of the ^utaLs wtn 
piofoundh 11 di^ ( rent — tney kept silence, it is true,— bat they 
went on dimkin^ their wine with p< ifectly unabated enjoy 
mt It, they Were cv di nt’) ircutoined to such scenes Ihe 
attendant s’ iVcs slcod all inutt^anei niotionLss, with the excep 
I on ol Gazn, who Muveyed the tornunt^ of Nirjahs with an 
air of professional inieresl and opcared to be wntin • till they 
si ouid have rcadu 1 that pitcn of exeruciating a^ my when 
Nature, exhiu^Ud, gives up the conflict and ^t;lcomeb d Ath as 
a release from pun 

But this desiralfie end was lolyct Suddenly sjirmging to 
hie feet, Nir jilis toie open his rich ly jewelled vest, and pressed 
his two hands hard i pm his fiexrt,- he veins m hi flesh were 
swollen aid blu — his laboured breath seemed as tlioug i it 
must breik his nh'. in Us terrible pantin^ stru ^^le, — his lace, 
livid and lined w th purjjle marks lik 1 eavy bruises, bcjre not a 
sing] t’‘icc of Us loimer fi mess, — md his eyes, lulled up and 
fived glassi’y in their quivering sockets, seei 1 to be dread 
fully filled with the spetHiless men ory of his lately spoken 
curse He stiggered towards Theos, and dropped he ivily on 
h^s knees, — 
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“Kill me*” he moaned piteously, feebly pointing to the 
sheathed dagger in the other’s belt “ In mercy* — Kill me* — 
One thrust ’ — release me * — this agony is more than I can bear, 
- Kill- Kill * ” 

Ills voice died away in an inarticuhte gasping cry,— and 
Iheos stared down upon him in dizzy fear and horror * JFor, — 
he had seen this same Nn jalts dvin^ thus crvdJy bejore! Oh 
God * — where, -wht le had this trag dy been previously enacted? 
Bewildered and overcome with unspeakable drtad, he drew his 
dagger — he would at It ast, he thouglit, put th( tortuicd sunercr 
out of hiS misery, — b it scarttly had his weapon left the sheath, 
when I ysi i\ Hear cold vo ce exclamud — 

‘^Disirm him *” and witli the siitnt rxpulily of a buhlning 
flash, gilded to his side, and the stet 1 w is suite hi d from 

his hard hull of outiaged pride and wiith, he spnng up, a 
torrent of word^ nishiiig to Ins ups, but bclurc lu could utter 
one, two slaves pounced upon 1 im, and huUhng his aims, 
dtxtuously wourd a silk sr uf tieht about hi mouth 

** Ih siUnt**’ V hispeicd somi one in his ear,- “As you 
value your hfe and llu ’’fc of sih 1 >ma, hf:' ->ih nt ’ 

But he ciud nothing for thi^ waining, rc kh s^ of ronsc 
qucHri>, ht t( rc the searfawi), and hr nking loose fioin the 
hands tl it held bn i, mide a bound towards T ysia, th< re he 
paused Htr e)es intt his Ian mdh shedding a sijuihi 
my tcrifus li^ht upon him throi h the bkek shower of lirr 
abuudint h iir, — th e\il glitu r of the preil S\ml)0ljc trcin s le 
wort ti\ed h m witli its ston} vet mesmtrjf iiistre, — i dciu lous 
snnk pirted h».r rooeite ] \) ,~and brf iking ofi a inignolu 
bud fron the elust< r. she held, she I jssed .u d cave it to 
him - 

“ Be It peace, good Iheos she siid in a low tender tone, 
“ Beware taking, up anus in the dtftncc of the unwortl y, — 
rather reaiv thy courage *or tht ‘^t who know how best to 
lew ird thy serv ’ 

As < ne in a tiani e he took the flower she offered, its 
frigrance, subtle and sweet, seemed to steal into his veins, and 
rob his marhood of all strength, — sinking submissively at her 
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feet he gazed up at her in wondering wistfulness and ardent 
admiration, — never was there a woman so bewilderingly beau- 
tiful as she! What were the sufferings of Nir-jfllis now? — 
what was anything compared to the strangely enervating 
ecstasy he felt in letting his eyes dwell fondly on the fairness 
of her face, the whiteness of her half-veiled bosom, the delicate 
sheeny dazzle of her polished skin, the soft and supple curv'es 
of her whole exquisite form, — and spell-bound by tlm witchery 
of her loveliness, he almost forgot the very presence of her 
dying victim. Occasionally indeed, he glanced at the agonized 
• reature where he lay huddled on the ground in the convulsive 
throes of his dreadful death-struggle, — but it was now with 
precisely the same quiet and disdainful smile as that for which ' 
he had momentarily hated Sah-ltlma ! There was a sound of 
singing somewhere, — singing that had a mirthtul under-throb- 
bing in it, as though a thousand light-footed fairies were 
dancing to its sweet refrain! And Nir-jfilis hoard it ! — dying 
incli by inch as he was, he heard it, and with a last super- 
human effoti forced himself up once more to his feet, — his 
arms stifHy oulstrettiiied, — his anguished eyes full of a softened, 
strangely pitc'ous glory. 

“ To die ! ’’ ho whispered in awed accents that penetrated the 
air with singular clearness — “To die ! — nay, — not so ! — There 
is no death ! — I see it all ! — I know ! — To d'e is to live! — to 
live again, — and to remember, — to remember, — and repent, — 
the [Kist I 

And with the last word he fell heavily, face forward, a 
corpse. At the same moment a ternTc roar resounded through 
the dome, and the tigress xVizif sprang stealthily down from the 
dais, and pounced upcui the warm lifeless body, moJinting 
guard over it in an ominously significant attitude, with glis- 
tening eyes, lashing tail and nervously (p ivering claws. A 
slight thrill of horror ran through the company, but not a man 
moved. 

“ AizifI — Aizif!'* called Lysia imperiously. 

The animal looked round with an angry snarl, and seemed 
for once disposed to disobey the summons of its mistress. 
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She therefore rose from her throne, and stepping forward with 
a swift agile grace, caught the savage beast by the neck, and 
dragged it from its desired prey. Then, with the point of her 
little silver-sandalled foot, she turned the fallen face of the 
dead man slightly round, so that she might observe it more 
attentively, and noting its livid disfigurement, smiled. 

“ So much for the beauty and dignity of manhood ’ she 
said with a contemptuous shrug 6" her snoviry shoulders , — ^ All 
perished m the spare of a few brief momenls » Look you, ye 
fair sirs that take pride in your strength and muscular attain- 
ments * — Ye shall not find in all Al-K)ris a fairer face or more 
nobly knit frame thaii was possessed by this dead fool, Nir- 
jalis, and ytt, lo * — how the Silv(r N».cir dfith make ha\oc cm 
the sin< ws of adamant, the neivts of stci I, tin stalwart liinhs » 
Tried by the touchstone of Death, ye are, with all your vaunted 
intelligence, your domineering audacity and sell lo\t, no better 
than the slam dogs that serve vultures foi carrion ’--niouo\er, 
ye are It ss than dogs in lionesty, and vastly shamed Ijy tin m in 
fidelity * ^ 

She laughed scornfully as she sj»oke, stiJl grasping the tigress 
by the neck m one slight hand,— and her gloiious eyes flashed 
a mocking cVhanc e on all the men asscmbli d Thtur counten- 
ances exhibited vanous expiessions of uncasmt nmoi nting to 
fear, —some few smiled forcedly, others feigned a earth in- 
differenct, — Sah Ifinia flushed an angry red, and 1 htos, though 
he knew not why, felt a sudden jiruking sense of siiame. She 
marked all these si^ns of disquietude with apparently incuas- 
ing aiiiusemcnt, for her lovely fue giew w urn and ladiant 
with suppressed malKicms mirth. She made a slight imperative 
gesture of command to Gazrii, who at once apjuoached, and, 
bending over the dead Nir jilis, proceeded to snip ufl all the 
gold clasps and J^aluable jewels that had so lavishly adorned 
that ill fated young man's attiie,- -then beckoning another 
iilave neaily as tall and muscular as hiinstlf, they attaclicHl to 
the neck and feet of the corpse round leaden bullet-shaped 
weights, fastened by means of heavy ifon chains. This done, 
they raised the body from the floor and earned it between 
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them to the central and largest casement of all that stood open 
to the midnight air, and with a dexterous movement flung it 
out into the waters of the lake beneath. It fell with a sullen 
splash, the pale lilies on the surface rocking stormily to and fro 
as though blo^^n by a gust of wind, while great ending ripples 
shone softly m the yellow gleam of the moonlight, as the dead 
man sank down, down, down like a stone into his crystal quiet 
grave 

Lysia retiinicd to her throne with a serene step and unrufRed 
brow, foll()w<d by the sulky and disanpomted Ai if, smiling 
gently on I heos and Sab Idma she icseatcd herst If, and tone bed 
a small bell at her side It gave a sharp kling klang like a 
sudden!) struck C)mbal — and lo the marble floor yawned 
asunder, and the I anc^uet-table with all its costly fimts ani 
flowers vanished underground with the swiftness of lightning’ 
Tlu fli^or dosed agTin, — the broad nrcular centre space of the 
hall was noNv dear from all obstruction, -and the company of 
revdkrs roused themselves a httl<‘ fiom their drow y postures 
ot half liu hi Kite d languor Tlic singing voices that had stirred 
Nn jalis to suddtit aninntion t ven in his dyinj agon\, sounded 
in aur and nc u r, and the g^obe of fire ovf r luad changed its 
hue from tliat of crimson to a dchratc pink At me evtreme 
end of the ghtlciing visit of pale green transparent columns, 
a door suddenly opened, and a flock of doves came speeding 
foith, their white spicad wings colourt d soft Iv in the clear rose 
radiance,- they cirekd icm id .^nd round the Oomt tlirce tiiiK'i, 
then fluttered in a palpitating arch over 1 ) ,ia s h' ad, and finally 
->ped straight across the hall to the other end, where they 
streamed snowily through another aj^crtuie and disaptiearcd 
Still neaier rjpjilcd the sound of singing, — and all at once, a 
troop of girls came dancing noiselessly as hre flies into the full 
quivciing pmkikss of the jewel like ligh^ that floated about 
them, — girls as lovely, as delicate, a-S dainty as cyclamens that 
wave in the woc^ds in the earl) da)s of an Italian spring 
Their garments were so white, so tmnspaient, so filmy and 
clinging, that they looked like elves robed in mountain-vapour 
rather than human creatures, — there were fifty of them m all 
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and as they tripped forward, they, like the doves that had 
heralded their approach, surrounded Lysia flutlenngly, saluting 
her with gestures of exquisite grace and devout humility, while 
she, enthroned in supreme fairness, with her tigress crouched 
beside her, looked down on them like a goddess calmly sur- 
veying a crowd of vestal woishippers. Their salutations donv., 
they rushed pell-mell like a show'r of white rose leaves drifting 
before a gale, into the exact ce itre of the hall, and there 
poising bird like, with their snowy arms u[)iaisfd as though 
about to fly, they waited — their lovely facts radiant with 
UughW, their eyes flashing dangeious allurement, their limbs 
glistening like polished alabaster through the giiiz-y atMre that 
betrayed rather than concealed thtir exc|uisitt forms Then 
came the soft pizzicato of pulkd strings, — and a tinkling jingle 
of silver bdls beiting out a measured laniruoiois ihythm, — 
and with one accord, tney all merged togethi r in th voluptuous 
grace of a dance more ravishing, more wild and wondion^ than 
ever poet pictured in hij woid fantasies of fiirvhnd^ 1 htos 
drink in the intoxicating ikh^ht of the ^ccne^vilh r, 
d uzled e>( s, and ht ivilj bcatinf bait, — thomy^tti ons pas'ion 
of mingled love and hatred he* feit for Lysa stole over him 
more strongly than ever m the s iltry air of this strange night, 
— this night of sweet delirium, in whi n all that was most 
dangerous and erring in his nature woke mto life and niastf red 
his better wilM \ curious instinctive knowledge swept ai ross 
his mind, — naric]>, ///// iutta^s emntwn^ '-vert fattnful 
reflex of his oum, —hut as he hia felt no angc r xga nst his rival in 
tame, so now he had no jn ou y of his possible rival in love 
Their sympathies were tcjo cloocly united tor distrust to mir 
the friend Jup so ardently begun, — nevertheless as be fell 
resistlcssly deeper and dcepc*r into the glittering snares that 
weie spread for his destruction, he was <on^itous of ail though 
he lacked force to over tome tt At any rate he would save 
Sah-lflma from hanii, he resolved, if he could not save himself! 
Meantime he watched the bewildering evolutions and witching 
entanglements of the gliding ma/e of fijir faces, snowy bosoms 
and twining limbs, that palpitated to and fro under the soft 
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rose light of the dome, hke white flowers coloured by the sunset, 
and, ghncing ever and again at Lys^a^ imperial sorceress- 
beauty, he thought dreamily, — “ Better the love that kills than 
no love at all ” And he thereupon gave himself up a voluntary 
captivt to the si\ay of his own pas ions, determining to enjoy 
the immediate present, no matter what the future might have 
in stoic. Outside, the water iihes noddtd ihcmsdvcs to sleep 
in their shrouding dark lea\es, — and the unbroken smoothness 
of the lake s| rtad itself out m the moon like a sheet of molten 
gold over the spot where Nii jilis hid found his '"hilly rt* t 
The iur^t oj IJil deal Nir fain dia I r in/ ' ’ Ve^, — pos ib^y * 
— in the hue liter* —but no \ his parting milisf n sccriul but a 
foolish clamour agiinst d( stiny, — he was - none of his 

htc < ompamoiis mi'^ d him, none u, retted him, — like all 
dead men, once deid, he was soon forgotten* 


IX 

A stkAngt Tf\fir\rioN 

O N went th^ dane e , — faster, faster, and ever faster ♦ Only 
tin p n of < ne mirth lovin<^, rose crowned G^eck hard 
could idupi iitl; dt‘^t iibe the dazzling wild btaul> and fantaaic 
i^rict of tin f whirlin' fu. y Kims, ihit now insjijod to a 
ba<th'inte hko ardour, mgtd one anollur to fresh sjKcd will 
brnf soft uus of mu-*Kil raptme* Now adviming ri^w 
rtlifiting now iiiterm n^hng all together in in iiuiuhtin' 
girhnd of livmg lovoiim a,— now parting isiiiidcr with mi aii 
of swLit f oqiultiihutss and caprice,— anon meCLing and 

w nding ir n withm arm, - till hendin ^ furw i d in Utitiidts of 
the tcudcrtsl entreaty, they seemed, wnh th ii luigind [ir lying 
eyes and clasped hands, to be waiting for Love tc soothe the 
breathless sweetness of then partea IjS with kisses* The 
light in the dome again changed its hu< , — from pale rose pink 
it flickered to delicate amber green, flooding the floor with a 
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radiance as of watery moonbeams, and softening the daintily 
draped outlines of that exquisite group of human blossoms, till 
they looked like the dimly imagined shapes of Nereids floating 
on the glistening width of the sea. 

A.nd now the extreme end of the vast hall began to waver 
to and fro as though shaken at its foundation by subterranean 
forces, — a flaring shaft of flame struck through it like the 
sweeping blade of a Titan’s si^^ord, — and presently with a 
thunderous noise the whole wall split asunder, and recoiling 
backwards on either side, disclosed a garden, golden with the 
sleepy glory of the late moon, and peacefully fair m all the 
dreamy attractiveness of drooping foliage, soft turf, and stir 
sprinkled violet sky In full view, and lit up bv the reflecti'd 
radiance flung oet from the dome, a rushing wateifall made 
sonorous surgy music of own as it tumbled headlong into a 
rocky lecess oveigiown with lotus lilies and plumy fern, — here 
and there, small white and gold tents or pavilior's glimmered 
invitingly through the shadows cast by the great m ignolia trees, 
from whose love ly half shut buds balmy odours crept dolic lonsly 
through the w irm air. The sound of swegt ]‘i])cs and faintly 
tinkling cymbals echoed trom distant shady nooks, as though 
elfin shepherds were guarding their (airy (locks in some hidden 
corner of this am iiosial pasturage? and ever by deg ices llie 
light grew w^anni-r and moie medow in tint, till it rcsembls-d 
the deep hue of an autumn ycl]u*v sunset, flecked through 
with emerald ha/e 

Another clash of cviiibals ’ — this time stormily persistent 
and convincing '--anollicr ’ —yet another ’ and tl^n, a chime 
of bells, — a steady rvigmg per'^uasive ( hiine, slrIi as bungs 
tears to the e)es of many a wanderer, w}j(\ hcaimg a similar 
sound when far away fi om home, straightuaj thinks of the 
village chuich of ^ his earlier ycais, thc^sc yc.ns ol the best 
happinCijS we evei know on earth, because wc enjoy in them 
the bliss of ignorance, the glory of youth • A curious stifling 
sensaPon began to ojipress Theos’s heart as lie listened to 
those bells, — they reminded him of such strange things, — things 
to which he could not give a name, — things foolish, yet sweet, — 
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odd suggestions of fair women who were wont to pray for 
those the) loved, and who believed, — alas, the pity of it ’ — 
that their prayers would be heard, — and granted ’ What was 
It that these dear loving credulous ones said, when in the 
silence of the night they offered up their patient supplications 
to an me^^ponsive Heaven? “Lead TjS not inio 'idmpia- 
TiON, nur DU ivLR us hKOM LA IL ’ ” Yes f he remembered, — 
those were the woids — the simple wise words that for positive- 
pr clica] minds had neither mcanini:. nor reason, —and that yet 
werv. so infinitely pathetic iii their perfect humility and absolute 
trust » 

“Lf\d us not iNio TEMPTATION*** He muTinuied the 
phrase uncUr his breath as he gazed Wxth straining eytb out 
into the languorous 1 eaul) of that garden sr tiK^ thit spread its 
dtw\emirald g iinour oefore him, — and “deliver us from 
CAiP " biokt: from lus lijis m a half sobbing sigh, as the peal 
ot th«. (hiiumg bells softened by decrees into a subdued 
tunefulnc'.s of indistimt and lr<-inhlous semitones, and the 
cLnon clearness of the cynibils agim smote the still air with 
f efiil and j irnry^ clangour. Then, — like a rainbow gar- 
mented Pea floating ta'^cfully' out of soinr tar off s])here of 
"k) wemders, an aerial Maiden Slnpf glided into the full luK>tre 
of tilt' \aiying light, — a dancfr, nude, sa\e for the pearly 
glistening \ei lint was i irelessly cast about her dainty limbs, 
hei wlute arms and d^luate ankles being adorned with circlets 
of tiny golden bells, whu h kept up a melodious jm^^k tangle 
as she moved And now begin the strangest music, —music 
tint seemed to hover capriciously between luscious melody 
and naish discoid, —a wild and cunons rntdley of fintastic 
iinnor suggestions in winch the imaginative soul might diseiyver 
hints of tcar:> and folly, love and madness. To this irKcrtam 
yet mluptuous nua^urc tbeghtteimg girldinc'^i leaped foiward 
with a startlmgl) bcaiiUliil abru]>tnv.ss, and hakmg, as it were, 
on the boundaiybne between tlie dome aud the garden 
beyond, raised her rounded arms ii a snowy arch above her 
head, and so, for one brief instant, lOoked like an exquisite 
angel ready to soar upward to her native realm. Her pause 
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was a mere breathing space in duration, — dioppmg her arms 
again with a swift decision that set all the little bells on them 
clashing stormily, she straightway hurled herself, so to speak, 
into the giddy paces of a dance that was more like an enigma 
than an exercise Round and round she floated wildh, hke 
an opal winged butterfly in a m i of sunbeams, -now stemingl) 
shaken b> tlelicaie titmors as aspen leaves are shaken by the 
famtest wind, — now assiiniiiig he \olupluous e^cen 

tnnties of posture, — sometimes bendiii„ wistfully towards the 
velvet turf on which she trod, as though she listened to the 
chanting of demon voices underground, and aga n, with her 
waving white hands, appeinng to summon bjiuits dtiwnward 
from then wanderings in upper air Her figure was in y erfect 
harmony wdh the seductive grace of her ge^^tims, — not only 
her twinklinij feet, but her whole i)ody danced, —her \ery 
features bespoke entire abindcnuunt to the fien/y oi rapid 
mo\emcnt, — her lar^e bluk eyes £1 ishcd with souutling of 
fierrtnc ^s as well as hnguor , h^r ra\<nlnir Mcimed behind 
her like 2 d i»-k spread vMng, — her pirtcd lip^ j^our d and 
quivered with excitement ind aldou^ whilc^ evor and anon she 
turned In i btnutiful head tow ikls theei^ciU attc !it»\e gioup 
ot n elltrs who witched her pcrtonnince with an air of 
indesciibible sweetnes-), nuiice and mockery Again and 
again >he whirk d, — she flew she *^prinj: md wild cues of 
“Hail, Heluii ” “Inuinph to Nelda’” rc^oindcd up 
roaiiousiy tlrough the dam'* Su<hlf n)> the diiiuler of the 
music change d,~ from an app iling miirmuro is co n] U nt 
and pcisiia^ion it rc/e to a mutnl ml alrrosl menacing 
fervour, the roll of drums and the shi h ietd> w ubling of 
pipes and olhei fluty ininstu Isy crossed the siherv thrt id cf 
struris^ barns and viols,- the light from die fiery glebe shot 
forth a new tlfulgerce, this time n l\o biond rays, one a 
di7/ling pale azure, the other a ch ir juarly wliite Nehda’s 
graceful movements grew slower and slower, till '^he merely 
seemed to sway indolently to and fro hke a mermaid rocking 
herself to sleep on the summit of a wave, and then, — from 
among the veiling shadows of the trees, there stepped forth a 
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man, — ^beautiful as a sculptured god, ot magnificently moulded 
form and noble stature, clothed from chest to knee in a close 
fitting garb of whit seemed to be a thick network of massively 
linked gold His daik hair was crowned with ivy, and at his 
belt gleamed an unsheathed digger Slowly and with courtly 
grace he apiiroached the panting Nelidi, wlio n>w, with half- 
closed eyes and slackening ste])s, looked as though she were 
diowbily footing her w i> into dieamland Ilf touched her 
snow) shoukhr, — si ^ stalled with an inimitable gesture of 
sur^^nse, —a smile, biillnnt as morning, dawned on her face, — 
withdrawing hersdf slightly, sht assi nied an air of haughtily 
sweet dibdun and re fu al, — then capiuioiisl) relenting, she 
gave hull her hand, and in another instant, to the sound of a 
) 0 >ous rnclod) thit suiiud to tumble through the iir a 
billows tumble on the lx uh, the da/zhn/ pair whirled away in 
1 giddy wahz, hkc tw) bi 1 ♦ fiamts blown Sc*daenly together 
b> the wiril No hn uxe could give an adequite id a of the 
mirvd^ )i b bcwitchiinnt i *d b anty cf tbcir united nmicmtnls, 
as they fiv.w cvir tie u rk sm Kih turf, with the flower laden 
trees diooi in^, de vijv iboir I an, and the ychow moonbeams 
1 kc mclti^d miha 1 cn ili l idr ncis U s feet, while the pale 
<i] phire and white i id kioix fiou the doue, sp irLmg upon 
ihim aun olf wi e tve d n the apjXartnce of ^litten birds 
circlin^ thro ^h a 1 i iirli s sp ice of ^um noi s nid tie\( i clouded 
ethi r On on ' and they ( ireeiy touched the eartn as they 
s\\v) diz/ily loind md ro d, leir grace *ull\ cntwimd limbs 
sn n ig like poiislicd ivoiy ir the light, cn, en^ -with i ver 
Here i mg swiftiubs th y b[ed, till their Iao tornis seemed to 
aer^ c into ont , when, is though oyoiesscd by the r own 
a'juieioimtht of !e>), t it\ tauxd hovtiinjy, Uieir embraeing 
arnib closing round one nt tlui thfir h] s ilinost touching, — 
cir eyes r<-flecin g each others ardent lock'), then, — their 
fiLOixs gn w le^s and less distinct, they apptired to melt 
mystcnously into the a/ure, ]xarly light diU \ rrounded them, 
and finally, like faint cluiieK f idmg oi t edge of a sc i hoii/on, 
they vanished * The c fleet of this bru-i \oluptiious dance, and 
Its equally voluptuous end, was simply indesciibable, —the 
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young men who had watched it through in silence and flushed 
ecstasy, now sprang from their couches with shouts of rapture 
and unrestrained excitement, and seizing the other dancing 
maidens who had till now remained m clustered half hidden 
groups behind the crystalline columns of the hall, whirled them 
off into the inviting pleasaunce beyond, where the little white 
and gold paMlions peeped through the heavy foliage,— and 
before Theos, in the picturesque, hurry and confusion of the 
scene, could quite realize what had happened, the great globe 
in the dome was suddenly extinguished, — a firm hand closed 
imperiously on his own, and he was drawn along swiftly, he 
knew not whither » 

A slight tren or shook him as he discovered that Sah Iflma 
was no loi ger by his side, — the friend whom he so aidtntly 
desired to protect had gone, — and he could not Itll wheie. 
fit glanced ah )ut him, — m the semi obscurity he was able to 
dnccrn the shfcn of the lake with its white burden ol witer 
lilies, and the branchy outlines of the moonlit garden,— and, — 
yes ^ — It was 1 \su whcisf grasp lay so warmly on hi^arm,— I >sia 
whose lovt 1) tempting face was so penloisly near his own, — 
Lysia whose smile coloured the soft gloom with such aikinng 
lustre * His heart beat, — his blood burned, — he strove m vain 
to imagine what fate was now in store for him He wis con 
scious of the beauty of the night that spread Us star nVred 

splendours abovit him,— conscious too of the vital )f)utti and 
passu n IhU throbbed amorously m his veins, endowing him 
with that kcenly-swe«.t hiadstrong rapture which is said to 
come but once in a lifetime, and which m the \ery excess of 
Its fond follv IS too \aften apt to bring sorrow ai d endless 
remoise in Us tram One moment mo t, and he found hims\,lf 
in an exquisitely adorned pavilion of painted silk, faintly 1 1 
by one lamp of tr’ndtrest rose lusUe, and carjicted with gold- 
spangled tissue It was surrounded by a thicket of orange- 
trees in full bloom, and the fragrance of the waxen white 
flowers clung heavily to the air, bicathing forth delicate sug- 
gestions of languor and sleep. 'I he measured rush of the near 
waterfall alone disturbed the deep silence, with now and then 
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the subdued and plaintive trill of a nightingale soothing itself 
to rest with its own song in some deep shadowed copse. Here, 
on a couch of heaped-up stemless roses, such as might have 
been prepired for the repose of TiUnia, Lysia seated herself, 
while Theos s*ood gazing at her in fascin itcd wonderment and 
gradii illy increasing masterfulness of passion. She looked 
lovelier than ever in that dim soft mingled light of losy lamp 
and silver moonbeams, — her smile was no longer cold but 
warmly sv\ect, — her eyes had lost their mocking glitter, and 
Sv'ain in a soft hnguor tint was shangely bewitching, — even 
the Oibcd Symbol on her white bosom seemed tor once to 
drowse Her lips jiarted in a faint sigh, — a gbnee like lire 
flashed from hLneath her blatk silken lasnes, — 

“ Ihtos • she s’ld lienmlously “Tlieos ’’ and waited 
He, mute «nd oj pressed by indistinct hoveiin^ recollections, 
fed his gaze on hei seductive fairness for one eirncst moment 
longci, -then suddenly advancing he knelt before her, and 
took her unresisting h inds in his 

“ Lysia * iiul his \ ok e, even to his own ears, had a solemn 
as well as pissicijiie ihnll, — “I v la, what wouldn't thou have 
with int ? Sneak ^ — fo*' iti) iTearl ai lies with a burden of dark 
meiuorits,- memories cor jured up hy the wizard sj ell cf thine 
eyes, — those e\es so cruel sweet that seem t> lure me to niv 
soul’s rum ' 1 ell me —have we not met befoie ? —loved before ? 
-wronged eacn other and Go I before? — pirted before — 
M lybe ’tis hut a brim ek fancy, — ncverlheless my spirit 
knows thee, feeU thte, — dings to thee, — end yet recoils from 
thee as one whom I did love in bygone da)S of old I My 
thoughts ot tluc are strange, fair I y® a ’ — and he pressed 

her waim ddicaie fingers with unconscious fitrcencss, — “I 
would hive sworn that in tlie Past thou didst betiay me ! ” 

Her low 1 lu^n stiiied the silence into a tiint t ineful echo. 
“Ihou foolish dreamer’^* she murmured hall mockingly, 
half tenderly,—** Ihou art dazed with wini steeped m soig, 
bewitched with be mty, and know t nothing of what thou 
sayest’ Methmks thou art a crazed poet, and more fervid 
than Sah-luma in the mystic nature of thine utterance, — thou 
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shouldst be laureate, not he I What if thou wert offered his 
place ? — his fame ? 

He looked at her, surprised and perplexed, and paused an 
instant before replying. Then he said slowly — 

“So strange a thing could never be, — for Sah lflma*s place, 
once empty, could not again be filled ! I grudae him not his 
glorydaurels, — mot cover, — what is fame compared to Iajvc!^' 
He uttered the last words in a . )w tone as tho igh he sj>oke 
them to himself, — she heard, — and a flash of triumph brightened 
her beautiful face. 

“Ah! — ” and she diooped hei head lower and lower till 
her dark fragrant tresses touched his biow, — Then, — tiiOU 
dost love me ? ” 

He started. A dull pang ached in his heirt, —a » hill of 
vaeue uncertainty and dread. Love ’ — was it love indeed that 
he felt? — lo^e,— or, — base desiic? Love’ 'I he word rang 
in his ears with the same sacred sujgestivcness as that con- 
veyed by the chime of bdls, — sin dv, Love vv is a holv thing, — 
a jiassion pnie, imper^^onal, div ne and deatldes*!, — and it 
stcmcd to him tl at somewhere it bad been tten or said, — 
“ Wheresoejer a man seeketh h there he faUeth f?nm Ime*^ 

And he, ~-d»d lie not s^ek hiiiH'-U, 'md grati icauon of his 

own immediate pleasure ? Painfully he considered, it was 

a supreme momenl with him, — a !noin»^nt when he felt hinisclf 
to be positively held within the grasp of some great Ar- haegd, 
who, turning mndlv rtpiOKlifcl eyes upem him (Lunnded-- 

“Art thou the Stnant of Love or the Slave of St If ? And 
while he remained silent, the sill ( n sweet vc i< of the f nrest 
woman he hid ever se^^n, once more ^ent muoical cadent e 
through his brain in that fauful question, — 

“ Thou dost love me ? ” 

A deep Sigh broke from him, — he moved nearer to her, — he 
entwined her warm waist w th his arms, and stared upon her 
as though he drank her beauty in with his eye*-. Up to the 
crowning masses of her dusky hair where the little serpents’ 
heads darted forth glisteningly, — over the dainty cuivc of her 
white sliouldeis and bosom where the Symbolic Eye seemed to 
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regaid him with a sleepy weirdness, — down to the blue-veined 
small feet in the silvery sandals, and up again to the red 
iMtchery of her mouth and black splendour ot those twin fire- 
jewcls that flashed beneath her hLa\y lashes - his ga/c wandered 
hungrily, scare nm^ly, passionately, —his heait beat \Mth a loud 
impatient eaizcniess like^ a wnld thing stniqghng in its cage, but 
though hi I ps mo\td, he said no word, she too was silent. 
So passed or st nitd to par.s sonic iTiinatL->, minutts that 
\ ue almost tcriihj( m the v\i’>-ht of m}stf-rioub meaning they 
held un iitcied 1 hen wjtn a hxlf smothered eiy, he suddenly 
relea ( <\ her and sprang t r( rt 

‘Movel^’ he cried,- “ISay^ — *tis a woid for children and 
angels not for me ^ What hi\ I to do with love?— wiiat 
hast thou? - thou, ^ vsn, who dost make lh( h%(s of men thv 
sp<>rt and ^Kir toraitnt'- iriy ino( ktiy t 'I hen i no name for 
this ftver tl It consjiru ^ mt when I look upon thte, - no name 
for this m j ij(t rwiohimnt that draws me to thte in minjkd 
o* ss and on) ’ If I mus*- perish of mine own I' ittr sweet 
fnm7y, me bt li n now and most uittrl),— but Love has 
no al^idin^ jjn« e i\t rii^ md thee J) ui ’ i^ove ah, no, 
no * — s]^ ik no m(>T' of h \ c hath a ch irmed sound, retailing 
to m) soul -.on t ;rv I hi\e 1 )^t ' 

He spoke wildh, utt ohercntl), scarcely knowing wfliat be 
ScUd, and slu, In f hi ig on tier couch cd roses, looked at him 
cur.cusH, with s jmbrt medititive e>cs A smile of ad'cale 
dt 1 K>n piT-ti d he r I’ps 

‘H)t a tr jttg oui late fea'^lmg 1 ith lou ed in thee a most 
sma iUt dt 1 in m ' ” ^he marmuicd indokntly with a touch of 
cold anusenunt in lur ocetnls— FI )u d )sl se..m to dwell 
in the Fist r uhtr than the Present ’ W hit a .s thte?— ( oine 
hither ~L loser ' ’ ind she stretched out her hwclyarms, on 
which the twisted dnmond snakes d tiishing 

coik “( ome’ ~oi is thy mintui ^mse nitie fcj^ning, and 
dost thou ft ar me ^ 

**Pear thee — and stung to a sm t n heat Th^*os made one 
bound to her side, and seizing her sli ii wrists, htJd them in a 
vice like grip— “bo little do 1 fear thee, Lysia, so well do J 
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know thee, that in my very caresses I would slay thee, couldst 
thou thus be slain J Thou art to me the living presence of an 
unforgotten Sin, — a sin most deadly sweet and unrepented of, 
— ah ! why dost thou tempt me 1 ” — and he bent over her more 
ardently — “ Must I not meet my death at thy hands ? — I must, 
— and more than death ! — yet for thy kiss I will risk hell,-— for 
one embrace of thine I wll brave perdition ! Ah, cruel en- 
chantress ! — and winding his arms about her, he drew her 
close against his breast and looked down on the dreamy fair- 
ness of her face, — “Would there were such a thing as Death 
for souls like mine and thine 1 Would we might die most 
absolutely thus, heart against heart, never to wake again and 
loathe each other ! Who speaks of the cool sweetness of the 
grave, — the quiet ending of all strife, — the unbreaking seal of 
Fate, the deep and sinless rest? — These things arc not, and 
never were, — foi the grave gives up its dead, — the strife is for 
ever and ever resumed, — the seal is broken, and in all the 
labouring Universe there shall be found no rest, and no for- 
getfulness, — ah, God! — no forgetfulness!'^ A shudder ran 
through his frame, — and clasping her almost loughly, he stooped 
towards her till his lips near! touched hers, — “Thou art 
accursed, Lysia, — and I share thy curse! Speak — how shall 
we cheer each other in the shadow-realm of fiends? — Thou 
shalt be Queen tliere, and I thy seivitor, — we will make us 
meny^ with the griefs of others, — our music shall he the dropping 
of lost women’s tears, and the groans of betrayed and tortured 
men, — and the light around us shall be quenchless fire ! Shall 
it not be so, Lysia? — and thinkest thou that v/e shall ever 
regret the loss of Heavfm?" 

The words rushed impetuously from his lips ; he thought 
little, and cared less what be said, so long as he could, by 
speech, no matter how incoherent, relieve, in i>art, the tenible 
oppression of vague memories that burdened Ids brain. But 
she, listening, drew herself swiftly from his emlirace and stood 
up, — her large eyes fixed full upon him with an expression of 
wondering scorn and fear. 

“ Thou art mad!” she said, a quiver ot alarm in her voice, — 
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** Mad as Khosrftl, and all his evil-croakmg brethren! I offer 
thee Love, — ^and thou pratest of Death, — life is here in all the 
fulness of the Now, for thy delight, and thou ravest of iin 
immortal Hereafter which is not, and can never be* Why talk 
thus wildl> ? — why garo on me with so distraught a counten 
ance? Hut an hour agone, thou wert the model of a cold 
discretion and quiet \aluLir, — thus I had judged thee worth} of 
my favour — favour sought by many, and granted to few, — but 
an thou dost winder amid such chiot c and unr( isomng fanries, 
thou can^t not serve me, — nor thciefore canst tliou win the 
reward thit would othtpvise nave awvted thee 

Here she [ luscd, a q icstioning kc^ n under glance flashed 
from 0 ( ncatli her daik iasacs, — he, however, w h pained wist 
ful CHS rai cd steadfisd> to hers, give no sin ot or 

< o itiition for lilt i conm^cUd str intone •, of nis n cent out 
hurst Only he hLcame gradually loiFcious of an inward 
giowing cilm - though the Divim \oi(e that ^ d once 
soothed the an ^r^ w ivcs of Gihhc wore now tiushin^ his tiir 
liuknt tnioiion<- with a seft ‘ Peac , le iiil’ * She watclud 
him close]), a jd 'll! at once pm nth n ndcred iinpitieiit bv 
111 impas 1 t atlit^ide no c^nu coaxmgly towards him, and 
laid one o(>tt hind oti his ahouldtr 

* Canst thou not Ik hipp\ Ihcos?'^ slie whispci 1 gontl> — 
“ H i[)[)y as othi r men aic, wIkh loved as ihua art lo\cd^” 

Ills upturnod p/c r(stcd on the glitUi ng si rpt n‘^s’ h "ids 
tilt crowned her dusk v tr ssts dion on the gieit Fv hit 
^a’- d wat< hfull) \h twc.en nor whit< bioasts A stroiij^ tri mor 
shook linn, and lie d 

“ Happy as other u cii are, when ley love and are deceive 1 
in loM ’ — he said, \ '‘S, t VC n so, i > n, I Ailchip>}*’' 
She threw one arm about him “ Inou snak not oe de 
eeived, ' — she mLrinurf"<l quickh, ** Hioa shilt be no oured 

c*l)ov( the noble^'t in die re dm, -th) di st ho}K s shall bj 
fulfilled, — thy utmost dcsiK s shall be ^.i uilc —ru he s, power, 
fame, — all sh ill be tluno,— 2/ ihou w it do mv bidding 

She uttered tlu last wuids with slu ind meaning emphasiS 
He met her ea^er bu ning looks cjuietly, almost coldly, — the 
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curious numb apathy of his spirit increased, and when he spoke, 
his voice was low and faint like the voice of one who speaks 
unconsciously in his sleep. 

‘‘What canst thou ask that I will not grant?” be said list- 
lessly. “Is it not as it was in the old time, — thou to com- 
mand, and I to obey? — Speak, fair Queen !'~how can I serve 
thee?” 

Her answ'er came, swift and fierce as the hiss of a snake. 

“ Kill Sah-liima / ” 

The brief sentence leaped into his ])raij^ with the swaft fiery 
action of some burning drug, — a red mist rose to bis eyes, — 
pushing her fiercely from him, he started to his feet in a bewil- 
dered, sick horror. Kill Sah-iuma I — Kill the gracious, smiling, 
happy creature whose eveiy minute of existence was a joy, — 
kill the friend he loved, — the poet he w*orshipped ! Kill him ! 
— ah, God! — never! — never! — He staggered backward dizzily, 
— and Lysia will) a sadden stealthy spring, like that of her 
favourite tigress, threw herself against his bicast and looked 
up at him, her splendid eyes ablaze with passion, her black 
hair streaming, her lip'i curved in a cniel smiie, and the hate- 
ful Jewel on her breast seeming to fiasb with a ferocious 
vindictiveness. 

“Kill him!” she repeated eagerly — “Now — in his sottish 
slumber, — now wdien he hath lost sight of his Poet- mission in 
the hot fuuie.3 of wine, — now, when, despite his genius, he hath 
made of himseU a thing lowei than the beasts ! Kill him!--! 
will keep good counsel, and none shall ever know who did the 
deed! He loves me, and I weary of his love, — 1 would have 
him dead — dead as NirJcViis !— but w^ere he to drain the Silver 
Nectar, the whole city w’ould cry out upon me for his loss,- — 
therefore he may not perish so. But an thou wait slay him, — ■ 
see!” and she clung to Thcos with the fierce tenacity of some 
wild animal — “All this beauty of mine, is tliine! — thy days 
and niglils shall be dreams of rapture, — thou shall be second 
to none in Al-Kyris, — thou shall rule with me over King and 
people, — and we will make the land a pleasure-garden for our 

love and joy! Here is thy weapon * and she thrust into 
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his hand a dagger, — the very dagger her slave Gazr^ had 
deprived him of, when by its prompt use he might have merci- 
fully ended the cruel torments of Nir-jaiis, — “ Let thy stroke 
be strong and unfaltering, — stab him to the heart,— -the cold, 
cold selfish heart that has never ached with a throb of pity! — 
kill him!— ’tis an easy task, — for, lo! how fast he sleeps!” 

And suddenly throwing back a rich gold curtain that 
depended from one side of the painted pavilion, she disclosed 
a small interior chamber hung with ainber and crimson, where, 
on a low, much-tumbled couch covered with crumpled glisten- 
ing draperies, lay the King’s Chief Minstrel, — the dainty darling 
of women, — the laureate of the realm, sunk in a heavy drunken 
stupor, so deep as to l>e almost death-like. Theos stared upon 
him amazed and bevddered, — how came he there? Had he 
• heard any of the conversation that had just pasr,e(i between 
Lysia and himself? A})parenily not, — he seemed bound as 
with c.hains in a stirless lethargy. His j)osture was careless, 
yet uneasy, — his brilliant attire was torn and otherwise dis- 
ordered, — and some of his priceless jewels had fallen on the 
couch, and gleamed^ here and there like big stray dewdrops. 
His face was deeply flushed, al^d his straight dark brows were 
knit frowningly,— his breathing wus hurried and irregular, — one 
arm was thrown above his head, — the other hung down neiwe- 
iessly, the relaxed fingers hovering immediately abrn'e a costly 
jewelled enp that had dropped from his clas[i, — two emptied 
wine-ilagons lay cast on tl ground beside him, and he had 
evidently experienced the discomfort and feverous heat arising 
from intoxication, for his silken vest was loosened as though 
for greater ease and co»'iliiess, thus leaving the smooch breadth 
of his chest bare and fully exjiosed. 'To this Lysia pointed with 
a fiendish glee, as she pullerl Thcos forward. 

“Strike now!” she whispered, — “ Quick ! -vv])y dost thou 
hesitate?’’ 

He looked at her fixedly, — the previous hot passion he had 
felt for her froze like ice within his vt n-, — her fairness seemed 
no longer so distinctly fair, — the witchmg radiance of her eyes 
had lost its charm, — and he motioned her from him with a 
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rilent gesture of stem repugnance. Catching sight of the 
sheeny glimmer of the lake through the curtained entrance of 
the tent, he made a sudden spring thither — dashed aside the 
draperies, and flung the dagger he held far out towards the 
watery mirror. It whirled glittering through the air, and fell 
with a quick splash into the silver -rippling depths, — and gravely 
contented, he turned upon her, dauntless and serene in the 
consciousness of power. 

‘‘Thus do I obey thee!” he said in firm tones that thrilled 
through and through with scorn and indignation, — “ Thou evil 
Beauty 1 — thou fallen Fairness! Kill Sah-lftma? — Nay, sooner 
would I kill myself, — or thee! His life is a glory to the world, 
— his death shall never profit thee ! ” 

P'or one instant a lurid anger blazed in her face, — the next 
her features hardened themselves into a rigidly cold expression 
of disdain, though her eyes widened with wrathful wonder. A 
low laugh broke fi om her lips, 

“Ah!” she cried — “Art thou angel or demon that thou darest 
defy me? Thou shouldst be either or both, to^array thyself in 
opposition against the High Priestess of Nagaya, whose relent- 
less Will hath caused empires fo totter and thrones to fall! His 
life a glory to the world?” — ^and she pointed to .Sah-ldma’s 
recumbent figure with a gesture of loathing and contempt, — 
“His? — the life of a drunken voluptuary? — a sensual egotist? 
a poet who sees no genius save his own, and who condemns all 
vice, save that which he himself indulges in! A laurelled 
swine! — a false god ol art! — and for him thou dost reject Mel 
— ah, thou fool!” and Iicr splendid eyes shot forth resentful 
fire, — “Thou rash, un linn king, headstrong fool! thou knowest 
not what thou hast lost ! Aye, guard thy friend as thou wilt, — 
thou dost guard him at thine own peril! — think not that he, — 
or thou, — shall escape my vengeance! What! — dost thou play 
the heroic with me? — thou who art Man, and therefore no 
hero? — For men are cowards all, except when in the heat of 
battle they follow the pursuit of their own brief glory! — pol- 
troons and knaves in spirit, incapable of resisting their own 
passions! — and wilt thou pretend to be stronger than the rest? 
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Wilt thou take up arms against thyself and Destiny? Thou 
madman!” — and her lithe form quivered with concentrated 
rage — “ Thou puny wretch that dost first clutch at, and then 
refuse my love! — thou who dost oppose thy miserable force to 
the Jate that hunts thee down! — thou who dost gaze at me 
with such grave child-foolish eyes! — Beware, — beware of me! 
1 hate thee as I hate all men! — I wdll humble thee as I have 
humbled the proudest of thy sex! — wheresoever thou goest I 
will track thee out and torture thee! — and thou shalt die — 
miserably, lingeringly, horribly, — as 1 would have every man 
d\^ could I fulfil my utmost heart’s desire! To-night, be free! 
— but to-morrow, as thou livest, I will claim thee!” 

Like an enraged Queen she stood, — one white jewelled arm 
stretched forth menacingly, — her bosom heaving, and her face 
aflame with wratli, but Theos, leaning against Sah-lfima’s couch, 
heard her with as much impassiveness as though her threatening 
voice veere but the sound of an idle wind. Only, when she 
ceased, he turned ]\is untroubled gaze calmly and full upon 
her, — and then, — to his own infinite surj)rise she shivered and 
shrank backwards, while over bgr countenance flitted a vague, 
undefinable, almost spectral expression of terror. He saw it, 
and swift words came at once to his lips, — woids that uttered 
themsc'lves without premeditation. 

To-morrow^, Lysia, thou shalt claim nothing!” he said in a 
still composed voice that to himself had something stiange and 
unearthly in its tone, — “ Not even a gravel Get thee hence! — 
pray to thy gods if thou hast any, — for truly there is need of 
prayer! Thou shalt not harm Sah-li' na,^ — his love for thee 
may be his present curse, — but it sh.Jl not work his future 
min! As for me, — thou canst not slay me, Lysia, — seeing that 
to myself I am dead already I — dead, yet alive in thought, — and 
thou dost now seem to my soul but the shadow of a past 
Crime, — the ghost of a temptation overcome ani baflled! Ah, 
thou sweet Sin ! ” here he suddenly rroved towards her and 
caught her hands hard, looking fearlessly the while at her 
flushed half troubled face, — “I do confess that I have loved 
thee, — I do own that I have found thee fair I — but now — now 
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that I see thee as thou art, in all the nameless horror of thy 
beauty, I do entreat,*' — and his accents sank to a low yet 
fervent supplication — “ I do entreat the most high God that I 
may be released from thee for ever ! ” 

She gazed upon him with dilated, terrified eyes, — and he 
dimly wondered, as he looked, w^hy she should seem to fear 
liim? — Not a word did she utter in reply, — step by step she 
retreated from him, — hei glittering exquisite form grew paler 
and more indistimt in outline,— and piesentlv, catching at the 
gold curtain that divided the two pavilions, she paused, —still 
regarding him steadfastly. An evil snide curved her lips, — a 
smile of cold menace and derisive scorn, --1 he iris-c'oloured 
Jewel on her breast darted forth vivid flashes of a/uie and 
green and grey, — the snakes in lier hair seemed to lise and 
hiss at him, — and then, — wiiii an awful unspoken threat written 
resolvedly one'iery line of her fair features, — she let the gold 
draperies fall softly, — and so disapjieaied, — leavmg him alone 
with Sah-hliua ! 

He stood for a moment half amazed, half perplexed, — then, 
drawing a deep breath, he pushed the dusteung hair oft his 
forehead with an inconsScious gesture of relief. She was gone i 
— and he felt as though he liad gained a victory over some- 
thing, though he knew not what. The cool air from the lake 
blew refreshingly on his heated brow, — and a thousand odours 
from orange-tlowers and jessamine floated caiessingly about 
him. 'J'he night was very still, — and appi caching the opening 
of the tent, he looked out. There, in the soft sky gloom, 
moved the majestic procession of the lTndisro\ered Worlds, 
seeming to be no m*ore than bright dots on the rneasuieless 
expanse of pure ether, — there, low on the horizon, the yellow 
moon swooned languidly dowm wards in a bed of fleecy cloud, 
—the drowsy chkrup of a dreaming bird came softly now and 
again from the deep-branched shadows of the heavy foliage, — 
and the lilies on tlie surface of the lake nodded mysteriously 
among the slow ri^iples, like wise white elves whispering to one 
another some secret of fairyland. Ai?d Sahdflma still slept, — 
and still that puz/ded and weary frown darkened the fairness of 
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his broad brow, — and, c|)ming back to his side, Theos stood 
watching him with a yearning and sorrovs ful wistfulness. Gather- 
ing up the jewels that had fallen out of his dress, he replaced 
them one by one, — and strove to re-arrange the tossed and 
tumbled gaib as best he might. While he was thus occupied, 
his hand happened to touch the tablet that hung by a silver 
chain from the Laureate’s belt, — he glanced at it, — it was 
CO\tied with fine wiiung, and turning U inoie tovaids the light, 
he soon niaue out four stanzas, perfectly rhjmed and smoothly 
flow in a ^ a well moclolated harmony. He lead ttiein slowrly 
wnth a taint Siiiilc, -lie recognised ih^in as his tuvn ^ — they 
were part oi a pocn l)r‘ had long a begun, yet had neve* 
finislicd * And now Sail Ifiriia had the same idea ! — moreover 
he hid cbost n the same rhythm, the same words — 
liter all, wliat dui it matter? Nothing, he felt, so far as h<^ was 
c<m(eriHd, - he had itesid to Care for his own piibonahty or 
mUnst^, - Sail luma had hcomc dearer to him than himself! 

His imnudiate anxiety was centred in rhe question of how 
to lOuse hi> fiundfrtjin tne torpf»r in which he lay, and 
jf't Inui out of this •voluptuous gaidcn ol delights, tiefoie any 
iuiking dang» r could o\ci>ake him hull of ihis intention, he 
presently vcntuicd to diaw aside the curl tin that concealed 
Lysias pavilion, — and looking in, he saw to his great relief 
that she was no loiigei th re. Her couch of crushed roses 
Scented the place with heavy fiagrance, and the ruby lamp was 
still hurnn^ -but she hcrscll had dcpaited. Now was the 
time for c'^^cape ' -Uiought 1 hcos —now, —while she was ab'^ent, 
--now, if Sah IQma could be persuaded to come away, he 
might reach Ins own palace in safety, and once there, he 
could be warned of the death that threaleucvi him through the 
treachcr) of the wnirmn he loved. But w^ould he believe in, or 
icccpt tlie warning At any rate some Hfori lujst be made to 
rescue him, and Theos without more avio, bent above him and 
called aloud — 

Sah Ifima ’—Wake ! Sah-lfima ! ” 
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X 

THE PASSAGE OF THE TOMBS 

S AH“L0MA stirred unx^isily and smikd in his sleep. 

“More wine'” he mutUTed thickly More, — more I 
say ’ What ' will thou stint the i^enorous juire that warms my 
soul to song? Poar, - pour out lavishly * I v\ill miK the honey 
of thy luscious lips with the tnm>on buhhli s on thn goblet’s 
brim, and the ta^te thereof shall be u,s nectar dropped fiom 
paradise! Nay, niy * I will drink to none but M>self, — to 
the immortal baid oahluma, - Poet ot pot ts, — rnmtd and 

greatest on the roll of lame ’ — ave, ’tis a wuilhv 'r*ist and 
rnents a decpti diaught of mellow vintage 1 1 lil, — hii again ' 

the world is but the drunken duam of a Ood Poet and we but 
the mad rev t lit rs ol a sh idow day ’ will pass— Vtwill [lass, 
let us enjoy ere all us done, diown thought m wine and love 

and music — wine tpcI music, ” 

His voice biokc in a short smothered sigh, — Thc'os surveyc^d 
him with mingled inpitience, pity and sonitthing of repulsion, 
and there wab a warm touch of indignant remonstrance in his 
tone when ht‘ cahed ogam, — 

“Snh-lOma ' Rouse thee, man, for very shame’s ‘^ake ’ Art 
thou dead to the h(>nour ot thy calling, that thou dost wilfully 
consent to be th<* vKlim of wine bibbing and debauchery? O 
thou frail soiiP how , hist thou qutnehed the heavenly essence 
within thee — why wilt thou be thiib self disgraced and all 
inglorious ? Sah liima 1 Sah-lAma ^ ” — and lie shook him 
violently b) the o/m — “Up, — up, thou truant to the faith of 
Art ! I will not let thee drowse the hours away in such un 
seemliness, — wake ’ for the night is almost pa>t, — the morning 
is at hand, and danger threatens thee, — wouldst thou be lound 
here drunk at sunrise ? *' 

This time Sah-ldma w?ls thoroughly disturbed, and with a 
half-uttered oath, he sat up, pushed his tumbled hair from his 
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brows, and stared at his companion in blinking, sleepy 
wonderment. | 

“ Now, by my soul ! — thou art a most unmannerly ruflSan ! ” 
he said pettishly, yet with a vacant smile, — “ What question 
didst thou bawl unmusically in njii\e eai ? Will I be diunk at 
sunrise ! i\ye ! — and at sunset too, Sir Malapert, if that will 
satisfy thee ! Hast thou been giudgcd sufficient wine, and 
dost thou envy me my slumber ? Wlial doest thou here ? — 
where hast thou been ? and, becoming more conscious of 
his surroundings, lie suddenly stood up, and catching hold of 
Theob to su[)pori himself, ga/ed upon him susjiiciously with 
very dim and blood shut eyes — “Art tlioii ficsh from the arms 
of the ravishing Nehda? — is she not fair? — a choice morsel tor 
a lover’s baiKpietP- -Doth she not dance a madness into the 
veins? — Aye, aye! — she was reserved for thee, my jolly roy- 
sterer! - but thou ait not the first nor wilt thou be thi^ last that 
hath revelled in her store of charms ! No matter I ” — and he 
laughed fixilishlv,- “ iletter a vvild dancer than a tame prude ! ” 
hlere he looked about him in confused bewildciment, — “Where 
is Lysia? she not here a moment since?” — and he 

sta<\i!eTed low at (Is the tieigWxmring pavilion, and dashed the 
dividing curtain aside — “ Lysia ! — i.ysia ! ” — he shouted noisily, 
— then, rec(dving no answer, he flung himself down on the 
vacant couch of roses, and gathering up a handful of the 
crumpled flowtrs, kissed them passionately,- The witch has 
flown 1 ” hr said, laughing again that mirthless stupid laugh as 
he spoke — “ She doth love to tantalize me thus ! — Tell me 1 
wdiat dost thou think of her? Is she not a peerless moon of 
womanhood ? — doth she not eclipse all known or imaginable 
beauty? — Aye! — and I will tell thee a secret, — she is mine! — 
mine from the dark tresses down to the dainty feet ! — mine, all 
mine, so long as I shall please to call her so 1 — notwithstanding 
that the foolish people of Al-Kyris think she is impervious to 
love, self-centred, holy and ‘immaculate ’ J Bah! — as if a 
woman ever was ‘ immaculate ’ ! But mark you ! — though she 
loves me, — me, crowned Laureate of the realm, — she loves no 
Other man ! And why ? Because no other man ic found half 
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so worthy of love t All men must love her, — Nir j^is loved 
her, and he is dead because of overrjmch presumption, — and 
many there be who shall still die likewise, for love of her, — but 
I am her chosen and elected one, — her faith is mine, — her 
heart IS mine, — her very soul is mine ’ —mine I would swear, 
though all the gods of the past, present and future denied her 
constancy * ” 

Here his uncertain wandering gaze met the gnive, pained 
and almost stem regard of Ihco ** A\hy do t tliou sriie thus 
owl like upon me?”— ht demanded iiiitab^),- “Art thou not 
my friend and worshipper? Wilt preach? Wilt monhze on 
the folly of the time, — clu vk< of the age? 1 hou lo >keht it, 
— but prithee hold th\ fKice an thou kne^t m ' \u cut but 

live and die and there s an end, — alFs ovtr \\\ n the btsc and 

wisest of us soon let us be nerry while i iv ’ ’ 

And he tosstd a clus‘^r of ros s j byfullv ui Mi mr, ( Ttch^ >g 

them as they fell aiMin in a ')OfL shower of 3e\<rcd [iutr<.ring 
pink and whte petals Iheos hs^cnt^l to his iin 

guaidi d woids with a tnsc ot acute peisoni) w lb re 
was a rni i, youn , hii d omc, and endowul with tl l rarest gitt 
of Nature, a grt.\l po tic geniu ,-*-a miri who had attii \< d n 
early manhood tin highest worldly fame, to^ahtr with the 
friendship of a kir >, an 1 the love of a p^ opie, — y<.t what wis 
he in hnrself? A mere petty Fgoist,— a p ’‘or ihludtd f )ol, 
the iiiiresisLina prey of his own pas ions — tin. S sott< d slave of 
a treaeherous woman aid the voluntary d<i7iadfr of his i wn 
life * What was the u-.c of Gt nius then, if it could not aid one 
to overcome Sdf, — wljat iIil worth of haint if it wrre not 
made to se^ve as a br ^ht nrentive and nobk e\'3nij)le to 
others of kss rf nown r As thic thought pn .(d across hs 
mind, llifos sighed, —iu felt cuiKUsly conscu tK< rtnckni, 
ashamtd and hiiniihated, thni^^h Sah ^Ctma, and sohdy tor 
Sahlilma’s sake * At present, howevei, his chief anxiety was 
to get his friend safel> out of I « las pavilion before she should 
return to it, and his spirit chafed within hnn at eai h moment 
of enforced delay 

Come, < ome, Sah-ltima * ” he said aX last, gently, yet with 
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persuasive eamestness-l-“ Come away from this place, — the 
feast is over, — the fair ones are gone, — why should we linger? 
Thou art half-asleep, — believe me ’tis time thou wert home and 
at rest. Lean upon me, — so ! that is well ! ” — this, as the 
other rose unsteadily to his feet and lurched heavily against 
him, — “ N<iw let me guide thee, — though of a truth I know not 
the way thiough this wondrous woodland maze, — canst tell me 
whither w^e should turn ? — or hast thou no remembrance of the 
Qcaiest road lo thine own dwelling?” 

'J hus sprMking, lie managed to lead his stupefied companion 
aut of the tent inti'i the cool dewy garden, where, feeling 
jrOmewhat refieshed by the breath of the nightwind blowing on 
nis face, Sah lilmn straightened himself, and nude an absurd 
attempt to look exct'edingiy dignified. 

“Nay, an thou wilt depart with such scant ceremony,” — he 
grumbled peevishly — “get thee hence and find out the road as 
best thou mayest ’ — why should I aid thee ? I’or myself, I am 
well contented here to remain and sleep, —no belter couch can 
the Poet have than this violet scented moss”— and he waved 
his arm with a grandiloquent gesture, — “no grander canopy 
than this star-besprinkled heaven ’ Leave me, — for my eyes 
aie wondious heavy, and I would fain slumber undisturbed till 
the break of day ! by my soul, thou art a rough companion ! ” 
— and he struggled violently to release himself from Theos's 
resolute and compelling — “Where 'wouldst thou drag 

me ? 

“ Out of danger and the shadow of death ! ” replie^d Theos 
firmly, — “'Thy life is threatened, Sah ifima, and I wall not see 
th^^e slain ! If thou canst not guard thyself, then I must guard 
thee ! — Come, delay no longer, I beseech llu^e I — do I not love 
thee, friend?- -and would 1 urge thee thus without good 
reason? O thou misguided soul! thou dost most ignorantly 
Court destruction, but if my strength can shlcM thee, thou shalt 
not die before thy time ! ” 

And he hurried his pace, half leading, half carrying the 
reluctant poet, who, however, was too drowsy and lethargic to 
do more than feebly resent his action, — and thus they went 
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together along a broad path that seemdd to extend hself in a 
direct line straight across the groundS, but which in reality 
turned and twisted about through all manner of perplexing 
nooks and corners, — now under trees so closely interwoven that 
not a glimpse of sky could be seen through the dense darkness 
of the crossed boughs, — now by gorgeous banks of roses, pale 
yellow and white, that looked like frozen foam in the dying glitter 
of the moon, — now beneath fairy-light trellis work, overgrown 
with jessamine, and peopled by thousands of dancing fiie flies, 
— while at every undulating bend or sharp angle in the road, 
Theos’s heart beat quickly in fcai lest they should meet some 
armed retainer or spy of Lysia’s, who might interrupt their 
progress, or perhaps peremptoiily forbid their depa**ture. 
Nothing of the kind happened, or seemed likely to happen, — 
the splendid gardens were all a[)parenLly deserted, —and not a 
living soul was anywhere to be seen. Presently through an arch- 
way of twisUd magnolia stems, 'Fheos caught a glimpse of the 
illuminated pool with the marble nymph in its centre which 
had so gieatly fascinated him on his fust arrj\ak and he 
pressed forward eagerly, knowing that now ♦he) roukl not be 
very far from the gites of exit. All at once the tall figure of a 
man clad in comiilcte armour, came into sudden view between 
some heavily-drooping boughs,— it stood out for a second, and 
then hurriedly disappeared, mufiling Us fare in a black manlie 
as it fled. Not, however, before Theos had recogni'^ed those 
dark haughty features, those relentless brows and that stern 
almost lurid smile ’ — and with a quick convulsive movement he 
grasped his companion’s arm. 

“ Hist, Sah-lCima • ” he whispered, — “ Saw you not the 
King?” 

Sdh-lflma started as though he had received a daggei -thrust, 
- his very lips turned pale in the moonlight. 

“The King 2^^ he echoed, with an accent of incredulous 
amazement, — “ The King ? — thou art mad I — it could not be ! 
Where didst thou see him ? ” 

In silence Theos pointed to the dark shrubbery. Sah-lflma 
shook himself free of his friend’s hold, and standing erect, 
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^a 2 ed in the direction indicated, with an expression of mingled 
fear, distrust, bewildermeiit, and wrath on his features, — he 
was suddenly but effectually sobered, and all the delicate 
beauty of his face came back like the rich tone of a fine picture 
restored His hand fell instinctively towards the jewelled hilt 
of the poniard at his belt. 

“The King?” he muttered under his breath, — “The King? 
— Then — is KhosrOl right after ail, and must one learn wisdom 

from a madman ? — ]3y my soul if I thought ” Here he 

checked himself abruptly and turned upon Theos, — “ Nay, 
inou art deceived »” he said with a forced smile— -“Twas not 
th King • — *twas some rash unknowm intruder whose worthless 
life must pay the penalty of his trespass ’ ” — and he drew his 
flashing weapon from its sheath, — “ Thu^ shall unmask him » — 
And thou, my friend, g t thee away and home, — fear nothing 
fill my safety I — go hence and qUiCkly, — Til follow thee 
anon • ” 

And before 1 heos could utter a word of warning, he plunged 
niijictuously into the inncMnost nccs^es of the d(*nse fohage 
behind whuh the ma ste rpus armed figure had just vanished, 
and was instantly lost to sight 

“Sahlfinia* -Sahlfima’” — called Theos passionately, — 
“ C ome back t Whither wilt thou go ? — Sah Ifinia < ” 

Only silence answered him, — sihncc rendered even more 
profound by the subdued faint rustling of the wind among the 
^cav s,- and agitated by all n anner of vague alarms and dreary 
foK bodmgs, he stood still for a moment, hesitating as to whether 
he should follow Ins friend or no Some instinct stronger than 
himself, howc\er, persuaded him that it would be best to con 
tinue Ins road, — he thcrtfoic went on slowly, hoping against 
hope that Sah ICima might still rejoin him, — Imt hennn he was 
disappointed He waited a little while near the illuminated 
water, dreamily e>(iiig the beautiful marlile njmph, crowned 
with her wreath of amethystine flame, — she resembled Lysia 
somewhat he thought, — only this was a frozen tairncss, while 
the perilous charms of the cruel Higii Fnesless w^ere those 
of living flesh and blood. Yet the remembrance of all the 
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tenderly witching loveliness that mi^t have been his, had he 
slain Sah-ldma at her bidding, now nK>ved him neither to regret 
nor lover^s passion, but only touched his spirit with a sense of 
bitter repulsion, — while a strange pity for the Poet laureate's 
infatuatio2i awoke in him, — pity that any man could be so 
reckless, blind and desperate as to love a woman for her mere 
perishable beauty of body, and never care to know whether the 
graces of her mind were equal to ^he graces of her form. 

“We men have yet to learn the true meaning of love” — he 
mused rather sadly — “We consider it from tlie selfish stand- 
point of our own unbridled passions, — we willingly accept a 
fair face as the visible reflex of a fair soul, and nine times out 
of ten, we are utterly mistaken I We begin wrongly, and we 
tlrerefore end miberal»]y, — we should love a woman for w'hat 
she is and not for w^hat she appears to be. Yet, how are we to 
fathom her nature? — how shall we guess, — bow^ can we decide? 
Are we fookd by an evil fate?— or do w'('., in our loves and 
marriages, deliberately fool ourselves?” 

He ])orH]erc(l the question hardly without arriving at any 
satisfactory .mover,— and as Sah-h'inja slid did no^ return, he 
resunie<l his slow, unguided and solitary way. He presently 
found hiujself in a close boscage of tall trees straight as pines, 
and covr-ved w^ith very large thick leaves that exhaled a pecu> 
liarly faint odour, — and here, pausing abru})ily, he looked 
anxiously about him, 'This W'as certainly not the avenue 
through which he had previously come with Sah-htmn — and he 
soon felt uncomfortably convinced that he had somehow taken 
the WTong path. Peiceiving a low iron gate standing ojien in 
front of him, he wcht thiiher, and discovered a steep stone 
staircase leading dowm, down into what seemed to be a vast 
well, black and empty as a starless midnight. Peering doubt- 
fully into this gloc»my pit, he fancied he saw a small blue flaine 
wavering to and fro at the bottom, and pricked by a sudden 
impulse of curiosity, he made up his mind to descend. 

He went down slowdy and cautiously, counting each step as 
he placed his foot upon it,— tiiere were a hundred steps in all, 
and at tlie end, tlie light he had seen completely vanished, 
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leaving him in the most profound darkness. Confused and 
startled, he stretched out 411s hands instinctively as a blind man 
might do, and thus came m contact with something sharp, 
pointed, and icy cold like the tiozen talon of a dead biid. 
Shuddering at the touch, he recoiled, — and was about to try 
and groj)«^ his way up the stairs again, when the light once 
niOTe appeared, th.s time casting a thin, slanting, azure bia-te 
through the dense shadows, — and he was able gradually to 
realize the honors of the plate into which he had unwillingly 
auv'-ntuied. One faint cr) escaped his lips,- and then he was 
mute and motionless, — cliilkd to the very heait. A great av^e 
a i speechless dread o\cr\\ helmed hnn, — for he, - a living man 
and fad} conscxoiis of life, — stocul alone, surroanen d by a 
eh? ‘illy rnultituae of skeletons,- si eknons Llvadi d ■white as 
ivvir} and glistening w h a srntioth moist polish a of pt‘arl 
Shoulder to shoulder, arm against arm they stood, placed up- 
right, ap(l as clo'^c loatdicr as possible, — i"Vtr} bori> hartal held 
a rusty speai,- and on t ver) skull gleaned a >iacill metal casque 
inscribed with hif rog]\phic chaia ’eis d hou^. nds of e)olesb 
sc ehets seemed to rum towards him m blank yet questioning 
wondei, suggesting awfid^’to* his mind, tlktt the c}es might 
still be there, filh n lai buk into the 'vMd fioiii whonre they 
ye* thenisehes uiioceii, — thousands of grinning jaws 

■^eeraed to moek at him, as ne leaned half fainting against the 
damp weed grown portal, — he faneied be could hear the de 
risive lauLdi of Death echoing hornbly through those dimly 
d» >iant an lies I d'his, --this, .t- tnoughl wildly, was die sequel 
to his bi^ef and wietched Instoiy < --for tins one end he hid 
wandered out of the ways of his fur n r efe, and forgotten 
.oiiiost all he had ever known, — here was the only 1 hnalt 
^ 1 all wise and all [>oLenl God could contrive ff»r the close of 
Dis marvellous symphony of creati\e Love ond laght ' \li, 
ciin 1 , cruel * Tlien there wis no justice, no pil), no compens- 
ation in all the width and breadth of the Lnrerse, if Death 
indeed was the end of everything’ — and Goa or the Great 
Force called by that name was nothii'^g but a 'Tyrant ?nd 
Torturer of His helpless creature, Man I So thinking, dully 
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and feebly, he pressed his hands op his aching eyes, to shut 
out the sight of that gnm crowd ol Jfleshless, rigid Shapes that 
everywhere confronted him, — the darkness of the place seemed 
to descend upon him crushingly, and reeling forward, he would 
have fallen in a swoon, had not a strong hand suddenly 
grasped his arm and supported him hnnly upright 

“How now, my son said a gr<ue musical \oice that had 
in it a certain touch of compass on, “ W hat ails thee ^ —and 
why art thou here? Art thou conucimied to die? —or dost 
thou seek an escape from death ? ” 

Making an effort to overcome the sick giddiness that con 
fused his brain, he looked up, — a bn^lit lamp flaied in hi. 
eves, contrasting so da//lingly >\ith the surrounding gloom that 
fora moment he v^as holt blinded by its brillianc),— but pre 
sentlv steadying his gaze he was able to discern the dark outliiv^ 
of a till blac k girmented figure si induig beside him, the 
figure of an old man, whose severe ind dignified aspect at first 
reminded h m souk what of the prophet Ivhosnil Only that 
Khosrt\l « ni (d fi atures h i<l borne the mijircss of patient, 
long endured bitter surfcring, and »hc peis^migt wtio now con 
fronted him had a face so cairn and seriously impassive that it 
might ha\c bc^ n taken for thit of one ncv\ly dtid, from whose 
lineaments all trcL.es of earthly pission had for ever been 
smoothed away 

thou condemned to die or d)st then seek an escape from 
deathl ’ Irt ejuestion had, or seemed to have, a curious si ni 
ficance, — it reitf rate d itself almost noi.sily in his ears,- hi*, 
mind was troubled by \ague surmises and dreary foreboding', 
— speech was Uiffituh to him , and his lips qui ered pathetic 
ally, when he at last found force to frame his struggling thoughts 
into la iguago 

“Fscape from ^ death !” he murmured, mg wildly round 
as he spoke, on the vast skeleton crowd tint encircled him, — 
‘ Old man, dost thou also talk of dream like impossibilities ? 
Wilt thou also maintain a creed of hope when naught awaits 
us but despair ? Art thou fooled likewise with the glimmenng 
Soul mirage of a never to-be realized future ? — Escape from 
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death ? — How ? — and wt^re ? Are not these dry and vacant 
forms sufficiently eloquer-J: of the all-omnipotence of Decay ? ” 
— and he caught his unknown companion almost fiercely by 
the long robe, while a sound that was half a sob and half a 
Sigh came from hiS aching throat, — Lo you, how emptily they 
stare upon us ^ — how frozen piteous is then smile ’ — Poor, poor 
frail shapes’ — nav ’—who would think these hollow shells of 
bone had once been men I Mon with strong hearts, warm- 
flowing blood and throbbing pulses,- men of thought and 
action, who maybe did n/ost nobly bear themselves in life upon 
the earth, and yet are now forgotten, — men —ah greit He a\en ’ 
can it that these most ru< fill loathly thing:, hav^ loved, and 
hoped, and laboured through all their clays tor such an end 
as 1111*^ ' f. SI ape from death’ — alas, ihtre is no t i>r ipe, — 'tis 
evident we all must die — dii^ ana with dust qu( nched eyes 
unlearn our knowledge, of the sun, the stars, the maiv^ Is of the 
un verse,- for us no more shill the flowtr^ blooni^or the sweet 
birds sing, - the poem of the world will wiite itself anew m 
every ic»seate flushing of the dawn,— bu*^ we — we who have 
joyed therein, — we^wlio have sung the piaists of the litihf, the 
harmonies of wind an(l*s,c a,^t^i€ tunefulness of woods and fit Ids, 
— we whose ambitious thoughts have soared ai change’ like 
through unseen empyreans of space, there to drink in a honeyed 
hope of Heaven, — we shall be but dead I — mute, cold and 

stirles*^ as deep undug stones, — dead ’ Ah God, thou 

\jtruost Cruelty ’ and in a sudden access of grief and passion 
he raised one hand and shook it aloft with a menarmg gesture 
— “Would 1 might look upon Ihee face lo face, and rebuke 
lliee for "Ihy merciless injustice ’ ” 

He spoke wildly, as tiiough possessed by a sort of frenzy, — 
his unknown companion heard him with an air of miid and 
pitying patience 

“ Peace — peace ! Blaspheme not the Most High, my son ’ 
he saui gently, y^et reproachfully. “Distraught as thou dost 
seem with some strange misery, anc’ sick with fears, forbear 
thine Ignorant fury against Him w ho bath, for love's dear sake 
alone, created thee. Control '■hy soul m patience! — surely 
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thou art afflicted by thine own vain and false imaginings, which 
for a time contort and darken the cl|ar light of truth. Why 
dost thou thus disquiet thyself concerning the end of life, 
seeing that verily it hath no end ? — and that what we men call 
death is not a conclusion but merely a new beg.inning? Waste 
not thy pity on these skeleton forms, — the empty dwellings of 
martial spirits long since fled, — as well weep over fallen husks 
of corn from which the blossomj; have sprung right joyously 
upward ! This world is but our roadside hostelry, w^herein we, 
heaven-bound sojourners, tarry for one brief restless night, — 
why regret the loss of the poor refreshment oflered thee here, 
when there are a thousand better feasts awaiting thee elsewhere 
on thy waiy ? Come, — let me lead thee hence, — this place is 
known as the J*assagc of the Tombs, — and comnmnicates with 
the Inner Court of the Sacred Temple, — and if, as 1 fear, thou 
art a stray fugitive from the accursed Lysia’s band of lovers, 
thou mayest be tracked hither and quickly slain. Come, — I 
will show* thee a secret labyrinth, by which thou canst gain the 
embankment of the river and from thence betake thyself 

speedily home. — if thou hast a home here he paused, and 

a keen questioning glance flashed in" his dark eyes. “But, — 
notwithstanding thy fluency of speech and fashion of attire, 
methinks thou hast the lost and solitary air of one w'ho is a 
stranger in the city of Al-Kyris?” 

Theos sighed. 

“A stranger 1 am indeed!” he said drearily — “A stranger 
to my very self and all my former belongings ! Ask me no 
questions, good father, for, as I live, I cannot answer them ! I 
am oppressed by a nameless and mysterious suflering, — ray 
brain is darkened, — my thoughts but half-formed and never 
wholly uttered, and I, — 1 who once deemed human intelligence 
and reason all-siq^reme, all-clear, all-absolute, am now com- 
pelled to use that reason reasonlessly, and to work with that 
intelligence in helpless ignorance as to what end my mental 
toil shall serve ! Woeful and strange it is ! — yet true ; — I am 
as a broken straw in a whirlwind,— or the pale gliost of my own 
identity groping for things forgotten in 2t land of shadows ; — I 
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know not whence I camc| nor whither I go ’ Nay, do not fear 
me, — I am not mad , — liam consenus of my life, my strength 
and physical well-being,— and though I may speak wildly, I 
Inrbour no ill intent towards any man — my quariel is with God 
alone ' ^ 

He paused, — thf n resumed in calmer accents, — “You judge 
rghlly, revel nd sir, —I am a stranger in Ai Kyns L entered 
the city galLb this motnitig wht n the sun In^^h, - md ere 
noon, 1 found courUou^ w Jeome and pxinctly shelter, — I am 
the giu St of the j>oet, ^ah lima ” 

The old man looked at him half compisMonatcly 
‘Ah Sail Ihrna is thi le nost?** he slid wiUi a touch of 
melancholy surprise in his tone— “Ihtn whcrdcre art thou 
here? — here in tins laik abode whv.re none may ling< r and 
escape with lift ?- how eniutst tliou withm tlie bounds of 
Ijysia's fatal ph is^unee ?- Has the Laureate's friendship thus 
misguided Ihet ? " 

T heos he itited Ixfore replying He was again moved by 
that cmious instinctive dn id of heaiing ‘kihlhmas name 
associated with any stj^***- reproach, ana his voice had a 
Mmiewhit dc ii \nt ring a he answered — 

“Nay, 1) I am neither child nor woman that I sliould 
weikly jicld to guidance or mis tadmg * Some trifling matter 
of freewill remains to mv. in spite of mine affliction, — uiid that 
I hive su])pcd with bin iOma at the Palace ot the Higli 
PnesUss, has been a-, nmc' ny home is his exiiiple Who 
ainoim mt 11 would tuin aside from high fea^tiim ind muthful 
comp iny ? — not 1, Lf 1 e\e me ’ — and Sib Ihma s des res hcren 
wtr but the reflex of min< owiH W c ime toattiXi tiirough 

the woodlind, and pirt < but a moment since ' 

He stopped abruptly, startled by a sudden cla«h as of steel 
and the tr imp U imp of approaelung feet. I^iS aged eoinjianion 
caught him h) the arm, — 

“Hush*'' he whispered — “Not a word more -not a breath 
— or thy life iiiiisi j ay the nilty* ^k, — follow me close 

— step softly* — there is a hid»n^-)hce near at hand where we 
miy crouch unseen, till these diead visitants pass by.'* 
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Moving stealthily and with anicioi:(-. precaution, he led the 
way to a niche hollowed deeply out tin the thicknc ss of the 
wall, and turning his lamp aside so that not the faintest 
glimmer of it could be perceived, he took Theos by the hand, 
and drew him into what seemed to be a huge cavernous recess, 
utteily dark and icy cold 

Here, crouching low in the fuuhest gloom, they both waited 
silently, — Theos ignorant as to th cause oi the ^ udden alarm, 
and wondering vaguely what strange new nrcumstanct was 
about to happen Ihe measured tramp tramp of feet came 
nearer and nt ii er, and in another moment the flare of smoking 
torches illumined the vaulted passage, casting m my a ruddy 
flicker and flish on the ivoiy gleaming whiteness of the vast 
skeleton aimy, that stood with siuh grim and paihd paOenee, 
as though w xiting for i mirchin,^ signal 

Piesentiy ihei^. appeared i n iniber of hil^nnled men, 
carrying short axes stained with blood, — coar e, savige, cruel- 
looking brutes aU, whost lowering tacts bore ih^ rrurks of a 
thous-md nnrepented ( nines, — t-hest wert followed b four till 
perse nagos did ir flowing whtc robc:> m4 dose m •'k^d, — 
and fini 1> there cime a hind of bl lek slne'^ dothed in \ivid 
scarlet, drigging between the in two wiitiung, oVeaing rrea 
turcs,— one i min, ihc other a girl in her e uhest youth, both 
convulsed bv the evident 1 ist agonies ot death 

Arrvea at the centre of tint part of the vault where the 
skeleton crowd was tliukest, this heirnble halted, while 

one of the masked ptisoinges undid from his girdle a lirgc 
bunch of ke)s And no \ Theos watching everything with 
dreadful interest from the c bscurc corner where was, thanks 
to his unknown fnend, successfully con t tied, perceived for 
the lust time a low iron door, heavily buried, and surmounted 
by sharp spikes as^long as drawn d »*,,^ers Wht n this dreary 
portal was, with many a jarring groan and chng, ^lowl} opened, 
such an awful cry broke from the lips of the tortuied man as 
might have wrung compassion from the most hardened tyrant 
Wresting h/mstlf fiercely out of the grasp of the slaves who 
held him, he struggled to his feet, while Ihe blood poured from 

264 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 


the cruel wounds that v^ere inflicted all over his body, and 
raising his mana<'led hancis aloft he cned, — 

“Mercy* — mercy* — not for me, but for her*-^fOir her, my 
love, my life, my tenderest little one I — What is her crime, ye 
fiends ? — why do ye deem love a sin and passion a dishonour ? 
Shall th^re be no more heart longings because ye are cold ? 
Spare her* — she is so >oung, so fond, so innocent of all re 
proach save one, the shame of lo\ing me* Spare her* — or, 
if )e will not spare, sla) her at once* -now* — now, with swift 
compassionate sword, — but cast her not alive into ynn hideous 
^^rpent’s den » — not alive *- ah no, no ! >e gods, have pity* — ** 

Here his voice broke and a sudden light passed over his 
agonized countenance Gazing sttadiaslly at the girl, whose 
bciuliful white body row lay inolionk^s rn the cold s ore, with 
a cloud of fair hair falling veil like over it, his e>cs seemed to 
strain themselves out of their sockets m the intensit> of his 
eager n t,ird, when all at once he gave vent to a wild peal of 
delirious hughttr and exclaimed, — 

“Dead -dead* — thanks be to the meicikss crods for this 
one gift of gra^eat^the last* Dead, — dcjJ ’ O the blessed 
fivoui ind freedom of deatli *~ Sweetht art, they can torture 
diee n) niort— no mon ’ — Ah, devils that )e aie*” and his 
voice, grown frintirad) loud, purctd the glooriy arches with 
tcinble resonince, is he siw the ridgmnented slaves vainly 
^ndeivounng to rouse, with ferocious blows and thrusts, new 
life in the fair stiifc ring co-^^se before them,— “ 1 Ins time ye 
arebiflieel — Biffled*- and I li/e to sf e >our vanquishment * 
Give her to me * ” and he stretc hed out his treniL ling arms, — 
“Give her — she is deid —and ye can lo** offer to Nigija any 
lifeless thing * 1 will weave her a shroud of her own gold hvir 

— I will bury her softly awa) in the darkness — 1 will sing to 
her as 1 used to sing in the silent summer evenings, when we 
fancied our secret of forbidden love unknown,— and with ray 
lips on hers, I will pray — pray for the pardon oi passion grown 
stronger, — than — life * " 

He ceased, and swaying forward, feh — a shiver ran through 
his limbs, — one deep gasping sigh, — and all was over The 
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band of torturers gathered round the lk)dy, uttering fierce oaths 
and exclamations of dismay* t 

Both dead I ” said one of the individuals in white, — 'Tis 
a most fatal augury I ” 

Fatal indeed 1” said another, and turning to the men with 
the blood-stained axes, he added angrily — “Ye were too swift 
and lavish of your weapons — ye should have let these criminals 
suffer slowly inch by ini h, and yct have left them life enough, 
wherewith to linger on in anguish many hours* 

The wretches thus addressed, looked sullen and humiliated, 
and approaching the two corj^es, would have hmtahy iniJicted 
fresh wounds on them, had not the seeming chief of the party 
intcifeied. 

“Let be, — let be!'* he said austerely — “Ye cannot cause 
the dead to feel,™ would that it were possible! Then miulii 
the glorious and god like thiist of vengeance in our gieat High 
Priestess be somewhat more appeased in this maiur. Por uie 
unlawful communion of love between a vestal virgin and an 
anointed priest, cannot be too utterly abhorrt‘d and condemned, 
— and these twain who thus did lojidijf.'vdolrte their \o\'ss, have 
perished far too easdy. The sanctity of the 'Fernple has been 
outraged, — Ly^'ia will not be satisfied, — and how shall we 
pacify her nghteouii wrath, concerning this too tranquil death 
of the undeserving and impure?’* 

Drawing all together in a close group they held a whispcied 
i onsultation, and finally, apjicaring to have come to some sort 
of decision, they took up llie dead bodies one after anoll cr, 
and flung them carelessly into the dork apf.rture lately un- 
closed. As they did riiis, a stealthy rusth'ng sound was heaid, 
as of some great creature moving to and fro in the far interior, 
but they ^oon locked and baned the iron [Kjrtal once moie, 
and then took their depaiture rather hurriedly, leaving the 
vault by the way Thcos had entered it — narnelj^ up the stone 
stairway that led into Lysia’s palace-gardens. As the last echo 
of their retreating steps died away and the last glimme i of 
their lurid torches vanished, Thcos sprang out from his hiding- 
place, — bis venerable companion slowly followed. 
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“ Oh God ! Can sucli things be ! ” he cried loudly, reckless 
of all possible risk for hi^mself as his voice rang penetratingly 
through the deep silence — “ Were these brute-murderers actual 
men? — or but the wandering gnm shadoivs of some long 
past crime? — Nay — surely I do but dream* — and ghouls and 
demons bom out of nightmare-slot]) do vex my troubled 
spirit I Justice * — justice lor the innocent i — la there none m 
all Al Kyns?” 

“None *” replied the old man who stood besid^ him, lamp 
in hand, fixing his daik melancholy eyes upon h rn as he 
'poke — “ None *— neithei in AlKjri-* nor in anj other great 
City on the peopled eailh! Justice? — I, who mi named 
Zuriel the Mystic, because of my tireless seaithings into 
things that are hidden from the unsludious ana unthinking, — 
1 know tliat Justice is an id'e name, —an einpt> bra^^ait \\ord 
for ever on the mouths of kings and judges, hut ntv^r m their 
hearts* Moreover, — wh il is guilt?— What is inno( erc«^* ? Both 
must be d^hned accoiding to the law of the realm winicin we 
dwell,— and fiom that law there can be no ajipt u "i hose 
men \^e lately saw were the chi^f jinests and fvcciaioners of 
the Sacred 1 emple,— ihey "liave simply h^*hilcd their duty. 
The culprits slain deserved their fate, — they lovoa where 
loviDg was forbidden, — torture and death was the 'stnctly- 
craamed punishment, and heitm was justice, —justice as 
portioned out by the Penal Code of the High Court of 
Councir' 

Theos licard, and gave an expressive gesture of ‘o*d uig and 
contempt 

•‘O narrow juusdiction * — O ‘?hort sigt>ted, false equity * ** he 
cxclamica passionately. “Are there aifleient la ss tor high and 
low? — Must the weak and defenceless be condemned to death 
for the self same sin committed openly by tlieir moie powerful 
brethren who yet escape scot free? What of the High Priestess 
then ? — If these poor lover victims merited the r doom, why is 
not Lysia slam? — Is not she a willin^Jy violated vestal? — doth 
^he not count her lovers by the score? -Are not her vows long 
since broken? — is noi her life a life of wanton luxury and 
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o^>en shame? — Why doth the Law| beholding these things, 
remain in her case dumb and ineffectual?” 

“ Hush, hush, my son 1 ” said the aged Zuriel anxiously — 
** These stone walls hear thee far too loudly, — who knows but 
they may echo forth thy words to unsuspected listeners? 
Peace — peace ! — Lysia is as much Queen, as Zephoranim is 
King of AI-Kyris ; and surely thou knowest that the sins of 
tyrants are accounted virtues, long as they retain their 
ruling powers ? I'he public voice pronounces Lysia chaste, 
and Zephoranim faithful; — who then shall dare to disprove 
the veidict? — ’Tis the same in all countries, near and far, — 
the law serv^es the strong, while professing to defend the weak. 
The rich man gains his cause, — the beggar loses it, — how can 
it be otherwise, while lust of gold ])revails? Gold is the 
moving- force of this our era, — without it kings and ministers 
are impotent and armies starve, — with it, all things can be 
accomplished, even to the concealment of the foulest crimes. 
Come, come 1 — ” and he laid one hand kindly on Tbcos’s arm, 
*‘Thoii hast a generous and fiery spirit, but thou shouldst 
never have been born into this planet if^thou scfkest such a 
thing as Justice 1 No man wdl *ever "deal true justice to his 
fellow man on earth, unless perhaps in ages to come, when the 
old creeds aie swept away for new, and a grander, wider, 
purer form of faith is accepted by the people. For religion in 
Al-Kyris to-day is a hollow mockery, — a sham, kepi np partly 
from fear, — partly from motives of policy, — but every thinker 
is an atheist at heart, — our splendid civilization is tottering 
towards its fall, — and should the fore-doomed destruction of 
this city come to pass, vast ages of progress, discovery and 
invention will be swe])t away as though they had never been!” 

He paused and sighed, — then continued sorrowfully — 
** There is, there must be something wrong in the mechanism 
of life, — some little hitch that stops the even wheels, — some 
curious perpetual mischance that crosses us at every turn, — 
but I doubt not all is for the best, and will prove moat truly so 
hereafter ! ” 

“Hereafter!” echoed Theos bitterly,* — “Thinkest thou that 
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even God, repenting of^lhe evil He hath done, will ever be 
able to compensate us by any future bliss, for all the needless 
anguish of the Present ?*’ 

Zuriel looked at him with a strange, almost spectral expres- 
sion of mingled pity, fear and mi giving, but he offered no 
leply to this home thrust of a (piestion. In giave silence 
and with slow majestic tread he began to lead the way along 
through the dismal labyrinth of black winding arches, holding 
his blue lamp aloft as he went, the better to lighten the dense 
gloom 

Theos followed him, silent also, and wiapped in strrn and 
rnouipful musine'j of his oaii, — mubings through which flint 
threads of pale ri^rollcc tion conn^ c ted with his p ist, glimmered 
ha/ily from nine to time, perplexing rather than enlightening 
his bewildcrtd brain 

Presently he found himself in a low narrow vestibule 
illumined by the blight yet soft riddance of a suspemVd Star, 
- and here coming close uj) with guide ar'd observing tas 
dress and nuivur more attentively, he suddenly pen eived a 
shining 5 oj? wluf h the old rninwoit hanging from his 

neck, and which fla'-lied against the sable hue of his garment 
hke a vvandtinur moonbeam 

Stopping abrujitly, he exanmed this ornament with stiaining 
wislfdl gi/t, — and slowly, very slowly recognised its fashion of 
construction, —it was a plain silver Cross — n itliing more Yet 
at sight of the sacred, strange yet familial b)mboh a chord 
seuried to snip in Ins brain,— tears rushed to his tirfd eyes, 
and with a sharp cry, he fell on ms knees, grasping Irs i om- 
panion’s robe wildly, as a drowning mm grasps at a floating 
spar, — while the venerable Zuriel, stt*.rtl< d at In, action, sUred 
down upon him in evidi nt ama/eirif nt and terror. 

Rescue’ -rfscue’” he cned, — “Oh thou ble^^sed among 
men ’ — thou dost wear the Sign of Eternal Safety • — the Sign 
ot the Wav, the Truth and the Life ’ — ‘ withe uf the Way there 
IS no going, without the Truth there is no knowing, without 
the life thcK is no living T Now do 1 know thee for 
a saint m Al Kyns, —for thou dost openly avow- thyself a 
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follower of the Divine Faith that U»o\s despise, and selfish 
souls repudiate, — ah, I do beseech thee, thou good and holy 
man, absolve me of my sin of Unbelief ! Teach me ’ — help 
me! — and I will hear Ihy counsels with the meekness of 
a listening child! — See, I kneel! — I pray! — I, even 1, am 
humiliated to the very dust of shame! I have no pride— I 
seek no glory, — I do entreat, even as I once i ejected, the 
blessing of the Cioss, whereby 1 shall regain my lost love, — 
my despised pardon,— rny vanished peace ! ” 

And with juilhctic earnestness, he raised hib hands towards 
the silver Emblem, and touthed it tenderly, reverently, — then 
as though unwoithv, he bent his head low^ and waited eigv.ily 
for a Name, — a Name that he himself could not remember, — 
a Name suggested by the (Toss, but not dc( 1 ired. If that 
Name were once spoken in the form of a benediction, he fe'l 
instinctively that he would straightway be reicisf'd fiorn the 
mysterious spell of mi‘=;ei) that bound his inttlbreTue in such 
a grievous llirall lUit not a woid of consohti^n d’d his 
coin]janion uU-’',— on the contraiy, he scemed agu itcd by 
the stiangcT SI 1 prise and alarm. ^ ^ 

‘•Now may all the gods m Heaven* defend thee, thou m- 
happy, de'^perate, distracted soul!*' he sa a ir. tiembUng 
affiigiited accents “Ihuii dost imj^loie the hlcssjiig of a 
Faith unknown’ — a My^rciv predicted but not yet fuihlled 
a Cretd that shall not he a^-cdaud to men tor lull Jive thuUband 
years J ’* 


XI 

THE » kn-sON R1\ER 

A t these unexpected word‘d Theos sprang wildly to his feet 
An awful darkness seemed to close in upon him, — ^and a 
chaotic r onfusion of memories began to whirl and drift through 
his mind like flotsam and jetsam tossed upon a stoim-swept 
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bCd. The a<2[ed and shaJlow} looking; Znnd stood motionlesSj 
watching him with sometjiing of timid \niy uid mild patience 
Five thousand years I he muttered hoirsth, pn ssmg Ins 
hands to his aching broils, viliiJe h s e>es aeain fixed them 
selves yc>rnmjly on the Cross, — 1 ivt ihoTisai d irs bciorc, 
— before it hat 

lie caiio; t the old man's arm, md in spit*, of himself, a 
laugh, wild, dreordant, and out of all keeping with his inward 
t notions brok. from his pirdied lips, — “ Phou doting fool’" 
li^ *iied ahno t iuriousl>, “Why dos^ thou mock m then with 
hib false im igc of a lio^ e unre.dizid? — Wlio gavt Hue leave 
to add more tud toiny fiirac of toim nt ^ — What m'^ans this 
sMtibol to thuie c'ycs? ak,— so ik ’ WLac adinomhon 
doc s U hold tor thte what promiM ? what men ice -what 
warning? what love? Spe ik, — O, shall I force 

lonfcssion from thy thion^ or must 1 die unsatisfied and slam 
by spea’ I ‘-s longing’ Whiat didst thoa say?— thousand 
y'^arst -Na,, b> the gods — thoa lust’” — and he pointed 
t\citedly to ti •^nud Emblem, — “I Ull ili^e that Holy 
Sun is as tin ilni ‘,o inv sulkimj: soul as tl e chiming of bells 
at sunset* as wdl known t) my ^ ;bt as the unfolding of 
flow CIS in till, ticlds of .pnn ^UlP hall be don oi said or 
iL in five thoj^and years, that his nut alread) been said and 
done ?" 

/unel rf'gard^d him mort comf ission itelv than eve^ with a 
pen tidtin^.,, mournful t \pr ->101 m his srivon daik e)ib 

‘ Alas, aii>, my s )n * thou au mu^^t gritvou-ly distriught’" 
hi ud in troubled tones “Ph> words but [rove tne daric 
oisoider of thy wit, -may He wen soon leal tnte of thy 
menral wound ’ ReWi un thy wild and wanderiri far^ es ’ — 
for surely thou cm t not be familiar, as thou sayest, with this 
siner SmuHoI, s Ciiig ti at it l^ but the lafismin^ or Jddgc of 
the Mystic bietnren of Al kyns, and las no signifie^ition 
wnatsoe^er save for the Elect It was d sun d some twenty 
years a^o by the inspired Chief of our Order, Khosrfil, and 

‘ The Cioss wi held Mn^ulir veneration in the 1 •'mp’e ot btrapis 
■aid by many tribes in the liast, apes before the coining of Chn^t. 
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such as are still his faithful disciples ^wear it as a record and 
constant reminder of his famous Prophecy/' 

Theos heard, and a dull apathy stole over him, — ^his recent 
excitement died out under a chilling weight of vague yet bitter 
disappointment. 

“And this Prophecy?” he asked listlessly, — “What is its 
nature and whom doth it concern ? ” 

“Nay, in very truth it is a str^mge and marvellous thing!” 
replied Zuriel, his calm voice thrilling with a mellow touch of 
fervour, — “ KhosrCl, 'tis said, has heard the angels whispering 
in Heaven, and his attentive ears have caught the echo of 
their distant speech. Thus spiritually instructed, he doth 
powerfully predict Salvation for the human race, — and doth 
announce, that in five thousand years or more, a (iod shall be 
moved by wondrous mercy to descend from Heaven, and take 
the form of Man, wherein, unknown, despised, rejected, He 
will live our life from cominencoment to finish, teaching, pray- 
ing, and sanctifying by Plis Divine Presence the whole sin- 
burdened Earth. 'Phis done, He will consent to suffer a most 
cruel death, — and the manner o^llis deadi will be that He 
shall hang, nailed hands and feet to a Cross as though He were 
a common criminal, — His huly brows shall be bound about 
with thorns, — and after hours of agony He, innocent of every 
sin, shall perish miserably — friendless, unpilied, and alone. 
But afterwards, — and mark you I this is the chiefest glory of 
all ! — He will rise again triumphant from the grave to prove 
His Godhead, and to convince Mankind beyond all doubt 
and question, that there is indeed an immortal Hereafter, — ^an 
actual free Eternity of Life, compared with which this our 
transient existence is a mere brief breathing-space of pause 
and probation, — and then, for evermore Pi is sacred name shall 

dominate and civili/e the world ” 

“What Name?” — interrujilcd Theos with eager abruptness, 
“Canst thou pronounce it?” 

Zuriel shook liis head. 

“Not 1, my son” — he answered gravely, — “Not even 
Khosrdl can penetrate thus far 1 The 'Name of Him who is 
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to come, is hidden deep ainong God’s iinfathomed silences ! 
It should suffice thee that^ thou knowest now the sum and 
substance of the Prophecy. Would I might live to see the 
days when all shall be fulfilled ! — but alas, my remaining years 
aic few upon the earth, and Heaven’s time is not ours I ” 

He sighed, — and resumed his slow pacing onwards, — Theos 
walked beside him as a man may walk in sleep, uncertainly 
and with unseeing eyes, his heart beating loudly, and a sick 
sense of suffocation in his throat. IV/iaf did it all mean? — 
Had his life gone back in some strange way? — or had 
merely dreamed of a former existence different to this 
one? He remembered now what Sah-lOma had told him 
respecting Khosrfll’s ‘‘new” theory of a future leligion, — a 
theory that to him had seemed so old, so old I — so utterly 
exhausted and worn threadbare ! In what a cruel problem 
was he hopelessly involved ! — what a u&clcss, perplexed, con- 
fused being he liad become ! — he who would once have staked 
his life on the unflinching strength and cajiabilities of human 
reason ! After a [uuse, — 

“Forgive me*” lu; s.:yd in^a h^w tone and speaking with 
some effort, — “forgive me and have patience with n\y hggard 
LO’iii)rehen&ion, — 1 am perplexed at heart and slow of thought ; 
—wilt thou assure me faithfully, that this God-Man thou 
speakest of, is not yet horn on earth ? ” 

The faintest sh ^dow of a wondering smile flickered over the 
old man’s wrinkled couatena^ 'e, I ke the reflection of a jiassing 
taper-flame on a faded picture. 

“My son, m) son!” he murmured with compassionate 
tolerance — “ Have I not told ihcc that thousand years and 
more must pass away ere the prediction be accomplished ?- -I 
marvel that so plain a truth should thus disquiet thee ! Now 
by my soul, thou lookest pallid as the dead*- -Come, let us 
ha.sten on more rapidly, — thy fainting spirits will revive in 
freslier air.” 

He hurried his pace as he spoke, ar»d glided along with 
such a curious stealthy noiselessness that by-and-by, Theos 
began dubiously to wonder whether, after all, he were a real 

273 



"ARDATH’’ 


ijtsrsonage or a phantom* He nbtired that his own figure 
beamed to possess much more substantiality and distinctness 
of outline than that of this mysterious Zurich whose very 
garments resembled floating cloud rather than actual woven 
fabric. Was his companion then a flitting Spectre? 

He smiled at the absurdity of the idea, and to change the 
drift of his own foolisli fanr’cs, he asked suddenly, — ‘‘Con- 
cerning this wondrous city of Al-Kyris, — is it of very ancient 
days* and long lineage?” 

“The annals of its recorded history reach over a period of 
twelve thousand yc'ars,”— replied Zuriel, — But ’Us the prest ni 
fashion to count from the neification of Naga\a or the Snake, 
— and aecYini'ng to this, we are now in the nine-hundred and 
eighty ninrh year of so-called Giace and Knowledge, — rather 
say Dishonour and Crime!— for a crueller, more bloodthirsty 
creed than the worship of Nagaya never debased a people! 
Who shall number up the innocent victims that have been 
sacrificed m the great Temple of tire Sabred Python* — and 
even on tlu\ v< rv day which has just dawned, another holocaust 
IS to be ottered on the Veiled Shiine, —or so it hath been 
publicly puH laimcd throughout the ritv, — and the crowd will 
flock to see a virgin’s blood spilt on the accursed altars where 
Lysia, in all the potency of triuinphnnt wickedness, picsides. 
Tint if the nuguries of the stars prevail, ’twill he for the last 
lime'” llcr(‘ he paused and looked fnedly at Theos, — “Thou 
dost nturii straightw'av to Sah-lflma, — is it not so?” 

Theos bent his head in a-s(*nt. 

“ Art thou true friend, or mere flatteier to that spoilt child 
of fair fame and fortune?’' 

“Friend! cried Theos with eagei eutliusiasm, — “I would 
give my life to saA^e his ' ” 

“Aye Aeiily?-Tis it so?” — and Zuriel’s melancholy eyes 
dwelt upon him with a strange and soinbie wastfulness, — 
“Then, thou art a man, peisuade him out of evil into good! 
— rouse him to noble shame and nobler penitence for all those 
faults vrhich mar his poet-genius and deprive it of immortal 
worth! — urge him to depart from Al-]fcyris, while there is yet 
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time ere the bolt of deslmction falls' — and, — mark you well 
this final warning' — bid him today avoid the Temple, and 
beware the King I” * 

As he said this, he stopped, and exUnguishod the lamp be 
cariu'd There was no longer any need of it, fur a broid patch 
of grey light fell through an apeiture in the wall, sliowing a tew 
rough hioken steps that led upwards, — and pointing to these, 
he bade the bewildered 1 he os a kin jlv firtvM ll 

“Thou wilt find bah lumas pala< e caMly, ’—he snd — “ Not 
a chud in the streets but knows the wjy thithtr (juird thy 
fnend and be rh)self also on guard unst coming h isl r, — 
and if thou art not yet resolved to d’t, es( apt from t ^ cf(y eie 
tonight’s sunsftting ^ocitht thy di^ltmjiercd i t ^ with 
tl oi ghti of i lod, and cta'^e not to [ ray fui ih\ sc u ^ salvation * 
Tcace be with rhee* ” 

He raised I us hands with an expressive gesttin^ of benedic- 
tion, and turning round aoiupll), di:> ippc d \\Hni tad he 
gone? how had he vani>lud^ It was impossible lo tell' — he 
'•eemed to ha^e mvlicd ana) like a m.st imo ultei noth ngness' 
Piofoundl) perplexed, d ht os nded t’ f sups faf it hmi, 
bis mind anxiously n\o'\ing 111 the strange ad,tntui ^ of the 
iiii:ht, .\h le i dim >uiis». ol some unspeikahle roniiup oaUn ty 
iiooded darkly upon him 

The suit nin admonitions ht h ai ]u^t heard af^'uted him 
deeply foi the reasem tli d the > ajiyicared to appi) 'fU specially 
lo Sail lilma, and d t u'ea thit m y evil file was in store fur 
the on^hi ! Ldut ful creatuit, wuom he had, oddly enough, 
learned to love more than hm >t If, aio’ied him to an almost 
worrann h apjiuht nsion In ca^eof irtssing ntresary, could 
ht rrise any authority o\er the c i[ f iou> niov^ me^ u of the 
wilful I^uieatc*, whose egc tisni w is so ab^ohde, whose lOiDtiious 
wav': were so dm m rig, — whose command wt rtnevcrquesnc/red? 

He doubted it ' -for han 'Uma wis arciistoiud t> follow the 
lead of his own immedule jilex^ur^, m leckh scorii of con 
sequent es, ~ and it was not likd> he would listen to t. e ptr 
suasions or eKh«^rtation'), howc\er inenu y> of anyone prcjumng 
to run counter to his wiishes 
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Again and again Theos asked hiiLiself — “ If Sah-Wma of his 
own accord, and despite all warning, deliberately rushed into 
deadly penl, could I, even loving him as I do, rescue him?” — 
And as he pondered on this, a strange answer shaped itself 
unbidden m his brain —an answer ihit seemed as though it 
were spoken aloud by some interior voice, — “No, —no’ — ten 
thousand times no’ You could not save him any more than 
you could S'i\e ;yoiirsclf from tie results of your own misdoing’ 
If you %oluntarii) choose evil, not all the forces in the world 
can lift you into good, — if you voluntanly choose dinger, not 
all tne gods tan bring you into safety’ tKFE Will is the 
divine condition attachid ♦’o human life, ind i uh min by 
thought word and deed, determines his own late, and decides 
his own future ’ 

lU sighed despondiiigly, — a curious vague contrition stirred 
wiiln 1 hi n, —he felt as though /le m re, in some m}steuous wiy, 
to blame for all h s [loet friend s shorti omirij^s ’ 

In a minutes he found himself on the h’-oid marble 
embankment, elo c to the ver} spot f^-on whciKt he hid lirst 
beheld the beauuful Hi^h Pucstess sailing slowly by in ill htr 
golden poniji and -.ph ndour, anti as he f nought of her now a 
shudder, naif of aversion, half of desire, quivered through iiim, 
flushing his brows with the warm uprising blood thit \tt 
burned rebelliously at the remembrance of her witching perfect 
loveliness ! 

Here too he had met Sih Itlma, — ah Heaven ’ — how many 
things had happened s nec then how much he hid seen and 
heird ’ — Enough, ?t any ra*e, to convince him, that the men 
and women of A1 Kyris were mou or less the same as tho'-e of 
other great cities he seemed to have known m far off hilf 
forgotten days, — that they plotted against each other, deceived 
each other, accused each other f Isely, murdered each other, 
and were fools, traitors and egotists generally, after the 
customary fashion of human pigmies, — that they set up a 
Sham to serve as Religion, Gold being their only god, — that 
the nch wantoned in splendid luxury, and wilfully neglected 
the poor, — that the King was a showy profligate, luled by a 
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treacherous courtesan, juift like many other famous Kings and 
Princes, who because of their stalwart martial bearing, and a 
certain surface good-nature, manage to conceal their vices from 
the too lenient eyes of the subjects they mislead, — and that 
finally, all things were evidently tending towards some great 
convulsion and upheaval, possibly arising from discontent and 
dissension among the citizens themseUes,— or, likelier still, 
from the sudden invasion of a forei^^n foe,— for any more 
ternhe termination of events did not just then suggest itself 
lO his imagination. 

Absorbed in thought, he walked some pa('<'S along the em- 
bankment, hel<jre he ptieeived that a numlxrof p. opiC weie 
alrca<ly assembled there, — men, women and < hildren, who, 
crowding eagerly together to the very edge of the parap^^t, 
ajipeared to be anxiously watching tlic waters below. 

What unusual sight attracted themi^ — and why were they all 
so silent, ns -liough stuuk dumb !)y some unutterable Oismay? 
One or tv j, raising their heads, turned their pale alarmed faces 
towards 'fheos .as he aj)j»roached, their eyes seeming to mutely 
riquire his Oi^unon concci mng the alaiming phenomenon which 
held them thus spell-bound and fear sliickLii. 

He made his way <iuickly to vhere they stood, and looking 
where they looked, uttered a sharp involuntary exclamation,— 
tlie river, the clear, rippling river was red as blood ! Beneath the 
slowly breaking light of dawn, that streaked the heavens with 
delicate lines of silver-grey and dafiodil, the whole visible length 
and breadth of the heaMng waters shone with a darkly flickei- 
ing crimson hue, deeper than the lustre of the deepest ruby, 
flowing sluggishly the while as though clogged with some thick 
and weedy slime. 

As the sky brightimcd gradually into a pale ethereal blue, so 
the tide became ruddier and more pronounced in colour, and 
presently, as though seized by a resistlc^^s panic, the group of 
staring, terrified bystanders broke up suddenly, and rushed 
away in various directions, covering ^heir faces as they fled 
and uttering loud cries of lamentation and despair. 

Theos alone remain^ behind, — resting his folded arms on 
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the sculptured balustrade, he gazefl down, down into those 
crimson depths till their strange tint dazzled and confused his 
sight, — looking up for relief to the ^eastern horizon, where the 
sun was just bursting out in full splendour from a pavilion of 
violet cloud, the red reflection was still before his eyes, so much 
so, that the very air seemed flushed with spreading fire. 

And then like the sound of a tocsin ringing in his ears, the 
words of the Prophet Khosrfll as pronounced in the presence 
of the King, recurred to his memory with new and suggestive 
force. “ Bloody — hlood ! 'iis a scarlet sea^ wherein like a broken 
and empty ship Al~Kyris founders^ — founders never to rise 
again ! ” 

Still painfully oppressed by an increasing sense of some swift- 
approaching disaster, his tlioughts once more reverted anxiously 
to Sah'lflina. He must be warned, — yes I — even if ho disdained 
all warning ! Yet, — warn him against what? him avoid 

ike Temple and beware the King!"' 

So had said Zuriel the Mystic, — but to the laurefleil favourite 
of the monarch and idol of the people, such an admonition 
would seem more than absurd 1 It w'as useless to talk to him 
about the prophecies of Khosrfll,— he bad heard tlicm all, and 
laughed them to scorn. 

“How can — then mused Theos disconsolately, — “How 
can 1 make him believe that some undeclared evil threatens 
him, when he is at the very pinnacle of fame and fortune with 
all Al-Kyris at his feet ? — He would never listen to me,— nor 
would any persuasions of mine induce him to ^eave the city 
where his name is so glorious and his renowm so firmly estal> 
tshed. Of Lysia’s treachery I may perhaps crmvince him, — 
yet even in this attempt I may fail, and incur his hatred for my 

pains ! If I had only myself to consider ! " And here his 

reflections suddenly took a strange unbidden turn. If he had 
only himself to consider ! — well, what then? Was it not just 
within the bounds of probability that, under the same circum- 
stances, he might be precisely as self-willed, and as haughtily 
opinionated as the friend whose arrogance he deplored yet 
could not alter ? * 
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So pointed a suggei>tion was not exactly suited to his im 
mediate humour, and he^ felt curiously vexed with hun^df 
for indulging in such a foolish association of ideas! Ihe 
positions were entirely diffeitnt, he argued, angnly addressing 
the troubltsome mward monUo** thit ever) now and then 
ton tn*td him, — there \^as no rescmfi’ mcc wh it ever between 
Inn S( If, the unknown, unfannd waiidLi r in i tiinge land, 
ana the bnllunt Sah liiinn, cho^tn Poet 1 a lu ate of the 
rtalm • 

No re cmblance, — non^^ at all * — he reiterated o^rer and over 
and ov^r a am m his own mind — < xtt pt~-ex( tpt, -wtllt — 
e c 1 1 in p( rhaps i few trifling tourlit-S of character and 
t^m])(r that \\t re 'vC iret ly worth tne noting i At this juncture, 
ho iincoinfui table rtv'ene was intciiupted by the sound of a 
harsh nictiliK vo<e clos^ behind him 

(uols tilt re are in the world ^ ‘^aid the voire in 
emphatic ai cents of suji^emc ronttiiipt — “ What biaying 
asscs^ What earth snoutin , nt t Saw you not yon crowd 

whimper ng idiots ll)mg h Iter skelter like chaff before the 
Aind, wceoirv, wiiUn^^^and btm Dining their imseralfle liUle 
sins scattt ring d ist on their iddled pates, and howling on 
then pods for mi rey,~ ah, torsooih ' — beraise for once m their 
unobscrving lues th > behold thv, river red iij-.tcad of green » 
Ay me’ tis a thing to K gh U, this crass ind bnitish ignor 
anct cf the multitude, - no Uaching will ever cleanse their 
minds from the cobwebs of vulgar superstition, — and I, in 
common with e\cr\ wise and worth) of sound repute and 
kiiowled^x, must need wasV all my scientitie labours on a 
ptipeUially ungrateful nublif 

J liming hastily round 1 heos (onfiontcd the speaker, — a 
tail spare man with a pale r lean shaven intelhctual face, small 
shrewd speculative eyes and \eiy straight, n^uly narted locks, 
— a min on whose eviry lineament was expressed a profound 
bdicf m himself, and an equally piolound scorn lor the 
opinions of any one who might possibly presume to disagree 
with him He smiled condesc^.ndingly as he met Theo s 
half surprised, hall inquiring look, and saluted him with a 
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gravely pompous air, which, however, was not without a 
saving touch of that indescribable easy grace which seemed 
to distinguish the manners of all the inhabitants of Al-Kyris. 
Theos returned the salutation witli equal gravity, whereupon 
the new-comer, waving his hand majestically, continued — 

“ You, sir, I see, are young, — and probably you are enrolled 
among the advanced students of one or other of our great 
collegiate institutions, — therefore the i)eculiar, though not at 
all unnatural, tint of the river this morning is of course no 
mystery to you, if, as I presume, you follow the Scientific 
Classes of I nbti action in the Physiology of Nature, the Mani- 
festation of Simple and Complex Motive Force, and the Per- 
petual Evolution of Atoms?'’ 

Theos smiled, — the grandiloquent manner of this self- 
important individual amused him. 

“Most worthy sir,” he replied, “you form too fnvounhif an 
opinion ot my scholarly attainments ! I am a stranger in Al- 
Kyris, — and know naught of its educational s\sicin, or the 
mterioi mechanism ot ita w'ondious civilization > 1 t^oine from 

far off lands, wliere, if 1 remember righdy, much is taught and 
but little retained, — -where petty pedagogues peiSiSt in dragging 
new geneiations of men through old and worn out luts of 
knowledge that future ages shall never have need of, — and 
concerning even the progress of science, I confess to a certain 
incredulity, seeing that, to my mind, Science somewhat re- 
sembles a straight line drawn clear across country, but leading, 
alas ! to an ocean wheiein all landmarks are lost and swallowed 
up in blankness. Over and over again the human race has 
trodden the same partiway of research,— over and over again 
has it stood bewildered and baffled on the shoies of the same 
vast sea, — the most marvellous discoveries are after all mere 
child’s play compared to the tremendous secrets that must 
remain for ever unrevcaled ; and the poor and trifling com- 
prehension of things that we, after a life-time of study, succeed 
in attaining, is only just sufficient to add to our already 
burdened existence, the undesirable clogs of discontent and 
disappointed endeavour. We die, — in almost as much ignor 
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anre as we were born, — and when we come face to fare with 
the Last Dark Mystery, whiat shall our little wisdom profit us ? ’ 
With his aims folded in an attitude of enfoiced patience and 
com} lactnt supenority, the other listened 

“ Curious, — curious > ” he murmured in a mild sotto voce , — 
**A would be pessimist* — aye, ayt, — tis very gieatly the 
fashion for young mtn in these days to assume the manner 
of elderly anel exhausted who have tried ever} thing and 

ap[ ovc of nothing * ’i is a slran e craze * — hut, my good sir, 
Vtiis k({.p ro the sub] rt it lustnt under discussion like 
all unijpe ph losophers, >ou wander from tht jioint 1 did not 
ask you for your ojnn on eoncerning Ine uselessness, or tie 
efhricnry of karnin , i imiely sought to discover wiicthe^ 
you, like the silly thiong that lately scattered right and left 
of you, hid any foolish forebodings respecting the transtorrned 
colour of tin nvri -acolour, whi h, however seeming peculiar, 
arises, as M good scholus know, fiom causes that are pcrleetly 
simple and c i liy explainable ” 

Iheos hestUed,- his eyes wandered involuntarily to the 
flowing tide, which iBownvitl the tully risen sun seemed more 
than ever brilliant and lurid in Us sin-,umiry hue 

“ ‘^tr mge things have been said of lite eonc eniing A1 Kyns,^^ 
he answered at lau, slowly and after a thoughtful piiise, — 
“ things tint, though wild and 'vague, are not wittiout certain 
dirk presiges, and omino» su^ estions Ihis crimson flood 
may be, c.s \ou m), the nitiual etket of purely natural causes, 
— >et nolwithst inding this, it seems to me a singular phenome- 
non — PI}, even a we rd and almost fitil auguiy 

His compiiuon lau^^h d- a j;cntle carelcos laugh of amused 
dibd im 

“Phenomenon* — AUs^iiry * — he exclaimed, shrugging his 
shoulders ligl ily, — Ihese words, my young fiicnd, are terms 
that nowad vs belong exelusivtl) to the ocabulary of the 
uneducated ma ses , — we —and by zct, 1 mean scientists, and 
men of the highest eultuic,— have long ago rejected them as 
unmeaning and therefore unnecessxr/ Phenomenon is a 
particularl) vile exijrt->sion, serving nieiely to designate any 
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thing wonderful and uncommon, — whereas, to the scientific 
eye, there is nothing left in the world that ought to excite so 
vulgar and barbarous an emotion as wonder, — nothing so 
apparently rare that cannot be reduced at once from the 
Ignorant exaggerations of enthusiasm to the sensible level of 
the commonplace > The so called ‘marvels* of Nature have, 
thanks to tlie advancement cf practical education, entirely 
ceased to affect by either surprise or admiration the carefully- 
matured, mathematically-adjnstcd and teehn c ally balanced 
brain of the finished student or professor of Organic Evolution, 
— and, as for the idea of ‘ Augurits* or portents, notliing could 
well be more V ntirdy at variance with our present system ot 
progrtssne learning, whereby Human Reason is tiained and 
tauglit to pulvcn/c into indisUngaishable atoms all supernatiiial 
propositions, and to gradually era hcate from the mind the 
absiiid notion oi a Dedy, or duties, whom it is nr^tssar/ to 
propitiate in order to li%?e wfll Much time is of course 
required to elevate the mi Ititude above rail dtsire for a 
Religion, — but the seed has been sowrj, ind tfic lurvest will 
be reaped, and a glorious? Era is fa 4 approaching, when the 
free-thmking, fiee-spcakmg people of all nations, shill govern 
themselves and r joa e in the grand and Godless Light of 
Universal Liberty ^ ** 

Somewhit heated by the fervour of lus declamatory utterance, 
he passed his hind among his straight locks, wheth i Uf cool 
his foichead, cr to show oT tiie numerous icWLlled rings on 
his fingers, it was chtfu ilt to s ly, and contin 'cd moie calmly — 

“ No, young s r ine colour of this tivcr, — a colour which 
I willingly admit resembles the lint of flowing human blood, — 
has naught to do with looli h omens and fuiecasls of evd, - 
his simjily caused by the influx of ‘>ome foreign alhuiai matter, 
probably washed down by sluim from the side of the distant 
mountains whence these waters have their rising, — see you not 
how the tide is thick and heavy with an unfloatable cargo of 
red sand? Some sudden disturbance of the soil — or a volcanic 
movement underneath the ocean, — or even a distant earth- 
quake, — any of these may be the reason." 
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*‘May be? — Why not say must be,” observed Theos half 
ironically, “since learning jyiakes you sure?” 

His companion pressed the tips of his fingers delicately 
together, as though blandly deprecating this observation. 

“ Nay, nay ! — none of us, however wise, can say ‘ must be' " 
— he argued suavely — It is not, — strictly sj^eaking, — possible 
in this world to pronounce an incontestable ceftaint)^'^ 

“Not even that two and two arc four?’' suggested Theos, 
smiling. 

“Not even that!” replied the oth^r with perfect gravity — 
“Inasmuch as in the kingdom of Hyjduirus, whose borders 
touch ours, the inhabitants, also highly civili/ed, do count 
their quantities by a totally ditferent method ; — and to them 
two and two are not four, the number two and four not being 
included in their system of figures. Thus, — a Professor from 
the Colleges of liyphirus could obstinately deny what to us 
seems the plainest fact known to common-sense, — yet, were I 
to argue against him 1 should never persuade him out of his 
theory, — nor could he move me one jot from mine. And 
viewed from our differing stand-points, therefore, the first 
simple multiplication of numbers could never be proved correct 
beyond all question ! ” 

'Pheos glanced at him in wonder, — the man must be mad, 
he thouglit, since surely any one in bis senses could see that 
two objects placed with otl'*^r two, must necessarily make four ! 

^ 1 confess you surprise me greatly, sir I ” — he said, and in 
spite of himself, a little quiver of laughter shook his voice, — 
“ What I asked was by way of jest, — and I never thought to 
hear so simple a subject treated wilh so much profound and 
almost doubting seriousness ! See ! ” — and he picked up four 
small stones from the roadway — “Count these one by one, — 
how many have you? Surely even a professor from liypharus 
could find no more, and no less than four?” 

Very deliberately, and with unrufilod equanimity, the otlier 
took ti c pebbles in his hand, turned them over and over, and 
finally X)laced them in a row on the edge of the balustrade near 
which he stood. 
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"There sum to be four,” — ^he then observed placidly But 
1 would not swear to it, — nor to anything else of which the 
actuality is only supported by the testimony of my own eyes 
and sense of touch/’ 

“Good heavens, man!” cri(*d Theos, in amazement, — “But 
a moment since, you were praising the excellence of Reason, 
and the progressive system of learning that was to educate 
human beings into a contempt for ti.e Supernatural and Spiritual, 
and yet almost in the same breath you tell me you cannot rely 
on the evidence of your own senses 1 Was there ever anything 
more utterly incoherent and irrational'” 

And he flung the pebbles into the redly flowing liv^r with a 
gesture of irritation and iinjiatience. The scientist, — if scientist 
he could be called,— gazed at him abstractedly, and stroked 
his well-shaven chin with a somewhat dejected air. Presently 
heaving a deep sigh, he said : 

“Alas, 1 have again betrayed myself! — ’tis ray fatal destiny! 
Always by some unlooked for mischance, I am compelled to 
avow what nio-^i 1 desire to coiu'cal ' Can you not ynderstand, 
sir,” — and he laid his hand pcisuasively oh Theos’s arm, — “that 
a Theoiy may be one thing and one's own private ojiinioa 
another? My Thcoiy is my piofession—I live by it! Suppose 
I resigned it, — wed, then 1 should al^o have to resign my 
present position in t]ieKo)al Institutional College, — rny house, 
my servants and my income. I advance the interests ot pure 
Human Reason, because the Age has a tendency to place 
Reason as the first and highest attribute of Man, — and it 
would not pay me to pronounce my personal preRrence for 
the natural and vastly superior gift of IntelloLtual Instinct. 
I advise my scholars to become atheists, because I perceive 
they have a x>ositive iiassion lor Atheism, and it is not my 
business, nor woald it be to my advant igc, to intcricre with 
the declared jiredilections of my wealtlnest patrons. Con- 
cerning my own ideas on these matters, they are absolutely 
«//, — I have no fixed piinciydes, — because” — and his brows 
contracted in a puzzled lme~“ it is entirely out of my ability 
to fix anything! The whole world oi manners and morals is 
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in a state of perpetual ferment and consequent change, — 
equally restless and mutable is the world of Nature, for at any 
moment mountains may become plains, and plains mountains, 
— the dry land may be converted into oceans, and oceans into 
dry land, and so on for ever. In this incessant shifting of the 
various particles that make up the Universe, how can you 
expect a man to hold fast to so unstable a thing as an Idea! 
And, respecting the testimony offered by sight and sense, can 
you rely upon such slippery evidence ? 

Thcos moved uneasily, — a slight shiver ran through his veins, 
and a momentary dizziness seized him, as of one who, gazing 
down from some lofty mountain-peak, sees naught below but 
the white deceptive blankness of a mist that veils the deeper 
deathful chasms from bis eyes. Could he rely on sight and 
sense? — dared he take oath that these frail guides of his 
intelligence could never be deceived? Doubttully he njused 
on this, while his ccmjianion continued : 

** For example, 1 look an arm's length into space, — my eyes 
assure me that I behold nothing save empty air, — my touch 
corroborates the ass^rtipn of my eyes, — and yet, — Science 
proves to me that every inch of that arm's length of supposed 
blank space is filled with thousands of minute living organisms 
that no human vision shall ever be able to note or examine! 
Wonder not, therefore, that I decline to express absolute ci-n- 
fidence in any fact, however seemingly-obvious, such as that 
two and two are four, and that I ^irefcr to say the blood-red 
colour of this river may be caused by an earth-tremor or a 
land-slip, rather than positively assert that it must be so; — 
though I confess that as far as rny knowledge guides me, I 
incline to the belief that ‘ must be ’ is, in this instance, the 
correct term.” 

He sighed again, and rubbed his nose perplexedly, Theos 
glanced at him curiously, uncertain whether to la>>gh at or pity 
him. 

“Then the upshot of all your learning, sir," — he said, — “is 
that one can never be quite certain of anything?” 

“Exactly so! ” replied* the pensive sage with a grave shake 
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of his head, — “Judged by the very finest lines of metaph} sical 
argument, you cannot really be sure ^\hethe^ >ou behold in me 
a Person or a Phantasm ^ You think you see me, — I think I see 
you, — but after all it is only an impreshtun mutinliy shared, — 
an impression which like many anotht r, less distinct, may he 
entirely erroneous’ Ah, my dear young sir* — education is 
advancintr at a very rapid rate and the art of close analysis 
is reachui; such a pitch of perf<.<tion that I believe we shall 
soon be able loj[ically to pro\e, not only thit we do not 
actually t\ist, but moreover that we never hive e\isted’— And 
herein, as 1 consider, will be the final triumph of philosophy’” 
“A poor tiiumph’” — murmured Theos wearily, What, 
in such a use would become of all the nobler sentiments and 
passions of m ji,~love, ho])t, gratitude, dut>, annition?” 

“They would be precisely the same as befort rejoined 
the other rom];la( ently -“Only we should have h irntd to 
acerpt them merely is the means w^herehy to sustain the 
m thit we live,- an impression which would ilways be 
agrecible, howevt r dt lu«?i\ ’ ” 

Hues shru d his shoulders “You possess a peculiarly 
constitil(d I und, sir!'^— he said— “ And I connituhte you 
on the skill you display in following out a somewhat puz/hng 
in\esli Mtion to almost its last hiir breadth of a conclusion, — 
but," pudon me —I should scarcely t uni th (hscusaion of 
such df inteible theories conducive to happint ssr' 

“H'ppne^s’”— and the scientist smiled S(orrfiiM), — “Tis 
a fooVa tc»m, and dtMgnatea a stw.tc of being rin only 
pertain to foolishness t S» ow me a j crfcctl> b q py man, and 
I wnll show you an ignorant witling, light headed, bird heirU d, 
and of a most powerfully good digestion’ Many such thCiC 
be now wantoning among us, and the head and chict of them 
all IS perhaps the most pojmlar n miskuU in Al Kvris,--lhe 
Poet, —Inh !— let us say the biaymg jackass m ottiee,— the 
ki relied Sah Ifima I ” 

Iht^os gue in indignant start,— the hot colour flushed his 
brows -then, he restrained himself an efibit 

‘'(\>ntrol the fashion of your speech, I pray >ou, sir!" he 
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said, with excessive haughtiness — “ The noble Laureate is my 
friend and host, — I suffer man to use his name unworthily 
in my presence ! ” 

The sage drew back, and spread out his hands in a pacifying' 
manner. 

“ Oh, I crave your pardon, good stranger ! ” — he murmured, 
with a kind of apologetic satire in his acrid voice, — “ I crave 
it most abjectly ! Yet, to somewhat excuse the hastiness of 
my w'ords, 1 w^ould explain that a contempt for poets and 
poetry is now universal among persons of profound enlighten- 
ment and practical knowledge ” 

“ I am aware of it ! ” interrupted Theos swiftly and with 
passion — “I am aware that so-called ‘wise’ men, rooted in 
narrow prejudice, with a smattering of even narrower logic, 
presume, out of their immeasurable littleness, to decry and 
make mock of the truly great, who, thanks to ClodS un- 
puichasabie gift of inspiration, can do without the study of 
books or the teaching of pedants, — who flare through the 
w'orld flanie-winged and full of song, like angels passing 
heavenward, — and wftose voices, rich wntli music, not only 
sanctify the bygone ages, but penetrate with echoing, undying 
sweetness the ages still to come ! Contempt for poets I Aye, 
'tis common 1— the petty boastful pedagogues of surface learn- 
ing ever look askance on these kings in exile, these em]>erors 
masked, these gods disguised I — but humiliated, condemned 
or rejected, they are still the suy^rerne rulers of the human 
heart, — and a Love-Ode chanted in the Long-Ago by one such 
fire-lipped minstrel, outlasts the history of many kingdoms ! ” 

He spoke with rapid, almost unconscious fervour, and, as ho 
ended, raised one hand with an enthusiastic gesture towards 
the now brilliant sapphire sky and glowung sun. Tiie scientist 
looked at him furtively and smiled, — a bland exposLulatory 
smile. 

“ Oh, you are young ! — you must be very young ! ” he said 
forbearingly, — “In a little time you wilt grow out of all this 
ill-judged fanaticism foiv an Art, the pursuance of which is 
really only wasted labour I Think of the absurdity of it I — 
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^hat can be more foolish than the writing of verse to ex]jress 
or to encourage emotion in the hupian subject, when the great 
aim of education at the present day is to carefully eradicate 
emotion by degrees, till we succeed in completely suppressing 
It? An outburst of fcelinj^ is always vulgar, — the higliest 
culture consists in being iinpassudy equable of tempeiament, 
and absolutely indifferent to the attacks of either jo> or 
sorrow I should be inclinea to ask }ou to consider thu 
matter more serious]}, and from the strictly common sense 
point of view, did I not know that for )ou to undertake a 
course of useful meditation while }Ou remain m bah Kama's 
companionship, would be uiip issible, — cpJite ii ipossible I 
Ne\erlnck‘'S our discourse 1 is been so far intciestinp:,, that 
I shall be happy to meet you aw.iin and gi\e >ou an oppor- 
tunity for fuuht r converse should you desire it, —ask for the 
Head Prou ssor of Scientific Posituism, any nay in the 
Strangers’ Court of the Rc^>al Institutional C^olL^c, and I will 
at on< e receive >ou^ My r*ame is Miia Khabhr, — Professor 
Mira Khabilr - U )our si rvict * ” » 

And la>U'g one hand on Ins buast he bowed prr»toundly 
A Piofessor of Positivism who is himself never positive 
— observed Iheos with a slight smile 

“Ah, pardoiC ’ rt turned the other gra\elv — “On the con 
trary, I am alwa}S positive, — of the w/qiositivenc ss of 
Positivism * ” 

And with this final vindication of his Ihcorits he made 
another stalely obusance and went his way. Theos looked 
after his tall retreating figure h If in sndness, half in scorn 
This proudly incompetent, learned ignount Mira Khabffr was 
no uncommon ch iracter,—suiely there were many like Inm * 
Sornewheie in the world, — somewhere in far lands of wtneh 
the memory was now as mdistini i as the outline of leceding 
shorts blurred by a falling mist, Theos seemed painfully to call 
to mind certain cold blooded casuists he had known, who had 
attempted to explain away the mysteries of Ide and death by 
rule-and line calculations, and who for no other reason than 
their mathematically-argued denial of God's existence had 
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gamed for themselves a temporary spurious celebrity. Yes ! — 
surely he had met such but , — where 1 Realizing with a 

sort of shock, tliat he was quite as much in the dark as ever 
with regard to any real cognisance of his former place of abode 
and the manner of life he must have led before he entered this 
bewildering city of AbKyns, he roused himstlf abruptly, and 
resolutely banishing the heavy thoughts that thie'*lLned to 
oppress his soul, he began without further delay to direct his 
steps towa'd-i Sah lOima’s palace. 

He glanced once inoie at the river before leaving the 
embankment, — it was still blood-red, and every now and then 
between the sluggish iipplcs, multiludi s of dead fish could be 
seen drifting along in slioals, and tangled in nets of shmy 
weed, that at a little distance looked like the floating tresses 
of drowned women. 

It was a weird sicht, and though it might certainly be, as 
the wise Mra Khahiir had stated, the purely natural effect of 
purely natural causes, still those natural tauscs were not as yet 
explained satist iclonly An earthquake or a landslip would 
fierhajis account stiffmentlv for everything, —but then an 
inquiring mmd i^ould de ire to know where the earthquake 
or landslip occurred, — and also why these supposed far-off 
disturbances should thus curiously affect the nver surrounding 
Al-Kvns? Answers to such qiiesuons as these were not 
forthcoming, either from 1 rofessoi Mira-Khabftr or any other 
sagacious pundit,- -and Theos was theretore still most illogically 
and unscientifically pu/zled, as well as superstitiously uneasy. 

Turning up a side slieet, he quickened his pace, in order 
to ovcitike a young vendor of wi.*es whom he peicei/ed 
sauntering along in front of him, balancing a flat tray, loaded 
with thin crystal flasks, on his head How gloiiously the 
sunshine quivered through those delu ately-tmted glass bottles, 
lighting up thi' glittering liquid contained wit I 1 1 them ’ — why, 
they looked more like soap bubbles than anything else 1 — and 
the boy who carried them moved with such a lazy noiseless 
grace that he might have been taken for a dream-sylph rather 
than a human being ! 
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Holi, my lad I " called Theos, running after him, — 
‘‘Tell me, — is this the way to tjie palace of the King's 
Laureate ? ** ' 

The youth looked up, — what a beautifd cn^itiir he was, 
with his bnllimt dark e>es and dusky warm corni>l( Mon ! 

“ Why ask for the Kings 1 aureate? ” he demanded with a 
pretty scorn, — “The peoi>lt's Sah Iftnia lives }ond^r < ” and he 
pointed to a mass of lowenng palms from whose close and 
graceful frondage a whitt dome rose ghstening in the t learair, — 
“Our Poet's fame is not the outgiowth of a mere king's favour, 
— 'tis the glad and willing tribute of the Nation's lo\e and 
praise > A truce to monarrhs * — they will soon be at a discount 
in A1 K>ris < " 

And with a flashing gluire of defiance, and a saucy smile, 
he pis ed on, easily siunttrmg as before 

“A budding republuaii’" thought Th^os amu t aly, as be 
pursued his course in the dutdion indicated “ 1 tnl is how 
the ‘lil>trty, erjud l>, fratern.t) ' ^)SUm aly ixs lx ii s, -first 
among street boy'^ wiio thmk they oiitiht to be g* nit men, — 
then among shopkt epers wno pci'-uaae taemsclvcs tbit they 
deserve to be pceis, — then comts a tin e of trpse> tuivc>dom 
and fierce contention, and b)-and ])y everything gets sluken 
together agiin m the form ofaKquiblic, whertm th^ sir ct 
boys and shopkeepers are not a whit bcttci off than they wc^e 
under a monareny - th-^\ b come n< ilher peer i or gentlemen, 
but stay exactly in their ongini^ plice^, with the dis uivaiitage 
of finding their trade decidedly d imaged by the change that 
has occurred m the naoonal onon'y f Sti inge that the 
inhihitants of this world sliould mike such a fuss about 
resisting tyranny and ojiprcssion, when eav h ])Hticular m 
dn idual man, by mislom and isi^c, tyrann cs over and 
oppresses his fclhjw man to an extent that would be simply 
impossible to the fiercest kings > ” 

i Ims meditating, a few sWps more brought him to the 
entrance of Sah Ifima’s princely abode, —the gates stood wide 
open, and a pleasant murmur of laughter and soft singing 
floated towards him acioss the splendid court where the great 
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fountains were tossing up to the bright sky their straight 
glistening columns of sijowy s| ray He listened, — nnd his 
heart leaped with an intense relief and jo>, — Sah lilma, the 
beloved Sah-hima, was evidently at home and a^ >et unharmed, 
—these mirthful sounds betokened thit all was well. The 
vague tTOu])le and depression that had weighed upon his soul 
for hours now vanished compktelv, md hastening along, he 
sprang lightly up the maible '>tairs, and into the rainbow- 
r iloiired spacious hall, where tie first [icrbon he saw was 
Zabastc^ the ( ritic 

'‘Ah, good /abastes ’ ” he cned gaily— “ VVheie is th> master 
Sah Iflm t ? bias he returned m safety ? ' 

“In saf ty?” croaked Zabastes with an a cent of ironv 
surprise, — ‘‘ lo be sure ^ — Is he a baby in sw ladling * lothes 
that ht cannot be trusted out alone to take care of liirnself? 
In saict\ ^-a^e’ —I warrant >ou he is safe enough, tnd silly 
enough, and lary < nough to please any one of his idiot il itterers, 
— moreover, niv 'masb — and lie eninnisi/ed this word with 
indescribable bitttrne>s — hitn slept arj soundly a swine, 
and hath duly batlfed'witb the pum tilious of a ronctitcd 
swan, and bejng suitably combtd, j)* rfuuKd aUiicd f nd thioned 
ii b tomes his dainty puppc't ship, is now comb scending to 
jurtikc of Mil fi^ar food in the seclusion of his own apartment 
(iO thither and )ou shall fina his \eis( stringing Mightiness 
nobly enshriTif^d as a god among a woish][)pjng crowd of witless 
maidens, lu hath inquireO for vou many tinus, which is 
somewhat of a wonchr, seeing Uiat as a rule be concerns his 
mind with naught <>ave him»elf * hui iurriiore he is gratiousl) 
pleased lo b in a nnauer solicitous m b half tA t le maiilen 
Ni])hrata, who hath suddenly disappein d from the household 
leaMng no niessTc^e to txplim I he can e of her esanidimeni 
Hast sc.cn her^- No ?” — jnl tlu old man tnumiKd his stick 
pcLulantl} on the floor as Thtos shook his I c ad in the nega- 
tive — “Tis th( only femiiime creatur lever had patience to 
speak with, -a modest wench and a ge itle one, and wtre it 
not for her idolatrous adoiation of Sah Iflma, she w’ould be 
fairly sensible withal. No matter * — she iias gone ; — everything 
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goes, even good women, and nothing lasts save folly, of which 
there shall surely never be an end ! ” j 

Here, apparently conscious that hi had shown more feeling 
in speaking of Niphrata than was usual with him, he looked up 
impatiently and waved his staff towards Sah-ldma’s study : — 
“ In, in, boy ! In to the Chief of Poets and prince of egotists ! 
He waits your service, — he is all agape and thirsty for more 
flattery and delicate cajolement, — stuff him with praise, good 
youth ! — and who kno^vs but a portion of his mantle may 
descend on you hereafter and make of you as conceited and 
pretty a bantling bard for the glory of proud posterity !” 

And chuckling audibly, he hobbled down a side passage, 
while I'heos, half angry, half amused, ciossed tlie hall quickly, 
and arrived at the door of the Laureate’s private sanctum, 
where, gently drawing aside the silken draperies, he looked in 
for a moment without being himself i>erceived. What a picture 
be beheld ! How perfect in every shade of colour, in every 
line of detail 1 Sah-lhma, reclining in a quaintly carved ebony 
chair, was toying with the fruit and wine set out before him on 
an ivory and gold stand, — his dress, siirrpl(irr than it had been 
on the previous evening, was of fine white linen gathered 
loosely about his classic figure, — he wore neither myrtle- wreath 
nor jewels, — the expression of his face ^vas serious, even noble, 
and his attitude w^as one of languid grace and unstudied ease 
that became him infinitely well. The maidens of his household 
vraited near him, — some of them held flowers, — one, kneeling 
at a small lyre, seemed just about to strike a few chords, when 
Sah-lfiina silenced her by a light gesture : 

“ Peace, Zoralin ! ” he said softly, — “ I cannot listen : — thou 
hast not my Niphrata’s tenderness ! ” 

Zoralin, a beautiful dark girl, wnth hair as black as night and 
eyes that looked as* though they held suppressed yet ever burn- 
ing fire, let her hands instantly drop from the instrument, 
and sighing, shrank back a little in abashed silence. At 
that moment Theos advanced, — and the Laureate sprang up 
delightedly : — « 

“Ah, at last, my friend !” he cried, enthusiastically clasping 
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him by both hands, — “ Where, in the name of the gods, hast 
thou been roaming ? How did we part ? — by rny soul I forget I 
— but no matter ! — thou . rt here once more, and as I live, we 
will not separate again so easily ! My noble I'heos ! '' and he 
threw one arm affectionately round his neck — ‘‘ I liave missed 
thee more than I can tell these past few hours, — thou dost 
seem so sympathetically conjoined with me, that \crily I think 
1 am but half myself in thine absence ! Come,— sit thee down 
and break thy fast ! — I almost feaied thou hadst met wnth some 
mischance on thy way hither, and that I should have had to 
sally forth and rescue thee again even as 1 did yesternoon ! 
Say, hast thou occupied thyself with so much fncndly consider- 
ation on my behalf, as I have on thine ? ” 

He laughed gaily as he spoke, — and Theos. looking into his 
bright beautiful face, was for a moment too deeply moved by 
his own strange inward emotions to uttei a word \k reply. 
Why did he love Sah-k^ma so ardently, he wondered? Why 
was it that every smile on that proud mouth, every glance of 
those flashing eyes, possessed such singular, overwhelming 
fascination for him ?• I5c could not tell,- but h(‘ readily yielded 
to the magic influence of his fneud’i extraordinary attractive- 
ijcss, and sitting down beside* him in tlie a/ure light ana soft 
fragiancc of his regal a[Mrtment, lie experienced a sudden sense 
of rest, satisfaction and completeness, such as may be felt by a 
n.an a/ one with himselj^ and with all the world ! 


XII 

WASTMr passion 

T he assembled maidens bad retired modestly into the back- 
ground, while the Laureate had thus j ^yoiisly greeted 
his returned guest ; hut now, at a signal from their lord, they 
again advanced, and taking up the glittering dishes of fruit and 
the flasks of wane, proffered them in turn to Theos w.th much 
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deferential grace and courtesy. He was by no means slow in 
responding to the humble attentions of these fair ones, — ^there 
was a sort of deliriously dreamy enefantment m being waited 
upon by such exqui'^itely lovely creatures * The passing touch 
of their little white hands that supported the hraw golden 
salvers seemed to add new savour to the luscious fare, — the 
timorous fire of their downcast eyes, softly sparkling through 
the veil of their long lashes, gave extra warmth to the ambrosial 
wine, —and he could not refrain from occasionally whispering 
a tender flattery or delicate compliment m the ear of one or 
othtr of his sylph like servitors, though they all appealed 
cunouJy unmo\ed by his choicely worded adulation Now 
andtlvn a jn’e flickering blush or sudden smile hrightenccl 
their facts, b U for the most part they maintained a demuic 
and senous demeanour, as though possessed by the very spirit 
of mvircible reserve With Sah Iflma it was othtrwi'^e, the) 
hovered about him like butterflies round a losc, athou>aijd 
wistful passionate glances darted upon him, when he, un 
consc ’ous or indifferent, apparently saw iiothin^^— m riy ? 
deep ii'voiuntai) sigli was stifled cjuickJyin it ( oiila escape 
betwun the rosy lips whose dut) u was to wrt ithe tliemselves 
with sn lies, and Ihcas noUeing these things thought 

“ Heavens How this man is lo\ed ’ — and yet, — he, out of 
all men is perhaps the most ignorant or l/ove’s true meaning * ” 
lad this reilo^ t on enteied his mind than ue became 
bittc*’Iv angry with hirnsclf foi having indulged in it Hiw 
recrcAr *, hovr base an idea’ — how incomnatible with the 
adoring homage he feit fo"" his friend’ Whit’ — lUma, — 
a Poet, whose son or Love were so p'^rfeet, bO wildly sweet 
and soul entrancing — he, to ignorint of Love’s Hue mean 

ing^ (^h, imoosGiole ’—and a burning flush of shame rc-e to 
Th.-os’s brow, — shi me that he coula have entertained such a 
blaspuemy against his Idol for a moment ’ Then that curious, 
vague, soft contrition he had heroic expenericed, stole over 
him once agiin —a sudden moisture hi’cd his eyes, and 
turnin aliruptly towards his host, he ^held out his »wn just 
filled goblti. — 
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" Dnnk we the loving cup together, Sah Iftrna • ' he said, and 
his voice trembled a hUle with its own deep tenderne^b, — • 
Pledge me thy faith as I do pledge thee mine * Vnd for 
to day at least, let me enjov th> boon comf inionship^ who 
Vnows how :.oon we may be fon ed to part- for ever** And 
he bn allied the last woid softly with a faint Mgh 

Sah IQiiia looked at him with an expressive glance of biighl 
surprise 

“Part?” he exclaimed jo}ously— “ Na}, not we, nn Piond ’ 
Not till we And earh other tiresome not till we pr>ve that 
uiir <>pirit^, like ovei mtult^ome siccds, do chaA. t id f et one 
anolhei too luddy in the hiiniss of custom, -wliL^^L^ore tht n 
and then only, 'twill be time to l)rLik loose at a gill')p, and 
Seek each one a wider pi tine hnd ' M'anwhde, litre's to 
thee’” and bending I har dsome head, he readily drank a 
de p diaught of the profTrud wine,- “ \hi> all the g(^ls hold 
fast oar bond of trundsliip ’ ” 

And with a graceful siiute he returned the lewf Atd erp half 
em])tv Iheo'i atoiut drained oF what )et reiii'iined wuhin 
U, and then, haiiint; more confidentially over the Laureate’s 
chiir he whispered - 

“ Hast thou in ver) tnithfoj gotten thy rashness of last night, 
SahlAma? burci> thou must gut ss how unquit t 1 have been 
concerning thee’ 1 1 11 me, was aw not ouisuit mvmi?-- 
or, didst thou discover the King^” 

“ Ptat t. ” and a cpiuk li )wn da’'kened the smootli beauty 
of Sah Iflnia’s fact as he gr ispcd Ihtos’s arm hard to warn 
him into silt nee, then forcing a s iiie, ht an wtied in the 
same low tone, — “'Iwas not the *vin^, it f oiiid not be I 
Ihou wert mistaken” 

“Nay but,” pet'^isted f heos gently — “convince me of mine 
error ' Didst tl ou overtake and steadily confront >on armed 
and muffled strangei ? ” 

“Not I’’ — and bah Ifima shrugged hi snoiilders petuia. dy , 
“Sleep fell u{)on me suddenly when 1 left tJiee,— and me 
thinks I must have wandered hem e like a shadow in a 
dream* Was I not drunk last night? — Aye — * and so m 
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likelihood wert thou 1 — ^little could we be trusted to recognise 
either King or clown — He laughed, — then added — “Never- 
theless, I tell thee once again ’tkas not the King. — IIis 
Majesty hath too much at stake, to risk so dangerous a 
pleasanti y ’ 

Theos heard, but he was dissatisfied and ill at ease , — Sah- 
ICima’s careless conteritnient in reased h's own disquietude 
Just then a curious looking personage entered th( apartment, — 
a grey haired dwarlish negro, who earned slung across his back 
a large bundle, consisting of several neatl> rolhd up jiieces of 
linen, one of which he present!) detached from the rest, and 
set down before the Ivaureate, who in return gave him a siKer 
coin, at the same time asking jestiiiLdy 

“Is the news worth paying for to dav, Zihya? — or is it the 
same ill written clumsy chronicle of trumpery romnionplare 
events?” 

Zibya, slipping the coin he had n^euved into a wide hathern 
pouch which hung from his girdle, appeared to meditate a 
moment, — tht n lie‘ replied, — *■ 

“If the truth must be told, rno>t illustrious, there is notlung 
whate\cT to iiiteiest the minds of toe cultured Ihe cheap 
scribes of the ‘ Dady Circular^ cater (h.efly (or the mob, and 
do all in their power to tostt r moriud qualities of disposition 
and murderous tendencies among the lowtr coders, — lunre 
though there is nothing in the news sh« et rtairnnp to 1 iteia 
ture or the 1 me Arts, th< re is much concirmng the sudden 
death of the >oung sailptor whose body was found 

flung on the banks of the river this morning * 

dhecjs started, — Sail h^ma listened with pheid indifference 
“Txsacase of scU slaughre x ” — pursued Zibya chattily, — “or 
so say the wise writers who are supposed to know everytning, 
— St If slaughter co^niiLted dining a suite of temporary insanity ’ 
Well, well! I myself would have had a different opinion ” 

“ And a sagacious one no doubt ’ ” interrupted Sah Iffma 
coldly, and with a dangeious fiisli ai of steel in his eyes, — 
“ Iiut, — be adnsed, good Zib)a’ — give tliine opinion no 
utterance ’ * 
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The old negro shrank back nervously, making numerous 
apologetic gestures, and, waited in abashed silence till the 
Laureate's features regair.ed their wonted soft serenity. Then 
he ventured to speak again, — though not without a little 
hesitation. 

“ Concerning the topics of the hour,—” he murmured timor- 
ously, — “ My lord is perhaps not aware that the river itself is a 
subject of much excited discussion, — the water having changed 
to a marvellous blood-colour during tlie night, which singular 
circumstance hath caused a great panic among the populace. 
Even now as 1 passed by the embankment, the crowd there 
'was thick as a hive of sw'arming bees ! " 

He paused, but Sah IClrna made no remark, and he continued 
more glibly — “Also, to-day's 'Circular' contains the full state- 
ment of the King’s reward for the capture of the Prophet 
Khosrdl, and the formal Programme of the Sacrificial Ceremo- 
nial announced to take place this evening in the 1’emple of 
Nagaya. All is set forth in the fine words of the petty public 
scribes, who needs must make as much as possible out of little, 
— and there is likewise a so-called facsimile of the King’s sig- 
nature, which wull naturally be of supreme interest to tl>e 
vulgar. Furthermore u is proclaimed that a giand Combat of 
whld bt'asis in the Royal Arena will follow immediately after the 
Service in ihe Temple is concluded, — methinks none will go to 
bed eaily, seeing there is so full a list of amusements 1 ” 

He paused again, somewhat out of breath, — and Sahdfima 
meanwhile unrolled the linen scroll he had purchased, which 
measured aliout twenty-four inches in length and twenty in 
width. Carefully ruled black and red lines divided it into 
nearly the same number of columns as those on tlie page of an 
ordinary newsiiaper, and it w^as covered whth close writing, here 
and there embellished by bold, profusely or*ijmented headings. 
Cine of these, “ Death of the Sculptor Nir j.dis,” seemed to 
burn into Theos’s brain like letters cjf fire, — how w'as it, he 
wondered, that the body of that unfortunate vicllrn had been 
found on the shore of the river, when he himself had seen it 
loaded with iron weights, and cast into the lake that formed 
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part of Lysia’s fatal garden? Presently Sah-lfima passed the 
scroll to him with a smile, saying lightly, — 

“There, my friend, is a specimen If the true mob literature I 
— written to-day, forgotten tomorrow* Tis a droll thing to 
meditate upon, — the ephemeral nature of all this poking out 
of unnecessary words and stale stork phrases * — and, i^ouldst 
thou believe it, Theos * — each 1 ttle [iiid scribe thit adds his 
poor quota to this ill assorted tra>h, deems himself wiser and 
greater far than any poet or philosopher dead or living * Why, 
in this very news shert 1 have sten the immortal works of the 
divine Hyspiros so hacked by the blunt knives of ignorant and 
vulgar critK ism that, by my faith* — were it not for contempt, 
one would be disposed to nail the hands of such trumpery 
sen biers to a po t, and scourge their bare backs with thornv 
rods to cure them of their insolence* Nay, t\tn my fool 
Zabastes hith fou id spicc m tliese narrow column-., to write 
his CJipin^ diatribes aguiist me — me, the Kinjs laureate* 
As I live, I s rumhersome diction hath faus<.rl me infinite 
ninth, and I heve laughed at Ins crabbed and wit till 

my Sides have ached most potently ‘ Now get tine gone, 
fellow * — thou and thy news ' — and he nodded a good- 

humoured dismiss il to the deferential Zib>a, wh<j with his 
woolly grey head very much on one side stood lisUning gravely 
and appio\mgly to all that was said, — “ Wt stay ’ — has go ip 
whispered thee the nime of the poor \irgin selfoc linul for 
this evening’s sarnhcc ? ” 

“No, ni) lord,” — rc^^ponded /ib\a promptly -“’I is veiled 
m deeper ni}stery than usual I have i iqu icd of many, but 
in vain, — and even the Chief Mamcn of the Outside Court of 
the Temple, alwa}s drunk and garrulous as he is, can tell me 
naught of the holy vietimS tith or parent ‘^Tis a passing 
fair wench** said*he, with a chuckle, — ‘lhat is all I know 
concerning her, — a passing fair wench'* Ah*” and Zib)a 
rolled up the whites of his tycs and sighed in a comically con- 
templative manner, — “If ever a flamen deserved expulsion 
from his office, it is surely yon ancient, crafty, carnal niindtd 
soul* — so keen a glance for a woinan*s beauty is not a needful 
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qualification for a servant of the Snake Dinne ! Methinks we 

have fallen upon evil days! maybe the crazed Prophet is 

right after all, and things re coming to an end ’ ” 

‘"Like thy discourse I hope, Zibya! ” observed Sah-lfima, 
vawning and flinging himself lazily back on his velvet couch, 
*‘Get hence, and serve thy customeis with thy cheap news, 
— depend upon it, some of them are cursing thee mightily for 
thy delay! And if thou shoukist chance to meet the 'ringing 
maiden of my household, Niplirata, bid lier make haste home 
ward, —she hath been absent since the break ol morn, —too 
1 )ng for my contentment. Maybe I did unwisely to give the 
child her freedom, — as slave she w^oiild not have presumed to 
gad abroad thus wantonly, without her lord’s pei mission. Hay, 
if thou seest her, that I am wiathful, — the thought of mine 
anger will be a swift wing to waft her hither like a trembling 
dove, — afraid, all penitent and eager for my pardon! Feruem- 
fieri— he "ure thou tell her of my deep displeasure!^* 

Zibya bowed [irofoundly. his outspread hands almost touch 
ing the floor in the servility of his obeisance, and backed 
out of the room a* humbly as though he were lea\ing the 
presence of royalt). When he had gone, Theos looked up 
fiom the news scroll he was perusing: 

“Is it not strange Niphiata should have left thee thus, Sah- 
llma? ’ — he said wuth a touch of anxiety in his tone. — “May- 
be** — and he hesitated, conscioui>of a strange unbidden remorse 
that suddenly and vMthout u.ny apparent leason overwhelmed 
his conscience, — “ Ma)be she was not happy?” 

“Not happy!” ejaculated Hah-k'ima amazedlv. “Not 
happy with me? — not happ^ in ly house, protected by 
my patronage? Wheie then, if not here, could she find 
happim ss^ ’’ 

And hii» lieaullful flashing eyes betokened his entire and 
naive astonishment at the mere supposition. Theos smiled 
involuntarily— how charming after all was Sah-lftma’s sublime 
egotism! — how almost child-hke was confidence in himself 
and his own ability to engender joy! All at once the young 
girl Zoralio spoke, — her accents were low and timorous: — 
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“ May it please my lord Sah Itima to hear me,”— she said, 
and pau'ied. 

“Thy lord Sahhima hears theelj with pleasure, Zoralin,” 
replied the Laureate gently “Thou dost speak more sweetly 
than many a bird doth smg ’ ” 

A rich, warm blush eniusoned the maiden’s cheeks at these 
dulcet woids, — she drew a quid uneasy breath, and then went 
on, — 

“ I love Niphrata’ ” she murmured in a sou tone of touching 
tenderness, — “And I have watched her often when sht dt-emtd 
herself unseen, —she has, methinks, shed many tear'* for sake 
of some deep heart buried sorrow * We ht\e lived as sisters, 
sharing the same room, and the same courh of slctp, but alas’ 
in spite of all my lord’s most const int kindly fa\our, Niphrata 

ts not hanpy, -and— and I have sometimes thoui^ht ” here 

her mellow \oice sank into a nervous inJ stinctnt^s — “that it 
may be because she loves m> lord Sah Itltni hi too wdl ’ ” 

And as she said this ‘he look'd up with a sudih n affright in 
her dark lovdv eyes as though she wcr< alarm cik it 1 k r own 
presumption Sah Iftma met her troubled ga/e calmly and with 
a bright smile of complacent vanity 

“And dost thou plead for thine absent frund, Zoialin?” — 
ne asked with just suffititU satire m hia utterance to render it 
almost cruel, — “Am I to blame for the foolish fancies cf ail 
the amorous maidens in A1 k)ns? Man) ihirc b nho love 
me, — well, — what then? — Must I love many in return? Na) ’ 
Not so' Tilt Poet IS the worshipper of Idf il Beauty, and for 
him the brief passions of mortal men and women strve as mere 
pastime to while away an hour' But — by m\ faith, thou hast 
gained wondrous boldness in thy sptrrii to prate so glibly of 
the hearts emotion, -what knowest thou conffini g such 
things, — thou, whoMiast counted siarcely fifUtn summers' — 
hast thou caught contagion from Niphrata, and ait thou, too, 
sick for love?” 

Oh, the dazzling smile with which he accompanied this 
poignant question ' — the pitiless burn i g ardour he managed 
to convey into the sleepy brilliancy of his soft poetic eyes ' — 
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the beautiful languor of his attitude, as leaning his head 
back easily on one arm, he turned upon the shrinking girl a 
look that s(‘emed intern ed to pierce into the very inmost 
recesses of her soul ! The roseate colour faded from her 
cheeks, — white as a marble image she stood, her breath coming 

between her lips in quirk frightened gasps, 

“My l®rd ' — ” she stammered — “ I ” — Here her voire failed 
her, and suddenly rovonng her face with her hands, she broke 
into a passion of weeping Sah IfimaS delicate brov-s darkened 
into a close frown, — and he waved his hand \uth a petulant 
gesture of impatience. 

“ Yc gods ’ What fools aie women * ” he said wearily. “ Ever 
hovering unreitainly on a nairow verge between silly smiles 
and sillier tears * As 1 Ine, they aie most iinromfortable 
playfellows f — and dwelling witn them long would drive all the 
m pnation out of a man, no matter how nobly he were gifted’ 
Ye biiUeiflies--ye little fluttering souls!”— and beginning to 
laugh as readily as he had fn'wned, he addressed the other 
maidens, who, though they did not dare to move or speak, 
were evidently affecA*d by the grief of their companion - “(}o 
hence all I — and lake this sensitive baby Zoralin mlo your 
charge and console her for her fancied troubles - tis a meie 
frenzy of feminine weakness and will pass like an April shower. 
But, — by the Sacred Veil ’ if I saw much of woman’s weeping, 

I would discard for ever woman’s company, and dwell in 
peaceful hermit fashion alont among the tree-tops ’ — so heed the 
warning, pretty ones ’ — I.et me witness none of your tears if ye 
are wise,— or else ^ay fart well to Sah ’flma, and seek some less 
easy and less pleasing service ’ ” 

With this injunction he signed to them all to depart, — 
whereupon the awed and trembling guls noiselessly sui rounded 
the still convulsively sobbing Zorahn, and gently leading hei 
away, they quickly withdrew, eadi one makmg a profound 
obeisance to thtir iniperunis master ere leaving hia presence 
When they had finally disappeared Iflma heaved a sigh 
of relief. 

“Can anything equal the perverseness of these frivolous 
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feminine toys * ” he murmured pettishly, turning his head round 
towards Theos as he spoke — “ Was ever a more foolish child 
than Zoralm? — Just as 1 would famiiave consoled her for her 
pricking heartai he, she must needs pour out a torrent of tear- 
drops to change my humour and quench her own delight ’ 'Tis 
the most irksome inconsistency * ” 

rheos glanced at him viith a vague emotion of wonder and 
self reproachful sadness 

“Nay, wouldst thou indeed ha\e consoled her, Sah-lflmai*” 
he inquired gravely “ How ? ” 

“Hov,?” and Sihliima laughed musically, — “My simple 
friend, dost thou ask me such a babe’s question ?” He sprang 
from his cou< h and standing er^ct, pushed his clustering dark 
hair off his wide bold broi\s — ‘ i\m I disfigured, aged, lame 
or crooked hinbed?- Cannot these arms embrace? — the c lips 
engend<-i kisses ? -tticse e)cs wax amorous and shill not 
one br’cf hour of love with me console the weariest maid that 
e\er pined tor passion? — Now, by mv faith ’ How solemn 
IS thy < ounten mce ’ —Ait thou an an< honte, good^ I h and 
wouldst tiiou have me 'jcourge mi flesh an«I groan, becaubC the 
gods luvf given rue >outh ar'd vigorous manhood?’’ 

He drew hiaiseif up with an iniinitabU ireslute of pride, —his 
attitude was stai^ue^que and noble, and 1 heos Jool (d bun 
as he would hi\c looked at i tint picture, wi n a st i < of 
critjcali; satisht d admiration 

‘Most assuredly I am no anchorite, S'^h ICima • ” ne smd, 
smiling sli htl), }et with a touch of sonow in h's \oict - 
“But metlunks the consdenuni thou woiiid^t offei lo 
enamoured maids is lar more d mgerous than lasting * Thy 
love to them means rum, - thy embrace^ shame, thv uii 
thinkmj passion death ’ \\ hat ’ — wilt thou be a spendtluift of 

desiic? wilt thou -di am the fond semis of women a bee 
drains the sweetness of flowers? — wilt thou, being honey 
cloyed, behold them droop and wither around thee, and wilt 
thou have the-^m utterly destroyed and desolate? Hast thou 
no vestige of a heart, my fnend ? —a tpoet heart to feel the 
misery of the world ? — the patient gnef of all-appealing Nature, 
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commingled with the dreadful, >et majestic sil* nee of an 
unknown God?- Oil, surffh thou hast the suprernest gift of 
genius, - this loving, ciidui rig, faithful, s^mpathetu Hi art < — 
for tliout It, how shall thy fame In hdd long in remembrance? 
bow shall thy muse grown laurels escape decay ? fell me * ” 

- and leaning forward he caught liis ^nends h nd in his 

eagerness— “ I hem art not made of stom,- Ihou art human, — 
thou art not exempt from mortal sufu^ing, ” 

‘Mot exen)]iL no ” inteiposed bah hhiia thought! dlly, — 
‘ but, as yet, -I hiv( ne\cr really suffered' ’ 

N< \ci re illy saficred * Ihcos dropjnd the hand he htld, 
and in in vis ble barncr seemed to rise slowly up between him 
and Ills bt anlitul conipinion Never really aiflcrcd'- tlien he 
w IS no true poet alter all if he w^as ignoiant of sorrow If ht 
eouH not spiritualU enter into the pathos of specc^ gnel 
and unslied ttat^-, if he < oiild not absod) iruo his own ’ cing 
tte 1)1 ner'' and points of all ( rc itjo i, md u Ur tlura aloud in 
bulling and iinuiortal Ian uigu, hu Ci’l i g wa> in vain, his 
n full «. ' I his th('u^ht smote The* wiMi the ^itrenglh 

oi i sudden I low,- W( « it ’Jilent, md wiigitcd w h a dn ary 
f tlmg of dis ipfiointniMU to which he v\as un ibk to give any 
^ tting cx})ie‘>sH)ti 

“i hiv( ver ’■ealh Hifleud,” rer ( ated Sih If in i lowly, - 
Bat i have i/pu/ u d “^uifering ihit is tnon^h foi me’ 
1 It jnssions, the tortun s, ttt d« ^pairs of m-'i^imUon arc 
^i( iti.r fir linn the set n mg ‘ rtaT i>ttty afflietions with whuh 
n am in being cK ly perplex themse ms, indt ( d, 1 have ofun 
wondered,’ ht le hi cvfsgrtw ni ft; arnest and icflcciive,— 
wheihtr t’^us busy working of the bi*.in Called ‘ Ini u in il o i ’ 
ina> not ptrhips be a siiccial ptiase or supreme ffort of 
dA;> n\d thB therefore we do not tma nne^ so niut h as we 
r mt Lit lor instance, -if w# luve evil lived bGoie, our 
piLseiit iecolic(tion may, m certain txalltd sian of the mind, 
serve to bring back the shadow pictuies of things lone gone b>, 

— good or evil deeds, - scenes of love and strfe, etherenl and 
divine event®', in whicl we have possibly enacted each oiu 
different paits as unwittingly as v^e enact them here’” — He 

30? 



«ARDATH 


sighed and •seemed somewhat troubled, but presently continued 
in a lighter tone, — “ Yet after all, jt is not necessary for the 
poet to personally expenence the emotions whereof he writes 
The divine Hyspiros depicts murderers, cowards and slaves in 
his sublime Tragedies, — but thinkest thou it was essential for 
him to become a murderer, coward and slave himself in order 
to delineate these cliaricters ? \nd I, — I write of Love, — love 
spiritual, love eternal, — love fitted for the angels I have dreamt 
of— but not for such animals as men, — and what matters it that 
I know naught of such love, — unless perchance I kne^v it years 
ago in some far off fairer sphere ’ For me the only charm of 
^orth m womin is beauty Be luty ^ — to its entrancing sua) 

my senses iH make svift surrender, ” 

“Oh, too swift and too degrading a surrender interrupted 
The os sudden’} with reproachful vehemence — “Ihy words do 
madden patience ’ — Better a thousand times that thou shouldst 
perish, Sah IClmt, now in the lull pknitiide of thy poet glory, 
than thus confess th}selt a prty to thine own passions,- a 
credulous vk t n of 1 vsiVs tre ichery I ” ♦ 

hor one second the laureate stood* amazed, —the next, 
he spring upon his guest and grasped him fitreely by the 
throat 

“ 1 reachery ? ” lu multeicd with white lips I nnehery i* — 
Darest thou speak of tre ichery ind Lysia m the same hieath? 
Oh thou rash tool * — dost thou blaspheme my lady s name ind 
yet not fiar to die 

And his lithe brown fingers tightened their clutch But 
Theos c ired nothing for his own life, — some inw ird excitation 
of fetlin^^ kept him resolute and pcrftctly controlled 

“ Kill me, Sah lUma ’ he gasped Kill me, fiiend whom I 
love’ — deith will be easy at th} hands’ Dtpnve me of my 
sad existence, — ^tis better so, than that J should have shin tkee 
last night at I ysia's bidding ’ ” 

At this, Sah Ifima suddenly released his hold and started 
backward with a sharp cry of anguish — his face was pale, and 
his beautiful eyes grew strained and piteous 

“blain me! — Mel — at I}sia*s bidding!” be murmured 
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wildly, — “O ye gods, the world groins dark I — is the sun 
quenched in hea\en? At I Asians bidding’ — Nay, — by my 
soul, my sight is dirnmel ’ — I see naught but flaring icd m the 
air, — — and he laughed dis( oidantly,- *‘tliou poo^ 
Theos, thou shalt use no dagger’s point,-- for lo I am dead 
already ’—Thy woids have killed mt ‘ Go, tdl her how well 
her cruel mission hath sped,— my very soul is ‘lain, -at her 
bidding f Hasten to her, wilt thni?’ -and his acc^mls 
trembled with pathetic plaintivcness ‘ S i> I am gone ’ —lost ’ 
-drawn into a night of everlasting bln. km ^s 1 U a tap^i blovvn 
swiftly out by the wind, —tc 11 her that Sihlimu —the poet 
Sail Iftma, the foolish credulous Soh IClrna w ic loved her so 
madly— is no more ’ ” 

His voice broke, -his head droeped,- while linos, whe^ 
every nerve throbbed m responsive s>mi)ath) witn tin pi sion 
of his despair, sue VC to think of some word ot comf'ut, that 
like sootbintr balm, might temper the bittcrrw ss of hu chifeJ 
and woundt d spirit, but could f ml ron 1 or it was a case in 
whn h the truth must ht told, and truth is i' v i)s hard to bear 
if It de^tro^s oi aUcmpls to destroy, any oiu of our t henshed 
self delusions ’ 

“ My friend, my friend ’ ” he said pre st ntly wjlh gentle 
eirnc stness- “ Contrctl tins fury of th) In art’ — by such 
unmanly sonow for one who is not wonhv of diet?” 

Sah lilma looked up,- his black sdky lashes were wtt with 
tears 

** Not worthy ’ —0, the old poor consolation ’ ” he exc lainu d, 
quickly dashing the drops trom h :> tvts, -*‘Not worth) — 
No’ -what mortal woman is ever worthy of a pott’s love? — 
Not ont in all the woild ’ Nc veithcUss, worth) or unworthy, 
true or treacherous, naught can make 1 jsn otlitrwise than fair ’ 
Fair beyond all fairness’ — and I —I was )W possessor of her 
beauty ’ — for me her eyes warmed into stais f ^ tire, — for me her 
kisses ripened in their pearl and ruty nest, — all — ill for me ’ — 

and now ’ ” Ht flung himself a< <. i itely on his couch, and 

fixed his wistful ga/e on his companion’s grave pained coun 
tenance,— till all at once a hopeful light flashed across his 
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features — a light that seemed to shme through ium like an 
inwardly kindled flame ^ 

“ Ah I what a querulous fool am 1 he cned joyously, — so 
joyously that Theos knew not whether to be glad or sorry at 
his sudden and capnr ous change of mood, — “ Why ‘should I 
thus bemoan m>sclf for fancied wrongs? Good, noble Theos, 
thou hast been misled '—My Ly^^ia’s words were but to try thy 
mettle ! — to test thee to the core, *md prove thee truly faithful 
as Sah IftmaS fiiend * She bade thee slay me ? — Even so • — but 
hadst thou rashly undcitaken such a deed, thiiu own life 
would have paid tlie forfeit * Now I begin to understand it all 
— 'tis plain and his fice grew brighter and bnghtei, as he 
cheated him'.ilf ln^o the pleasing idt i his Ov\n fanc} had sug 
gested , — “ She tried the< , — she tempted tbt e, sht found thee 
true and incomiptible Ah > *twas a jest, -mv friend ’ " —and 
entirely rc<o\fnng from his dejuc^^ion, he clapped ‘ns hand 
hearlily on 1 ntcoj’s shoukh r ' I w \s all a jc t met she, th 
fair inquisitor, will hei^ell prove it so ere lon^, and make men) 
wnth our ill oineiud ftars 1 Why, 1 can laugh now at nitne own 
despondenc> eoine, look thou also mo^e ciutiilv, gentle 
Theos, — and pardon these uncivil fingers that so nearly giipptd 
thee into siknce ^ ” — and he laughed — “ Thou ait the bc^l and 
kindest of lo}al comrades, — and 1 will so assure Lysia of thy 
merit, that she shall institute no more torture tiirils upon *liy 
fnnk and trusting nature Ilcigho ^ — and stretching ou^ his 

arms lazily, he heaved a sigh of tranquil satis^ac t on — “ Me 
thought I was wounded unto death* — but hwas the mere 
fancied prick of an arrow aitcr all, and I am well again* 
What, art thou still inelan^hoiy^ still sombre’ Na}, surd) 
thou wilt not be a veritable kill jO) ? ” 

Theos stood mute and sorely perplexed Tie saw at once 
how useless it was now to try and convince Sih Hina of any 
danger threatening him through the instigation of the woman 
he loved, — he would never believe it 1 And yet — something 
must be clone to put him on his guard Taking up the s( roll 
of the public news, where the account of the finding of the 
body of Nil jahs was written with all that exaggerated attention 
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to repulsive details which seems to be a special gift of the cheap 
reporters, 1 h o » po nted to it 

“ His was a cruel end — he said m a low uncertain voice,— 
“Sah 10 ma, canst thou expect nurey from a woman who has 
once been so merciless ^ ** 

Bah ’ returned the laureate lis:htl 3 *' Who rnd what was 
Nir jahs? A hewer of stone images a nobody he will not 
be missed ! Besides, he is only one of man) who have perished 
Ihu. ” 

‘ Only one of many**^ tncnhttd I heos with a shudder of 
Lvcr^ion, “And )( l — O thou nios^ nckussand ruisguidt d 
soul thou dost love this wanton iiuirdtrLSs ^ 

A wTirn hush tinle i S il lama s ohve <-kin, - his hand clemheu 
and uncle K iied sio ') rs th )u h lit held •^orm slrn^gliri< 
prisoned thing, ard r usi ip, his nt ad ne h>ok<.d at liis com 
panion full and sU idily with a singularly solemn and n proving 
e\pre-> tor in his lunnnous e)es 

“Hast tiKHJ not lovtJ h ^ alsc i*” he demanded, a famt 
s nous sniiU (iiiviiw his I ps as 1 e spoke,- “ ff only for thr 
space of SOUK f w u g noiuenl v is not tliy soul ravisl ed, 
thy heait t ishved, thv mnl ood c inq len d by her s[k 11 ? — 
Aye’ — 1 liou dost shrink at tint’” \rid his smilt deepui«=‘d 
as riieos, suddenly (i>ns< k kc strK ken avoided Ivs friends 
TOO sen \i n i ig gut— “ h am rut lot tli Kh)r(. for // nt oivn 
V e ikn< s ’ ’ 

il( ynused,— thon wmt a s* )wly w’th a iiud tative air, —“I 
love hci —yes as a man irm i alwiys lov t u woman Ihit 
6afti( s bun,- tlu voiinnwlios* mex Is lu ((nip \ and lluMu 
at mg as tlie winds < n tin si i im wh )st h iniour sways 
between the softiu ss oi the dovi ind the fierceness of the tiger 
Nothing is more fatally f is mat ng to the m \ ul i e sense than 
such a el cat uie, -more esp( ciahy if to th tt napcrainc nt is 
united lare physical giue, comb ned w ih k lh intellectual 
pow( r His vam to struggle against tfie ir sjstible wmhery 
e\f rcised over us by the commingliT ^ Uauty and ferocity, — 
we see it in the wild animals of the forest and the highest 
boanng birds of the air, — and we like nothing bettf tfiau 
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to hunt it, capture it, tame it, — or — kill it I — as suits oui 
pleasure I ” 

He paused again, — and again smiled , — a gra\e, reluctant 
doubting smile, such as seemed to 1 heos oddly familiar, sug- 
gesting to his bev\ildered fancy that he must have seen it before, 
m hts own face^ reflected m a mirror ^ 

“ Even thus do I love Lysia • ” — continued Sah Iflma — “ She 
perplexes me, — she oppo*^ts hc^ will to mine, — the very irri 
tation and ferment into A^hich I am thro^^n by her presence, 
adds fire to my genius, — and but for the spur of this ntver- 
satiated passion, viho knows whether I should sing so well !” 

He was silent for a little space — then he resumed in a 
more ordinary tone, — 

“ '\ he wre tched Nir jahs whose fate thou dost so persistently 
deplore, desen ed his end for his presumption,- didst thou 
not hear his iiisolent insinuation concerning the King? ” 

“1 heard it yes ’ replied lluos — “ And 1 saw no harm in 
the manner of utt^ ranee ” 

“No harm’' exclaimtd Sah Iflma excitedly — No harm* 
Nay, but I fou t thou art a stringe;;^ in A1 Kyns, and 
therefore thou ait ignorant of the last words spoken by the 
Sacred Oracle some hundred or more year-ago. They are 
these . 


i* t Pfiestesi 

h t^e l\iu s n n 
I litn Jail Al hy i\ I* 


’Tis absolute doggtrcl, and stn^okss withal, — neve rtlu less it 
hath caus<.d the enictii tnt of a Law, which is to the effect thit 
the rc’gniJig monaifh of \1 K\ns shall nr \(r, under any sort of 
])rete\t, <on(er with the Huh Prustess of the Tenijiie on any 
mattir whatsoe\cr, — and tint, furthc iiuore, he shall never be 
permitted to look upon her fiee cxce.pt at tin times of public 
s( rviee and state ceremonials Now dost thou not at once 
perceive how vile wc-e the of Nii jilis,- and ilso 

how^ foolish was thy fancy last night with regard to the armed 
masquerader thou didst see in Lysia^s garden ? ” 

308 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 


Theos made no reply, but sat absorbed in his own reflec- 
tions He now to understand much that had before 

setmed doubtful and mysienous, — no t^ondtr, he thought, that 
7ephorqiiiras fuiy against the audacious KhosrOl had been so 
evcesMve * For had not the enraged Prophet called Lysia an 
“ un\iTginf d virgin and Queen CourUsan*' and according to 
Sah Iflma's present explanation, nothing more dire and offensive 
m the ly of open blasphemy could well be uttered 1 Yet the 
question st 11 remained -was Ivhosrdl ri[ht or wrong ? "I his 
was a piohlimi which Ihtos longed to irut t ga».e and yet 
I coiled from,— instinctively he felt that upon its answer hung 
th^ fate of A1 k) ns —and also, what just then seemed more 
precious than an v thing cInC, —the life of Sah 1ft ma He could 

not dc(ule with him If wh) this was so, —he simply accejited 
his own inward assurance that so it was Present! y he incjuiied — 
“ How romts il, Sth Iftma, that the corpse of Nir was 
found on the shores of the river? Did we i ot see it wc chted 
w th non and la d t bewh re ? ^ 

“Os mpkUm > 1 lughcd ‘^ali Iftma — “ Thinkt st thou Lysia’s 

lake of lilies is a c Simmon grave for criminilsr^ I he body of 
Nirjalis sank therein his true, — but wa> there no after means 
of lifting it from thence, ind [ihcing U where best such rarnon 
should be found? H ilh not the Hieh Priestess ot Nagaya 
slives enough to work her will? — vcnly thou dost trouble 
thyself over mm h concernip^ these trivial ever) day occurrences, 
— 1 ni irvf 1 at thee —Hum tds hive drained the ulver N# c tar 
gladly for so fair a worn in’s sake hundreds will diain it gladly 
sldl for the mere pnvilege ol living s m. brief davs m presence 
of such peerhss beiulv * — Put, spe king of the n^cr, didst 
thou remaik it on thy way hither?” 

“ A) e ' ” n sponded I he os dre tmily - “ Tw is red as blood ’ ” 
“Stiinge*” and ^ah Iftmi looked thoui htful for an instant, 
then rou ing himself, said lightly His from im nrnple cause 
no doubt — yet ’twill ck itt a silly panic in the city- and all the 
fanitirs for Khosrftls new creed vs troop forth, shouting 
afresh their prognostic itions of death and doom By my faith, 
’twill be a most desperate howling > — and Fll not walk abroad 
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till the terror hath abated. Moreover, I have work to do, — 
some lately budded thoughts of mine have npened into glorious 
conclusion, — and Zabastes hath orders presently to attend me 
that he may take my lines down from mine own dictation. Thou 
shalt heai a most choice Ir^gend of love an thou wilt listen ” — 
here he laid his hand affectionately on Theob's shoulder-— a 
legend set about, mcthinks, with wondrous jewels of poetic 
splendour a I are prnilege I offer thee, my fnend, for as 
a rule Zabastes is my only auditor, —but I would swear thou 
art no plagiari>t, and wouldst not dishonour thine own mtclli- 
genre so far as to filrh pearls of fancy from another minstrel ^ 
As well steal my garments as my thoughts ♦ - for v»Tily the 
thoughts are tlK^ garments of the poet’s soul, — and the common 
thief of things petty and material is no whit more contemptible 
than he who robs an author of ideas wherewntli to dtek the 
bareness of liis own pooi wit’ Come, place thyself at ea^e 
upon this cushioned couch, and give me thy attcnt^in, — I fe^l 
the fer\our rising full within me, — I will summon /abistes,” — 
here he pulled a small silken cord whn h at oni e set a ( knnnng 
bell echoing loudly through the paL< e,ir- •* And ^liou ‘-halt 
freely hear, and freely judge the latest offspring of my fertile 
genius, — my lyrical lomance ‘ Nnurhalma ! ' 

Iheos started viokrtlv, —he had the greatest ditfK city to 
restrain the anguished cry that lose to his lips NomhaLma!'^ 
O memory’- slow filteimg reluctant memory’ —why, why was 
his brain thus tortured with these conflicting pings ot piteou^ 
recollc'ction ’ I Utlc b> little, like sharp de< p '.tabs of neryous 
suffering, the-re came back to him a few fault fragmentary sug- 
gestions wdiich gradudll> foim d themselves into a distinct and 
comprehensive Nourhalma'' was the title of hi% 

(yivn poem , — the jioem he had written, surely not so very long 
ago, among the moJintains of the Pass of Dariel! 
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iXIII 

“ nourhXlma " 

H IS first emotion on making this new menial rediscovery 
was, as tt had been before in the King\ audienc e-hali, 
one of absolute terror, — fc\eiish mad terror wlikh for a few 
moments possessed him so utterly that, tiirnir^^ a\Nay, he buried 
his aching head among the cushions where he iedhk‘d, in Older 
. } hide from his coniiiaiiion’s e)es any outward sign that might 
betray his desperate miseiy. Clenching his hands convulsively, 
he, silently and with all his strength, combated the awful horror 
of himself that grew up spectrally within liiin, —the dreadful 
distracting uncertainty of his own identity that again confused 
his brain and paralysed his reason. 

At last, he thought wildly, at last he knew the meaning of 
Hell!' the frightful spiritual torment of a h.itiled intelligence 
set adrilt among th(;wTecks and shadows of things that had 
formerly been its [inde and glor} ! What was any jdiysical 
suffenng compared to such a frenzy of luind-agony? N'othingl 
— less than noiliing’ This was the everlading thirst and fire 
spoken of so vaguely by proj»ht‘ts and preachers,— the thirst 
and fire of the soul's uiiquenciiable longing to unravel tlie 
di-mal tangle of its own bygone deeds, tire striving for ever in 
vain to steadfastly establish the wavering mystery of its own 
existence! 

“Oh God! —God! — what hast T’ ou’ made of me!” he 
groaned inwardly, as he endeavouied to f dm the tcmjiol of 
his unutterable despair, Who am I? — Vv'ho W’as 1 in that 
far Past which, like the pale spirit of a murdered friend, haunts 
me so indistinctly yet so thieaieningly ! Suiely the gift of Poesy 
w^as mine! — surely I, too, could weave the hariuony of wrords 
and thoughts into a sweet and fitting music, — hoxv comes it 
then that all Sah lflma\ work is but ?.flex oj my ouml O 
woeful, strange and bitter enigma! — when shall it be unravelled? 
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* Nourhiima f ^ ’Twas the name of what I deemed my master- 
piece ! O silly masterpiece, if it prove thus easy of imitation • 
Yet stay — ^let me be patient’ — titles are often copied uncon 
sciously by different authors in different lands, — and it may 
chance that Sah Iftma’s poem is after all his own, — not mine 
Not mine, as were he ballads and thr love ode he chanted to 
the King last niglit — O Destiny’ — inscru'ahle pitiless Distiny’ 
— rescue my lortund soul fron chaos’ — dtdare unto me who, 
— WHO IS the pi igiarst and thief of Song — myi>elf or Sah lumal ’ 
The more he perplexed hw mind with such questions, the 
deep.>.r grew the darkness of the inexplicable dil< inma, to which 
a fresh obscurity was now added in his suddenly distinct and 
distressful rtmemhnnco of the Pa^s of J^aneP^ Where was 
this place, hc^ woiuKn cl wearily? When had he seen it? — 
whom had he met there? - and how had he come to A.I K\ns 
fiorn thence? No an^iwei could his vexed hiam shape to these 
derninds,— he rccolkcttd tlie Pass of DantP' )usl as he 
recollef ttfl the * J telJ of A » Safhf — without the lea^t idc'a as 
to what count cl on existed helwee n them and his owm jvisonU 
adventures Presrmtly cuntro’lmg hitnscr, he mt-, d his held 
and venUned to look up — Sah lOnia suiod beside hun, lus hne 
fare expressive of an ainiab’e soluiuule 

‘‘Was the sunihme too strong, in\ fnt nd, that thou didst 
thus bui> thine e}ts in thy pi’Iow?” Ik impirtd, — “ Paidon 
m> discouneous lack of coiisidciation for thv ccmilort i love 
the sun my^tll so will that iricthinks 1 could meet his burning 
rays at full noon day and >et lake plcisurc in the warmth of 
sach a golden smile ’ Hut thou pt^rchame art ii race usioTned 
to the li^ht of Li'jiMn lands -wheulore thy blows must not 
be permitted to ache on, uricared for See' — J have lowered 
the awiiings, — they give a pleasant shade, — and in very tiuth, 
the heat tc» chy is gu itei far than ord rarv, — one would think 
the gods had kindled some new m heivcn 

And as he spoke he took up a long palm leaf fan and waved 
It to and fro with an exquisitely grace! ul movement of wrist 
and arm, while Thto>, ga/ing at him ii mule adrnirdtion, forgot 
his own gncls for the time in the subtle, strange and absorbing 
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spell exercised upon him by his host’s irresistible influence 
Just thtn, too Sah Ifima d]i|)tand hundsomer than ever in the 
half subdued tint^ of radianc e ihit flickered through the lowered 
pale blue silken avsnings — ibe effect of the room thus shado\\ed 
was as of a soft a/ure mountain mist lit s^dewajs by the sun, — 
a mi->L thiou^li ^\hJ(h thf while girnicntcd s)mmLlncal figure 
of the T lun ilt si :)od forth m curiously brilliant oulluit-), as 
tliotj^h every carve of supph shoulder and pioiul thioit were 
traced with a pencil of pure li^ht Scan 1) a bn ith of air 
rij ide its v\ay tliri ugn the w>de open cascmciiLs the getPle 
dashini’^ noise of tht fountains in the court alone distuib d the 
c ep^\um stillruss of the mom oi the occasiMil s\v«cp 
ing rusdv. of [) (Hks p urn s is these sLiP>> birc^ stTiuted 
mijestic »ll> up ind down, up tnd ilown, on the marl le nrrace 
outsidt 

Sooili d by the lu'iioou^ pear of his surroundings, the 
delnium of Ih oss boMdc i ig affliction giatlually abc t d, — 
his tempest r ssc cl mm 1 r cun d to a icrUm txtent its equi 
111 nun a id i illu ^ mio tasv oivci^e iMth Ins fas^ nat ng 
comp 11 ion lews bopn Im is It that is, is uiueh him 

self as his pci m ir con iili in permidcd mu to bi Yr t h< was 
not altogttl er Ace froi \ i (ertiin t t, ai d d cidcdly painful 
su pensc vMih u^^ord tci the J\ou? hilma ’ pH)bltTn, and he 
was conscious of uhal he in bis own opinion eonsideud an 
absurd and unnect -^sary dcgre< of excitement, when the door 
of the ipirlT 1 nl pn s( ntlv opened admit Zabis^es wl o 
entered, cnnying st\eral siu v s or pap>iJS and other miLei als 
for wntiiij^ 

I Ih old f Title’s ccLinU nance war c xiJressively f,luin and 
iionu al, lu hn\c\ci w is compc Ped like all tie ether pid 
servants of the hou ehoid to mike a low and re^ptctfui ol eis 
anee as soon as he tound mmstlf in Sah IQnias presence, — an 
act of homage vvhic h he p rfornied awkwardl), and »vith evident 
ill will His master nodded condescending,) u rtS[onse to 
his reluctant silute, and signed to him to take his place at a 
nchly carved writing table adorned wii i the climbing figures 
of winged cupids exqusitcly wi ought in ivory. He obeyed, 
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shuffling thither uneasily, and sniffing the rose-fragrant air as 
he went like an ill-conditioned cur scenting a foe, — and seating 
himself in a high-backed chair, he arranged his gamients fussily 
about him, rolled up his long emb/oidered sleeves to the elbow, 
and spread his writing-implements all over the desk in front of 
him with much mock-solemn ostentation. Then, rubbing his 
lean hands together, he gave a w^eaUh> glance of covert derision 
round at Sah-lhma and 'fhcos, — a glance which Theos saw and 
in his heart resented, but which Sah-l(!\nia, absorbed in his own 
reflections, apparently failed to notice. 

“ All is in readiness, my lord ! ” he announced in his dis- 
agreeable croaking tones, —“Htie are the clean and haimless 
slips of river reed wMiling to he soiled and spoded wkli my 
lord’s indelible thoughts, — here also arc the innocent quills of 
the white lierun, as yet unstained by colouied wilting fluid, 
whether black, led, gold, s'lver or purple’ Mark you, ni<#st 
illustnoiis bard, the toudimg helplessne<^ s and punty of these 
meek suvanl's of a scnbbki’s ian« ) Blanl^ pap>ius and 
empty ' lieiliink you seiiously whether it were not 

b(*tter to lea%e them thus unblemislu d, the simple pioducts of 
unfauliy Nature, than use ditm to indite the wondioiis things 
of my lord’s imagination, whereof, all wondious though they 
seem, no man shall ever be the wisci !” 

And he rhucLled, stroking las stubbly grey beard the while, 
with a blaudl) suggesliv^e, v* t malign look dnect^d at vSah lOima, 
who met It with a sluht cold smile of fajiitlv amused contempt. 

“Peace, fool he said, — “d'hat barbarous tongue of thine 
!S like the imj)crfe( t chptA^ of a bioken be;ll that stnkes forth 
harsh and undc'sirecl sounds suggesting nothing I Thy present 
duly is to heai, and not to speak, — therefore listen discerningly 
and write wdlh exactitude, — so shall thy poor blank scrolls oi 
reed grow neh vvith gttns, — gems of high |;)oe^*y that the whole 
world shall hoaid and cherish miser like when the poet wffio 
created their bright splendour is no more ! ” 

He sighed— a short troubled sigh,— and stood for a moment 
silent in an attitude of pensive thought. Theos watched him 
yearningly, — waiting in almost breathless suspense till he should 
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dictate aloud the first hne of his poem Zab^les meanwhile 
settled himself more comfortably in his chair, and taking up 
one of the long quills with which he was p»‘ovidcd, dipficd it 
m a reddish pu pie liquid wlWh at oiut lined its point to a 
deep rob ate hue, so thnt when the hgnt fli<lvertd upon it from 
time to time, it appeared as thougli it weio tipptd with fire 
How iiiitnsc the lunt was, thouoht Iheos as w th one hind 
he pushid his f liisttr ng haii lr-)m his ^ row, not witnoi t notic 
ng tint his action wts imitiUd ahnon at on e b} ih 1 inn, 

1 o also serni d to ft-ti the pn s n< i ss ol die atniO'>y)h( rf 
And wha*- a bla t of I lue pervaded the riHun ’ (’ lu u etlu real 

ic as ot shiniuH ring like a d immcrbki(sm t( i t( ether 
iito r»nt luriirou ra i imt , Tadunr tbit, wl h filn , wa 
)fl peih tly tr insp uent, aid in vhi h llv I aun att s clasb c 
l>inni [>pLiied to be dono isly f nv< 'oped, like that of ’^ome 
1 w i se ml * 

Ihcu 1 j( 1 dh e^tstonr dut»ofthi rda/zm' nlu,— 
vhit a iniivilloiib srt ne it wi tv 1 )ok upon, he 1 - 

tvould he, < ould he cvti fc i* ^ \h no ’ n \tr n \tr* 
lot till his d)int, (li) Wtiiuid he t c nblt to obli^ente it noin his 
iinnor), — and win cou tt i whether e\en after death he 
might neit st 11 recil it* 

Just then Si*i Id m rnsed hi> hand bv way of ignal to 
/dbasies, — his fact luiaiut ea** les*, pathriic, c\u ..rind m 
llu ftrvcnt c oiu eiitralion hi thouijl t —lit v at out to 

Oigin his dulilioi now, nc w * and 1 hi < s * ineel f irw ud 
nervously, lus bt irt beating i itli ay irdiensn^ tx])ei titimi 
Hush*- the dturiHio suave uk lod\ ol hi^ fiduK v nee 
oenctnted the silence 'le the «!w et harmonir nf a inrp- 
string, - 

“Write,- ” sa d he slowl} — “write first tlw title of ni) poem 
thus Nouih\lma A 1 ove 1 i gt nd of tlie To i ’ ” 

There was a p inse dunn^ wh ch the pe n of / i i ti tnvelled 
"JUK kly over the pap\rus Ini a mom nt, ^ tn ‘^topped Iheos, 
almost suflocatcd with anxi# t), could hardly ni imtain even the 
appearance of calmness,— rthe title prochiiied, with its second 
appendage, wras precisely the same as that of his own work, — 
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but this did not now affect him so much. Wliat he waited foi 
with such painfully strained attention, was the fust line of the 
poem. If it was his line he knew it already ! — it ran thus : 

A central iortow dwells in pet feet ” 

Scarcely had he repeated this to himself inwardly, than Sah- 
liima, with majestic grace and sweetness of iitti lance, dictated 
aloud : 

** A fuiral sot tow dwells in p yf li ]^yl^' 

“ Ah God » ” 

The sharp cr), half fierce, half despairing, broke from Theos's 
quivering lips m spile of all the efforts he made to conliol his 
agitation, and the Indicate turned towards him wUh it snrpriLed 
and sornewliat irritated movement that plainl) evinced annojance 
at the intcrruptjnn 

“Pardon, ‘^ahittmar^ he murmured hastily, — “*T\vas a 
shgiit pang it the heait Ironlikd me, -a na nothing t— 1 
take shariK to mjsclf to lia\e died out for aueh a pin’s pnek • 
Speak on ’ thy lust line is as soft as honey dew, — as suggestive 
as the light of dawn on s!i eping liowc»-s ’ ” 

And leanmg dizzily ba« k on his couch, he clos'^d his eyes to 
shut in th<' hut Jnd hitter teirs that w^clled up lebelhously and 
threatened to fall, notwithstanding Ins endeavour to restra n 
t lein lll^ head thiol )bed and burned as thon^ii a chayjk t ol 
fiery thoHV cncncled it, instead of the oncedesued crown of 
Fame Ik iiad s(» fondly d.eamt of winning • 

Fame? Al.is ’ thit bright delusive vision had f^ed for ever, 
— there weie no gldi) liuieh left growing for him in tlu fields 
of poetic art and inspiialion, — hah Iflma, tije fortunate Sale 
Iflma, had gathered and possessed them all' ’^faking every* 
thing into senops consnleration, lie came last to the deeply 
mortifying conclusion that it imibt bt himself who was the 
plagiarist, — the unconscious miitalor of Sihlfuna’s id as and 
methods, — and the worst of it w''as that his inntaijon was so 
terribly exact ! 

Oh, how heartily he despised himself for his poor and pitiful 
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lack of originabiy 1 Down to the very depths of humiliation 
he sternly abased his comt^laining, struggling, wounded, and 
sorely resentful spirit, — he then and there became the merciless 
executioner of his own claim*s to literary honour, — and delil/er- 
ately crushing all his past ambition, mutinous discontent and 
uncompliant desires with a strong master hand, he lay quiet, — 
as patiently unmoved as is a dead man to the wiongs inflieUd 
on hiS memory, — and foiced himself to listen rt ignedly to 
every glowing line of his, — no, not his, -but Sah Ihn poem, 

the ly gracious, delicate, entrancing poem he r^ meinbered 
so well* And by and b}, as each mdlitliious m m / 1 *^ounded 
•^^oftly on his ears, n ‘'lrangtl> solemn tranquillity •^wept over 
liini, - a most soothin^ halt von calm, as tiiough nnne pjtsr>mg 
angels hand had tom utd his brow in benediction. 

He lool.ed at Sah IQma, not envuously no^ but ah culnrnngly, 
- It soeincd to him that he had never heard a swta ter, Xi. n ieiei 
niu^c than the '>torv of “ N'our^ \lma as n cited h) h s friend 
And so to that fru ad ht silently awarded ht:> o*\n wished for 
g*nrv, praise and cvcila^ting tame* — that gloi), prnse and 
lame which had foim<wly allui d )us f\ncy bein^^ the be<-t 
Oi all the world con’d ofler, but whi< h be now t atm Iv and 
willingly relinquished in favour of this moie deserving and 
dear comrade, v\hosc superior genius he submissively ac- 
krf)wl edged ! 

Ihere was a it quiet ss cvciywhere, the rising and 
falling infiertions of Sah Iftmis soh rich voire ritlvi deepened 
than disturb! d the stillnt ss, —the pen “'f Zablsu ^ glided noise- 
lessly over the slqis of papyrus, — and the ''mall semnds of the 
outer air, such as the lAonotonous hum of bees miong the 
mas‘-es of lily-hloom that iovvertd in white t Insteps b tween the 
febtooned awnings,- -the tnnsty twitterin'^ cl l>iid-j hiding 
under the long palm leaves to shelter llun selves bom the 
heat, and the incessant sphsh of the founiaii.j, — *’11 seemed 
to he, as it were, mere appendages to hance the bre.athless 
hu>h of nature. Presently Sah Ihma paused, — and Zabastes, 
heaving a sigh of relief, looked up from his writing and laid 
down his pen, 
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“ The work is finished, most illustrious ? " he demanded, a 
cunous smile playing on his thin sfitincal lips. 

“ Finished ? ” echoed Sah liima disdainfully — “ Nay, — *tjs but 
die end of the First Canto.” ^ 

Tlie scribe gave vent to a dismal groan. 

** Ye gods ’ ” he exchimed — “ Is there more to come of this 
bombastic ranting and vile torturing of phrases unheard of and 
altogt ther unnatural? O Sai Iflma • — marvellous SahlCima! 
twaddler Sah IClina ’ — what a biam box is thine •—How full of 
dislocated word puzzles and similes gone mad* Now, as I 
live, txptct no mtrc} from me this time*” — and he shook his 
head thie iti ningly, — “ I or if the public news sheet v il* serve me 
as mine a jvil, 3 will so poui d thee in pieces will) the skdgc 
haniTxU r of my rnticism that, by the Mi^p of the bail’ lor 
once \] K>ns Miall be moved to laughter at thee • ALirk me, 
good tnTK’‘up of tinkling foolishness* —1 will so choose out 
and h inuit hv fet lilest 1 n( s iha^ th( > slnll seem tmt ihi dog 
gerd ol 1 street ballad nioo’er * I will give so bdd an ( luiome 
of this skH) 1 wete't U at it shall aj^ptar to ail who rtad my 
comintiiaiv the veriest tiash that ever*po t penned’ More 
over, I ran most admirabl> misquote tlue, and distort thv 
meanin >. with such excellent bitter jt sling, that thou thyself 
shall iHtiv reio^nise thine own produ* tion * K) N'igi\a’s 
Shnne ’ \\ hnt a fi ist ’twil) be form} delect it^on ' ” — «nd he 
rubbed bis haiwls gh < fu’l) — “ Witli what a w^ ighl of withtiing 
anal) SIS I can pulverize tins idv*l of ^Xoarnalma^ into the dust 
and aslies of a common ^ i sc < onlempt * ” 

While Zabasles thus opokc, SililClma had helped himsdf by 
way of refieshment, to two np^^ fi^s in whost. lu'^cious (rnnson 
pulp his white teeih met, with all the enjoyine zest of a cluld’s 
healthv appetite He now held up the rind and stalks of these 
devoured dduacies and snil d 

‘^Thus wilt thou swallow uji my {loein m thy glib clumsiness, 
ZaUHlesl” he said lightly — “And dius wilt thou ho*d up the 
most tasteless portions of the whole for the judgriienl ol the 
public * 'Tis the m inner of thy craft,— yet see I and with a 
dexterous movement ol his aim, he threw the fruit-ped through 
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the window far out into the garden beyond — “Theie goes thy 
famous cnticisni ’ ” and he layghed, — “ And those that taste the 
fruit Itself at first hand will not soon forget its flavour 1 Never- 
theless I hope indeed tliat th*ou wilt stn\e to slaughter me with 
thy blunt paper sword ’ I most mirtlifully ulish the one- 
sided combat, in which I stand in siknre to receive thy blows, 
myself unhurt and tranquil a marble pod whom rullnns rail 
upon' Do I not pay thu to abuse iiie^—heie, thou crusty 
soul -drink and be content’’’- with a ^ tianning con 

descension ht handr^l a full goblet of wmt to ’n. entankerous 
t ritic, who accepted it iinirrac loii-^ly, rnuttc nn in hi oc-iui the 
necessary woids ol thanks f >i his niaslci’s c onsidcra' then, 
turning to Fheos, tliC I lurcate c*mtinucd • 

“ \nd thou, niy friend, wiiat dost thou think ot ^ ^ r lalma' 

so far ? Hath it not a certain oquisitc smoothness of rhythm 
like the ripple of a woodland sirc^am char winding thioUjijh the 
teeds? -and is not i tender witchery m the delinc ation of 
my maiden Iv rcane, so wsnnl) tar, so wild!^ passioi'Jtc ^ Me 
I inks she doth ruble ^ome rich flower of our tropic fielcL 
blooming at sunset and dead at inoonnse ’ ” 

Theos waited a inoinent before replying Truth to tell, ne 
was inwardly oveiconie wnth shame to remember how wantonly 
he had copied the d< scrqmon of this same NourhMma !- -and 
plaintively he wondered how he could have line orn jously coiii 
mi^ led so flagrant a tlu ’ b nuauming up all his self pos -session 
how^ever, he answtn^d bia\cl\ 

“Jhy wcjik, Sah Iflma, is worthy ot thyself '—need I say 
mere? Thou hast most aptly prov 1 thy claim upon the 
whole world’s gratitude, — sucli lotty tl uglTcs, — sm h noble d^s 
course upon love, — such liigh philosojihy, wherein the deepest, 
dearest dreams of life are grandly [lectured in enduring colours, 
— these things are gifts to poor humanity »ncre!>> it must 
become ennehed and jiroud ’ Thy name, bngh sOul, shall be 
as a quenchless star on the dark brows ot melancholv Time, — 
men gazing thereat sh dl wonder and a i re, — and even /, the 
least among thy friend'', may also win from thee a share of 
glory 1 Por, simply to know thee,— to listen to thy neaven- 
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inspired utteranre, might bring the most renownless student 
some reflex of thine honour ^ Yes, thou art great, Sah Iflma * 
— great as the greatest of earth’s gifted sons of song ’—and with 
all my heart I offer thee my hoiliage, and pride my self upon 
the splendour of thy fame ’ ” 

And as the eager, enthusiastic words came from his lips, he 
beheld Sah Iflma’s beautiful countenance brighten more and 
more till il appeared mysteriously transfigured into a rn ije^tic 
Angel face tint for one bnef moment startled him by tht divine 
tenderness of its compassion ite smile’ This expression how 
ever was transitory, — it passed, and the da^k eves of the 
laureate gleamed with a merely serene and affeetionate 
comphcenc> is he said 

“I th ink thee for thy prane, good Iheos thou art indeed 
the fritndl t««t of critics ' llidst thou iH'sshiF httn the uithor 
of ‘ A< uthahna ’ tb ou couldst not have spoke n wi^h more indent 
feeling ' Were Zn’u ^es hi ( thie, discuningly just and rc is( n 
able he would be all unfit for his vocation, — for ’tis an odd 
c^fcumstinr c tli it pi m in th piitilir news sbeA.t d )es a writer 
more Inrtn thin j;ood, while il’ ( onditioiitd and malicious abu e 
doth vtr) mit inlly incrMst and strent then his reputation 
Yet after il’, th re is a ctrt un sense in the argument, — for if 
much culo^> be penned b) the rheip sciibes, the reading 
popii’ace at once innnne these ftlkivs hue been biilxd U 
give the ir over f d on s approval, or th it thev are dose fnends 
and banquet ( onindes of the author whom they arduously 
uphold - whereas, on the contiar>, if they induce in bitter 
imeetive, fl ppant gibing oi clumsy sitiie like ny amiibk 
Zalils s here — ’ and he nnde an air\ gt sture towards the 
siletit }ct tvidentlv chafing Critu , “fand mark )ou, he is not 
bribed, but merel> paid fur wiges to fu’fil his chosen and 
professed ealling,) — v^hy, thereupon the multitude exclaim — 

‘ What ’ this poet hath such enemies ? — nay then, how gre\ t a 
genius he must be ’’ and forthwith they clirnour for his work, 
which, if It speak not for itself, is then and only then to be 
deemed faulty, and menting oblivion. ’1 is the People’s verdict 
which alone gives fame ” 
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•* And yet the people are often ignorant of what is noblest 
and best in literature !'' observed Theos musingly. 

“ Ignorant in some ways, yes I ” agreed Sah-lfima — “ But 

in many others, no ! Tht^ may be ignorant as to why they 
admire a certain thiiig, yet they admire it all the same, because 
their natural instinct leads them so to do. And this is the 
s]>ecial gift which endows the uncultured masses with an 
occasional s\vee]>ing advantage over the cultured few, — the 
superiority oi their Instinct. As in rases of political revolution 
for example, — wliile the finely educated orator is endt'avouring 
by all the force of artful rhetoric to piove that all is in order and 
as it should be, the mob, moved by one tremendous impulse, 
discover for themselves that everything is wrong, and moreover 
that nothing will c^me right, unless they rise up and take 
authonty, — accoidingly, clo'»\n go the thrones and the colleges, 
the palaces, the tcm[)k*s and the law isstmiblies,- a’\ like so 
many tO)s bcfoie the resistless instim t of the people, who revolt 
at injustice, and who feel aiid knowr when they are injured, 
though they are not clever enougn to exfilain wlicie their injury 
lies And so, as iljey cannot talk about it coherentl), any 
more than a lion struck by an aiiovv can give a learned dissertation 
on his wound, tlicy a<*t, — and the hevit and fury of th(‘u action 
upheaves dynasties ! Again, — levelling to the qiACstinn of 
taste and hUrature, — the mob, untaught and uni rained m the 
subtleties of art, will applaud to the echo certain grand and 
convincing home-truths scl foith in ihe plays of tlie divine 
Hyspiros, — simply because they instim tlvely feel tht;m V) be 
truths, no matter how^ far they them elves may be from acting 
up to the standard of morality therein contained. The more 
highly cultured will heai the same passages unmoved, bv^cau^e 
they, in the excess of artificially-gained wi'sdom, have deadened 
their Instincts so lar, that while they lisU’i to a truth pro- 
nounced, they already consider how best lh» ^ can l onfute it, 
and prove the same a lie 1 Honest enthusiasm L impossible 
to the over-punctilious and pedantic b -!ar, — but on the other 
hand, I would have it plainly understood that a mere brief 
local popularity is not Fame, — No ! for the author who wins 
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the first, never secures the last. What I mean is, that a book 
or poem to be great, and keep its greatness hereafter, must be 
judged worthy by the natural instinct of peoples. Their decision, 
1 own, may be tardy, — their hesitation may be prolonged 
through a hundred or more years — but their acceptance, 
whether it be declared in the author’s life-time, or ages after 
liis death, must be considered final. I would add, moreover, 
that this world-wide decision nas never yet been, and never 
will be hastened by any amount of written criticism, — it is the 
responsive beat of the enormous Pulse of Life that thrills 
tlirough all mankind, high and low, gentle and simple, — its 
great throbs are slow and solemnly measured, — yet if once it 
answers to a Ptiel’s touch, that Poet’s name is made glorious 
for ever ! ” 

He spoke with a rush of earnestness and eloquence that was 
both jKiTsuasivc and powerful, and he now stood silent and 
absorbed, his dreamy eyes resting meditatively on the massive 
bust of the imrnoital personage he called Hyspiros, which 
smiled out hi serene cold whiteness from the vet-shadowed 
shrine it occupied. Theos watched bin? with fascinated and 
fraternal fondness,— did ever man possess so dulcet a voice, he 
thought? — so grave and rich and marvellously musical, yet 
thrilling with such heart-moving suggestions of mingled pride 
and piaintiveni'.ss ? 

“Tliou art a most alluring orator, Sah-lfima!” he said 
suddenly. “Methinks I could listen to thee all day and never 
tire ! ” 

“I’ faith so could not 1 1” interposed Za hastes grimly. “ For 
when a bard begins to gabble goosc-like platitudes which merely 
concern his own vocation, the gods only know when he can be 
persuaded to stop ! Nay, his more irksome far than the recit- 
ationof his professional jingle — for to that there must in time 
come a merciful fitting end, but, as 1 live, if ’twas my custom 
to say prayers, I would pray to be delivered from the accursed 
volubility of a versifier’s tongue I And perchance it will not 
be considered out of my line of duty if I venture to remind my 
most illustrious and renowned master ^' — this with a withering 
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sneer, — “ that if he has any more remarkable nothings to dic- 
tate concerning this particularly inane creation of his fancy 
Nourhalma^ 'twill be well that we should proceed theiewrith, 
for the hours wa\ late, and the sun vcueth towards his He use 
of Noon " 

And he spread out fresh slips ol papyrus and again prepared 
his long quill 

Sah ICtma smiled, as one who is tolerant of the whims of a 
hired buffoon, — and. this time seating himstlf in hi*^ ebony 
chiir, was about to corrinience dieiating his Second Canto, 
when Ihtos, fielding to his dc ire to speak aloud the idea that 
had just flashed across be brain, abrupt i) — 

“fJcAS it ever seemed to thee, bah hiuia, a> \t now doc’> to 
me, that there is as..iange resemblaiue between th> inugiikitivt 
descnpticm of the ideal ^ A^ourna/ma/ 3ind the actual chaims 
and \irtues of thy sliayed singing maid Niph^ata 

Sah Klma looked up, thori ughiv astoni .lied, a id hughed 
“No ' Veidy 1 h<ave not i aetd, nor r in I trice the smallest 
\estjgc of a simlaiity* Why, good 1 he os, there is none * — 
liOt the leist in the va^r^d, — foi this heroine of mine, Nourhllma, 
loves in vain, and saciifices all, ^ven her iiiniicent end radiant 
life, for love, as thou wilt hear in the^ second half of the poem, 
— moreover she loves one who is utterly unwoiihy of her faith 
ful tendernes*- Now Niphiata is a ^hikl eff delicate caprice, — 
she loves me, — me, her loid,— and rnethinks T am not negligent 
or undeserving of her devotion * — again, she has no strength of 
spirit,— her timorous blooci would frcc/e at the mere thought 
of death, —si e is more prone to pU) with (lowc rs and siiv for 
pure delight of neart than perish foi the sake of Ime i H is an 
unequal simile, my fiRiid ^ — as well com(iare a htry planet with 
a twinkling dewdrop, as draw a parallel between the heroic ideal 
maid * Nourh^ihiia ’ — and my fluttering snip 4 , bud, Niphrala * ” 
7heos sighed involuntarily, — but fonuiL’^ a smile, let th*“ 
subject drop and held his peace, while Sah 1 ima, taking up the 
thread of his poetical narrative, went on reciting When the 
story began to npen towards its conclusion he grew more 
aniraated — using, he paced the room as he declaiiued the 
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splendid lines that now rolled glonously one upon another like 
deep-mouthed billows thundenng on the shore, — his gestures 
were all indicative of the fervour of his inward ecstasy, — his 
t.)es flashed, — his featuies glowed wilh that serene proud light 
of conscious power and tnun ph that rests on the calm wide 
brows of the sculptured Apollo, — and Iheos leining on one 
arm in a half sitting posture, coi templated him with a curious 
sensation of wistful eat^enicss and passionate pain, such as 
might be hit by some forgolUn artist mysteriously ptrmitted 
to come out of his gravt and w mder back to earth, there to 
see his once rejected pictures hang in places of honour among 
the world*s chief treasurf s 

\ strange throb of indancholv satisfiction stirred his pulses 
as he reih cted that he might now, without anv s 11 conceit, at 
least admire the poem ^ —since he had decided tlial it wts no 
longer his, but another’s, ne was fitc to hr stow on it as much 
AS he would of unstinting prai^-e • J oi it wi*? \cry hne, -theic 
coiud b( no doubt of that, ' Integer Zabastt*- mu siv to the 
contrii>, — and U sas not only line, but humail) 

pathetK, stcmint, to stiiie a choid or p* s ion Uv^h a^ hid 
never before b cn sounded, — i choid to wluch the world would 
l)e compcllt d to h^^tc i, > , — tomj tiled f thought Fheos 
evultingh, as Sah him i drew nearer and n( in r tiic clo'^c of his 
dictation The dttp f|iiicl all around was so 1 eiw as t-^ be 
almost uncomfo tibh in its oppr<. oSi\ enes^, it c\euiicd a sert 
of striui upon iLl lu r^ s, 

Hark ^ what w is that^ Ih^ough the and silent air 
swept a sullen surging 11015*=* a^ of the angr) she iting of a vast 
multitude,— thin came the fast and furiciis g illop of many 
hor cs, —and again that herct lesei tful roir of indignation, 
swelling up asitseenud from thousands of throats Mo\ed 
all three at once b) the same instinetive desire to know what 
was going on, Theos, Sah iQma, and Zabi^tes spiang from their 
different places in the room, and hurried out on the marble 
teirace, dashing aside the silken awnings as they went, m order 
the better to see the open glimpses of the city thoroughfares 
that lay below. Theos, leaning far out over the western half 
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of the balustrade, was able to command a distant view of the 
great Square in which the Jtiuge white granite Obelisk occupied 
so prominent a position, and fixing his» eyes att€*ntively on this 
spot, saw that it was filled to o\erfloiMng with a dense mass 
of people whose white-raimented forms, pressed together m 
countless numbers, swa}ed lestlessly to and Iro like the rising 
waves of a stormy sea 

Lifted aho\e this troubled throng, one tall dark figure was 
distinctly outlined again I the da/zhng face of the Obelisk — a 
figure that apptartii to Ik standing on the back of the colossal 
Lion that lav coucinnt b< i^ath And as Iheos stramed his 
sight to distinguish t)ie dt tails of the scene more accurattlv, 
lie suddenly b^.hdd a giittenng regiment of mounts. d men in 
armour, charging stiaightl) and with cruelly deti rmincd speed, 
right into the centre of the crowd, apparently ttgardlcss of all 
hxvoc to life and limb that might ensue Involuntarily he 
b^tred an evclin ition of horroi at what seemed to him so 
wanton and brutal an ait, whci just then Sah Ifima caught hnn 
cagcrl) bv the ann, — Sah ICii a, whost soft oval countenance 
vm bnlliint with eicfUcnent ind in whose eyes gleamed a 
mu vied express on of nnilh and ferocity 

“Come, conu , rny tru iid'” he said hastily — “Yonder is a 
sight wortli senng • d'ls the mad Khosrfil who is thus en- 
t)cu(hed and fortifu d b) the mob, — as 1 live, that sweeping 
.illopol His Majesty s Loval Guards is niapiificont * I hey 
will St VC the IVophct thn ume without fail’ Aye, if they slay 
a thousand of the }ojmla(e in tfie perforniant e of their duty’ 
(onie’ — let us msten to the sceiie of a< lion ~*tw ill he a 
Li 1 ’el would not rms^ for all the world’” 

H* spi mg dov\n the st^ps of the lo^gn, accompanied by 
Theos, who was cauilh exciUd, — when all at onct /abastes, 
thru tuig out his litad tluough a seretii ci vine leivcb, < iied 
aftei them — 

“Sah Iflina Most illustiiousi What of the poem? It is 
not liiiished ' ” 

“ No matter 1 ” returnc d Sahdftma — “ Twill be finished here- 
after I ” 
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And he hastened on, Theos treading close in his footsteps, 
and tliinking as he went of the new, enigma thus proposed to 
puzzle afresh the weary workings of his mind. His poem of 
Nourkd/ma ” — or lather the poem 'fte had fancied was hib, — 
had been entirely completed down to the last line ; — now Sah- 
Itoa^s was left to he finished hereafterJ^ 

Strange that he should find a nale glimmering of consolation 
in this ’ a feeble hope that peiiiaps after all, at some future 
time, he might be able to jiroduce a few, a very few lines of 
noble verse that should be d( ( med purely original ’ — enough 
perchance to endo\\ him with a faint far halo ot diminished 
glory such a* plodding students occasion dly win, hy following 
humbly yet aid — even as he now follo^^ul Sd IQma, — in 
the paliio of excclUnce marked out b> grealtr men 1 


XIV 

* 

THE FAIL OI TIIF OBELfSK 

I N less timt than he could have imagiiud }>ossib]e, he found 
himself m the densely crowded Square, bulTcling and stnig- 
gling an angry and rebellious mob, who, half resentful and 

half teriihnd, tiad evidently set thems^ h es to resist the det^'r- 
mined charge nude hy the mounted soldiery into thnr midst 
For once ^ali hima’s a})pearanre created no dnersion, — he was 
pmshed and knocked about as unceremoniously as if ho were 
the corninontsl citi/cn of them all He seemed carelessly 
surprised at this, but ne\ertheless took his hustling very good 
humoundly, and keeping his shoulders well squared, forced 
his w^ay with Theo#, by slow degues thiough the senied ranks 
of people, many of whom, roused to a sort ol frenzy, threw’ 
themselves in front of the advancing horses of the guard, and 
seizing tlu reins, held on lo these like gnm death, reeklcsS of 
all danger 

As yet no weapons were used either by the soldiers or the 
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populace, — the former seemed for the present contented to 
simply ride do^\n those who impeded tht\r pi ogress, — and that 
they had done so in teir!ble earnest, was plainly evident from 
the numbtrs of woundc:d#crearui<^^ that liy scatuied about on 
every side in an apparently halt dving cotiLilion Vet there 
was surd) a strange insc nsibihty to suhenng amona them all, 
inasrrmh as, in spi^e of the rontenMon and < oi tnsK n, there 
i^ere no vioient shut ks of cith< r pain or tuiy —no o\( iiiiations 
of rage or despair, no sound v^hatever indeed, sa\( a stead>, 
suiltn, monotonous sn til of opposition, above whuh the 
resonant V OR e of the l^iophtt Kho idl rang out like a silver 
clarion 

“O pLOple doomt d and mde dt olatn ’ ’’ he rutd, — “O 
nation on< e might) Irouaht low to tlK dust of d trurtioi * 
lliai rnt , ye strong mt n ind fair wo ntn * id )Oii ve pour 
little flnldun who nt» i I'^un shall see the iin n e f»n the 
thousand domes of VI kyrio * lift up tin bunk of bitter 
ianiiiuation — lilt u i]) the He i\en of II ivt ns, dit 1 hrone 
of the 'llStMiig Cilor), tie Giver of 1 aw, lie I)e‘tto)er of 
Evil! \Vtej[) wee^) for ^ :)ur sins and the sms of vout «*ons 
aid your di ashlers- -east die jewels of prid rend the 
fine raun nt — let your It r-> 'r ibundant as the r iiii ami d( w ! 
Kned ciown and fry d )ud on the gr it ami t( rr ble Unknown 
God the (jod )t have ekinud and wrongcel, — the Poi ruler of 
woiiUi, who doth Indd m Ins Hind the Sun is a torch and 
seattertth •vt'irj witli tin r» of His br ath I Mourn ai d bend 
ye all IxnfaTh the iron sO^jke of DusUny^— for know >e not 
\ \s herct i thing is come u] on \1 kins? — a thing dat lips 
^ innot utter nor words define,— a thiAe, inon )u nibk than 
‘ I oui ds in thi*^! dirl ne.''S — nc re d ull) th i i ili ii^ht 

rung when it leips from IJeiven with muent I ) si * O ( ity 
stately beyond all cities’ I hy maible pdicts are already 
ringed lound with a rner of bU^od ’ il t i i ues of th) know- 
ledge, wh# lein tny wise men lia^e studx d c-wC^ed ah v isdorn, 
begin to totter to then fill thf u s i be swe[)t away even as 
a light heap ot adie^ and whit shall aU th) hanung aviil thee 
in that bnef and fearful end I Hear me, O people of A1 kyns I 
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—Hear me and cease to strive among yourselves, — ^resist not 
thus desperately the King’s armed minions, for to them I also 
speak and say, — Lo ! the time approaches when a stronger 
hand than that of the mii,hty Z^^phoranim shall take me 
prisoner and bear me hence where most I long to go • Peace, 
I command you I — m the Name of that God whose truth I do 
proclaim, — Pt are ' * 

As he uttertd the last word an nstantineous hush fell upon 
the crowd, — every head was tuined towards his grand, gaunt, 
almost spectral figure, and even the mounted sold ciy lemcd 
up their plunginw<, rhaling steeds and remained mot onless as 
thoUf^h sudtKnly fixed to the ground by some powerful 
magnetic sjell Iheos and ^ah liima took immediate ad 
vantage ot tms lull m the confl et, to tiy and secure for 
themsfUts i better p'^int of vantigc, tn >ngh the^-c was nmrh 
difficult) in piessin<' ihroUf^h tlu cloely jacked throng, 
iiiasmu<"l' as not a inm mined to ^ue them pn ige room 

Presently howevM, Sihluiui nningcJl to reich the iLart«»t 
one of the two g’eat fountain'^ wfiuh ulcmeci ei^icr nde of 
the Obdi'ik, aid spnngmj as 1 ditlv as ^ bud on its mrble 
edge, he ‘lood erect thtie, h^s pi< Li.ue'‘Ciii^ torm presenting 
itsclt to the v^cw, like a fine stiluc set aj iin^l the bideground 
ot sun tinted fe ^ruin ; w ittr that daslied hi h above him and 
sprinkled liis l irrne its with drops of sparkling sjiia) ileus 
at once joirnd him and the two fue^ds, holding eich othir 
fast by thi nm, ^a/ed down on the silent mighty multitude 
around them,— a huge concourse ot the ntinns of A1 Kyiis, 
who, stnnj^e as this part of their behavic^ur ‘cemed, still paid 
no heed to the puscriee of their Lauicate, but with pa’e 
rapt faces and anxious inghtcned e>es, riveted their attention 
cntirel) on the sf rnbre, black garmentc d Pi ophet, whose thin 
ghostly aims, outstretched above them, apj)cartd to mutely 
invoke m their behalf some special uiiraele of mercy 

“See you not,” — whispered Sah lOma to his conijiinion, — 
“how )on aged fool wears upon his breast the Symbol of his 
own Prophecy? ’Tis the maddest freak to thus display his 
death warrant ! — Only a month ago the King issued a decree 
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warning all those whom it might concern, that any one of his 
born subjects presuming jto cairy the Sign of Khosrurs newly- 
invented Faith, should surely die I And that the crazed 
reprobate carries it hirrJbelf makes no exemption from the 
rule ! ” 

Theos shuddered. His eyes weie misty, but he could very 
well see the KniMem to which Sah-Ulma alluded,—- it was the 
Cross again 1 — the same sacred Prefigure rnent of things to 
conte^'^ according to the perplexing explanation given by the 
Myst'c Zuriel whom he had met in the lUssage of the Tombs, 
though to his own mind it coiiveytd no such meaning. What 
was it then? — if not a Prototype of the Future, was it a 
Record of the Padl He dared not pursue this question, —it 
seemed to send his brain reeling on the verge of madness S 
He made no answer to Sah-hlnia’s remark, — but fixed his gaze 
wistfully on the tall melancholy $h ipe that hhe a blark^sluidow 
darkened the whiteness of the Obelisk, —and his sense of 
hearing be<‘arne aoite almost to j am/ulness when once moie 
Khosrufs deep vibrating tones pealed solemnly through the 
heavj ail , 

“God speak > to Al-Kyiis 1” and as the Projihet enunciated 
these wouls with majestic emphasis a visible thrill ran through 
the hushed assemblage, — “God saith : Get thee up, O thou 
City of Pleasure, from thy couch of swwt wanton ness,— get 
thee uj), gird thee with fire, and flee into the desert of forgotten 
things’ hor thou ait ^iec(;me a blot on the tmrncSi of My 
woild, and a shame to the brightness of My Heaven I- thy 
rulers are corrupt, — thy teachers are proud of heart and narrow 
of judgment, — thy young men and maidens go astray and 
follow each after their own vain ojiinions, — in thy great temples 
and holy plac es Falsehood abides, and Vice holds court in thy 
glorious [ulaces. Wherefore, because thouvbast neither sought 
nor served Me, and because thou hast si‘t uj t^old as thy god, 
and a multitude of riches as thy chief good, lo I now mine 
eyes have grown weary of beliolding tnee, and I will descend 
upon thee suddenly and destroy thee, even as a hill of sand is 
destroyed by the whirlwind, — and thou shall be known in the 
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land of My creatures no more ! Woe to tl^ee that thou hast 
taken pride in thy wisdom and learning, for therein lies thy 
much wickedness 1 If thou wert truly wise thou wouldst have 
found Me, — if thou wert nobly Imrned thou wouldst have 
understood My laws, — but thou art proved altogether gross, 
foolish, and incapable, — and the studies whereof thou hast 
boasted, the writings of thy wise men, the charts of sea and 
land, the maps of thy chief astronomers, the engraved tablets 
of learning in gold, in silver, in ivory, in stone ; thy chronicles 
of battle and conquest, the documents of thine explorers in 
far countries, the engines of thine invention whereby thou 
dost press the lightning into thy service, and make the air 
respond to the messages of thy kings and councillors, — all 
these shall be thrust away into an everlasting silence, and no 
man hereafter shall be able to declare that such things have 
ever been 1 

Here the speaker paused, — and '1‘heos, surv’eying the vast 
listening crowds, fancied they looked like an audieuce of 
moveless ghosts rather than human beings,— so so pallid, 
so grave were they, one and all. Khosr(y continued in softer, 
more melancholy accents, that while plaintive were still singularly 
impressive. 

“0 my ill-fated, my beloved fellow-countrymen ! he exclaimed, 
extending his arms with a vehemently pleading gestuie, as though 
in the excess of emotion he w’ould have drawm all the people to 
his heart, — “Ye unhappy ones! — have I not given ye warning? 
Have J not bidden ye bew'are of this great evil which should 
come to pass? — evil for which there is no remedy, — none, — 
neither in the earth, nor the sea, nor the invisible comforts of 
the air ! — for God bath spoken and who shall contradict the 
thvmder of His voice ! Behold the end is at band of all the 
pleasant things of Al-Kyris, — the feasting and the musical 
assemblies, the cymbal-symphonies and the choir-dances, the 
labours of students and the triumphs of sages, — all these shall 
seem but the mockery of madness in the swift descending night 
ot overwhelming destruction I Woe is me that ye would not 
iisteu when I called, but turned every man to bis own devices 
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and the following after idols I Nay now» what will ye do in 
extremity? — Will ye chanj hymns to the Sun? Lo, he is deaf 
and blind for all his golden glory, and is hut a taper set in the 
window of the sky, to be Extinguished at God’s good pleasure ’ 
Will ye supplicate Nagaya? O fools and despeiate ho>\ 
shall a brute beast answ<-i prayer* Vain, Vain is all beseeching, 
— shut for ever are the doors of esrape,-- tlu uforr cover your- 
selves with the garments of burial,— jaqiarc eac*i one his gra\e 
and rirh funeial things, gather together the ro^tmary and 
mynli, the pr c lous ointmc nts and esseiK tlu stniigs of gold 
ind tlie lews'lled talisriins vilereby ye think to fi !;hl apiinst 
corruption, — and fall down, tvery man m Ins own wionght 
hollow in the ground, tace linntd to earth, and die' — for 
rvpth hath brol.en tnrou^h the st’-on^ g.iles of AlJIyris, and 
hath taken t'ie Tily Magnifu ent captive unknowingly * Alas, 
alas' tbnt yc would not tollow whither J led,- that ye won* d 
not hcaiken to the Vision of the future, dimly yet gloriously 
r^vtalfd' -the hntuit* the Future*” 

lU bn^ke off suddenly, and nosing bis eyes to the detp blue 
sky abo\e him, seined foi a moment as though he were caught 
up in the cloud of sc me wondrous clieam Mill the enormous 
tnrong of people stoua hushed and motuinlC'S, — not a word, 
not a sound escajied them,— there was something pOoiti\ely 
ajipilhng in such ausolutc immobility, —at li ast it appesred so 
to 'Fheos, who c ould not undiu-stanci this dispassionate heb ivionr 
on the pirt of so lar^e ana ialcly-excited a nmltiUide. All at 
once a voue marxhously tender, clear and pathetic trenmled 
on the* ‘'iltncc, —was it, could it bt the voice of Khosrfll? 
Yes * but so changed, so solemn, sc infinitely sweet, that it 
might been some gentle angel speaking — 

“ Like a fountain of sweet v^ater in tlu desert, or the rising 
of the moon in a gloomy midnight,” -he s,*id slowly, — “Even 
so is the hope and pioinise of the Supremely Beloved * Through 
the veiling darkness ot the coming agv,s His Light alrcauy 
shine^j upon m, soul! O blessed Advent I — O happy Future* 
— O days when pnvikged Humanity shall bndge by Love the 
gulf between this world and Heaven I What shall be said of 
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Him who cometh to redeem us, O my foreseeing spirit ^ What 
shall be told concerning His most iparveilous Beaut) ? Even 
as a dove that for pity of its helpless younglings doth battle 
soft breasltd y^ith a storm, even so *^1311 He descend from out 
His glory sernjutcrnal, and Uach us ho\\ to conejner Sin and 
Death, — aye, even with the meekness of a little thild He shall 
appioach, and choose llis dwelling here among Uis ! O heavenly 
C hild* O wisdom of God contained in innocenc*^* — happy the 
learning that shall karn from Thee ’ —noble the ] rule that 
shall nurable it^df before "1 hy gentleness O Prirce of Man 
hood and Di\iiuty entwined’ Thou shall arquiint Ih^self 
with human griefs, and patiently unravel the perj)kMtits of 
hum in l(uigin^‘ to prove 1 hy sacred fymjnth) witli siifitnng, 
Thou shell be (oiitcnt to Hiffer, to e\plim the rn)sttT^ t)f 
Death, 1 hoii ‘hall even be content to die’ O ] eoyile of 
A1 Kvns, hcni vc all the wouls that teil of tin ^\ondLT•fll, 
Ineslmnble King ol T' ut, - mru a^ed eves do see Him now, 
far, far off in tlie rising n of unfoimed fu ut» things! - the 
Cross -the (To^^s, on \hieh lii Mans ] i re life dwo )’\es 
Itself in glor>, ^l^ltuhts above me in sprea«?ing lx uus of light’ 
Ah’ a gl tfenng pathwa) in the skies whereon men and 
tlie angels rnee t and knowfarh other’ He is tie stiong ind 
perfeet bpirP, that break loose' from Death aid ck« ure' 
the msiL.nih( anee ef the. Cirave,— lit is the linginng Star in 
the La^t tint shall rise and lighten all ‘•piii'uil darlnfs the 
unknown, uimamt d Re'd eiiier of the World, the Hin(iod 
Saviour that shall come 

“SiiAii come?” (Tied Thcos, sudde nly louscc to the utmost 
pitch of (ren/ud txe itun ni, and pronourieirg e eh word with 

^ The i(i( I of a Sav our 'y^ho shoiil lit bt rn vs M ui to re 1 i m the wot id 
was. anioni]^ ali inf ns n I s fr in tl t r i i )U t i t s ( ming 

cU wn to whvt mn t bt* eri ed <niCt a mo lorn ^ en l ( irg arc ^ t j t il in 
the cny of \1 K^n', hid ts cxi;»tcntt, wt find tl at tlic kornxns 
inder CVtaMus C xsnr wc e\/ont to cxciairn at their «.acic 1 mict “lie 
imes. ttold l\ iL art arrive I, ma) a new soon h ston ihit 

'^atuiii ’ ^Lon ma} t it UH it lotn who shall banish the Age ol Iron 
lacitus and Siutornus belli mention the pro[>hec]fs “in the siei i book^ 
of the pnests * which declare that the “hast shall be in commotif n ” and 
that '* mtn from fuaea ’ shall subject ** everything to their dominion.*' 
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loud and involuntary \ehemt nee, — “Na) I — for He h^s come: 
He died for us^ and rose agftn from the dtad more than eighteen 
hundred years 

* * % % • • 

A frightful silence followed, — a breathless cessation oi even"^ 
the faintest quiver uf sound. The mighty mass ot jieople, aj)- 
parcntly moved by one accord, turned with swift stealthy noisc- 
lessness towards the audacious S]3eaker, —thousands of glutenng 
^ yes were lixtd upon him m soiuunly inquning wondciment, 
while he himself, now altogether dismayed at tlie ct of his 
wn I ash uttuance, thougVit ho had never experienced a more 
iwful m iment • hor it was as though all the kelttons h;. had 
! lUly Seen m the Pabsage of tne had su Jd< niy < iodud 

rhtmsflvts with sjjcoiral flesh and hair and tiie shadowy 
garments of men, and had advanced into broad dayhgbt to 
surround him in their terrible lifeless ranks, and wreuen from 
nun tne be< rtt uf an after t\isteiice coneernmg which teiey were 
ighoraiU t 

How ghostly and drear seemed that dense crowd in this ne'w 
Ijgnt of his linous/ancy ’ A clammy dew broke out on his 
forehead, -he siw the blue skies, the huge buildings in the 
.'square, the Obelisk, the fountains, the trees, all whirling lound 
him in a wild darue of thi d //lest di>tia(Uon wu^n Sah- 
IClnia’s neh voice close to liis eai lecalltd ins wandeimg 
ser scs 

“Whj, man, art thou diunic or mad?’ and the laureates 
face expressed a kind ot ^aicastic astonishment, “What a fool 
thou hast made of thyself, good coin ide * By my soul, how 
shall thy condition be expl.imul to thc^e* open im utlud sian is 
below ' See how they gip^ upiUi ihet ' — thou art mo*)t assuredly 
a noticeable spectacle * - and yon maniac Propliet doth evi- 
deiitl) judge thee as one of his crift, a ”owr ^»rofLSSional 
how hr of marvels, else he would s( areely deign to nx his eyes 
so obstinately on tl'y counteiianee * Nay, veiily, thou dost 
outrival hun in the stiangeness of thy laiiguage What moved 
thee to such fren/ied utterance ? Surely thou hast a stroke of 
the sun 1 — thy words were most absolutely devoid of reason I 
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— as senseless as the jabber of an idiot to his own shadow on 
tliewall!” 

Theos was mute, — he had no defence to offer. The crowd 
still stared upon him, — and his heart, beat fast with a mingled 
"Sense of fear and pride — fear of his present surroundings — 
pride that he had spoken out his conviction boldly, reckless of 
all consequences. And this pride was a most curious thing to 
analyze, because it did not so much consist in the fact of his 
having openly confessed his inward thought, as that he felt he 
had gained some special victory in thus ackncnvledging his belief 
in the positive e:\istenie of ike “Saviour*’ who formed the subject 
of KhcsrCirs prophecy. Full of a smgulai sort of self-congratu- 
lation winch yet had nothing to do with selfishness, he became 
so absorbed in his own reflections that he started like a man 
brusquely aroused fioin sleep when the I’lojihet’s strong grave 
voice ajjo.strophized him personally over the htads of the 
throng : 

*MVho and what art thou, that dost speak of the Future as 
though it were the Past? Hast tho»i held convei.se ^ith the 
Angels, and is Past and P'uture One with ^‘hee in the dieam of 
the departing Present ? Answer me, thou .stranger to the ci^y 
of Al-Kyris’ — Has God taught thee the way to Everlasting 
Ufe?^* 

Again that awful silence made itself felt like a deadly chill 
on the sunlit aii. — the quiet patient crowds seemed waiting in 
hushed suspense for some reply which should be as a flash of 
spiiitual enlightenment to leap from one to the other with kind- 
ling heat and ladiance, and vivify them all into a new and 
happier existence. But now, when Theos most strongly de- 
sired to speak, he remained dumb as stone ’ — vainly he 
stiuggled against and contended with the invi^ililc, nqstcrious 
and relenliesb despotism that smote him on the mouth as it 
were, and deprived him of all power of utterance,— his tongue 
was stiff and frozen, — his very lips were scaled • Trembling 
violently, he gazed beseechingly at Sah-lflma, who held liis arm 
in a firm and friendly grasp, and who apparently qiiif kiy i>er* 
ceiving that he was distressed and embarrassed, undertook him- 
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self to furnlbh forth what he evidently considered a fitting 
response to Khjsr^ll’s adjuration 

“Most venerable srcr^'^hc cried mo< kini^ly, his bright face 
radiant with mirth and hi* dark c>tb flashing a tart.loss con- 
tt nipt as he s[)oke — “Thou art as short s’glitud as thine own 
augLries if thou cans! not at once comprehend the drift of my 
friends humour! He hath caught the infection thy fanatic 
eloquence, and, like thee, knows naught of whit he says - 
moreover he hath good wine and sunlight min. led m lus blood, 
whereby he hath betn doubtless rnovea to ph) a jest ujion 
thee I pray thee hci d Kim not ' He is a ■> fn e to dtc' ire thy 
Propbevy is of the Past, as tliou art to insist on its bcin ; of the 
buiUKi^, -in lioth w'^ys 'tis a most foolish faiUey * Ntvertlie- 
iess, continue thy cnUitaming discourse, sii cre>bcaid '-~<»ndif 
thou must needs iddrcss thyself to anv one soul in particular, 
whv hi it be to me,- for though, thanks to mine own c. (client 
good sense, I lave no faith in muds nor cros^ts, nor e\cr 
lastmg Ilf , nor any of thf* Mnng richUts whtiew di thoa 
SM kesl to pt-rokx and bewilder the brims of the ignorant, 
still am 1 l^iunatc qf the reiliu, and ready to hold ari:imient 
With thee, — >ei’- until such tu le as thc'^e dumroundt.red 
IS and citi/c ns of MK)ris shall n member their duty 
suffiucntly to sci/c, and take thee captne in llic' King's great 
nime! 

As he cei-^cd, a deep su?h lar, like the first sound of a 
rising wild amcjng toes, t rough the lurttolore motionless 
multitude,- a famb dawniii::; yet douDlful smiL reflected it‘s(lf 
on tlir'ir faces, —and the old famihor hout broke ebJy from 
the ir lips — 

“Hail SahlOma! Le-t us heir Sahlfima!” Sah ICtma 
look? d do^m upon them all in airy df^ii^'on 

“ O fickle, terror stricken fools » ' he escUrned -“O tl ank- 
lesc and dislojal people! What i— >e will sec me now? — ye 
will hear me? —Aye ’ but who <hall answer for 5 >'oiu obedience 
to my words ’ Nay, is it possible thit I, your country's chosen 
Chief Minstrel, stiould have stood so long among ye, dis- 
regarded ! How comes It your dull e>es and ears were fixed 
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so fast upon yon dotard miscreant whose days are numbered ? 
Methought twas but Sah-lCima’s voice that could persuade ye 
to assemble thus in such locust like swarms, — since when have 
the Poet and the People of Al-Kync ceased to be as one ? ** 

A vague muttering sound answered him, whether of shame 
or dissatisfaction it was difficult to tell KhosrQrs vibrating 
accents struck shaqily across tha+ mulTled murmur. 

**The Poet and the people of Al-Kyris are fuither asunder 
than light and darkness < he cried vehemently — “ For the 
Poet has been false to his high vocation, and the People trust 
in him no more * ” 

There was an instant’s hush, — a hush as it seemed of grieved 
acquiescence on the part of the populace, — aud during that 
brief pause TIkmis’s heart gave a fierce bound riLMuist his nbs, 
as though some one had suddenly shot at him w’th a poisoned 
arrow. He glanced cpiickly at Sah Iflma hut Sah lOina stood 
calmly unmovtd, his handsome head throwm f>a».k, a cymcj! 
smile on his Iqis, and his eyes darker than ever with an 
intensity of unutteiaMe scorn. » 

“ Sah lOin » I — Sdh-lhina ’ and the piercing rejiiojchful voice 
of the Prophet pc^nelrated every it of the sj>aciou3 S<]uare 
like a sonorous bell ringing over a still landscape : — “ O I^ivirie 
S[)int of Song pent up in gross clay, was ever mortal moiv 
gifted than thou! In thee was kindled the white fire or 
Heaven, — to iheo >vere confided the memories of vanished 
worlds, — for thee Ood bade His Nature wear a thousand shapes 
of varied meaning, — the sun, the moon, the stars were ap- 
pointed as thy servants, — lo thou w'ert born the mystic 

ally-chosen Tcaclier and Consoler of Mankind ! What hast 
thou done, Sah-lGma,— what hast thou done wuth the treasures 
bestowed upon thee by the all-endowing Angels? — How hast 
thou used the talisman of thy genius ? To comfort the 
afflicted? — to dethrone and destroy the oppressor? — to uphold 
the cause of Justice? — to rouse the noblest instincts of thy 
race? — to elevate and purify the world? — Alas, alas!-— thou 
hast made Thyself the idol of thy muse, and thou being but 
perishable, thy fame shall perish with thee I Thou hast 

336 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 

drowsed away thy manhood in the lap of vice, — thou hast 
Slept and dreamed when thou shouldst have been awake and 
vigilant ! Not 1, but thou shouldst have warned this [people of 
their coining doom ^ — npt L but thou shouhlst have marked 
the threatening signs of the pregnant hour,- -not I, but thou 
shouldst have perceived the first faint glimmer of God’s future 
scheme of glad salvation, — not I, but thou shouldst have 
tauglit and pleaded, and swayed by thy matchless sceptre 
ut sweet song, the passions of thy connlr)men 1 Hadst thou 
been tiue to that first flame of Thought within thee, O Sah* 
Ifima, how thy glory would have dwarfed the power of kings ! 
Empires might have fallen, cities decayed, and nations been 
absoibed in ruin, — and yet thy rlear-convli icing voice, rendered 
iin[)erishable by it‘ faithfulness, should have sounded forth in 
tiium})h above the foundering wrc( ks of Time ! O Poet, 
unworthy of thy r ailing * —How thou hast wantoneiL with the 
sacred Afuse ’ how thou hast led her stainless feet into the 
miie of sensii.il hypocrisies, and decked her with the trumpery 
gewgaN\s of a meinmgkss fair speech How thou hast caught 
her by the Mrgmal^ ha>r and made her chastify the screen for 
all thine own lirentiousi ess ! — 'riiou shouldst have humbly 
sought her benediction, — thou shouldst have handled hei with 
gentle reverem j and patient ardour, — from her wise bps thou 
shouldst have learned how best to practise those virtues whose 
praise thou didst evasively proclaim, - thou shouldst have 
shrined ner, throned her, vvor*- hipped her and served hei, — 
yea*— even as a sinful man may serve an Angel who loves 
him * 

Ah, what a strange cold tlinll ran ^hfough Thtos as he heard 
these last words ! “ v/r a sinful man may sen'c an Am^el who 

loi'es him I ” How happy the man thus loved * — how fortunate 
the sinner thus permitted to serve’ — l]{/io was Could 

there be any one so marvellously privileged He wondered 
dimly, — and a dull aching pain throbbed hcivily in his brows. 
It was a very singular thing too, that ne should find himself 
strongly and personally affetted by KhosrCH’s address to Sah- 
Idma, yet such was the case, — so much so indeed, that he 
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accepted all the Prophet’s reproaches as though the7 apnlied 
solely to hts own past life! He C9uld not understand his 
emotion, — nevertheless he kept on dreamily regretting that 
things were as Khosr{il had said, — th^t he had not fulfilled his 
vocation, — and that he had neither been humble enou ^h, nor 
devout enough, nor unselfish enough to deserve the high and 
imperial name of Pon 

Round and round like a fl>ing mote this troublesome uka 
circled in his brim, -he mu t do b( ttei in the futurt, he 
resolved, supposing that any future remained to him in ^bicli 
to work, — He mii^f ndeem the pasff — H^^ie he rou fd his 
mental faculties with a start and forced himself to reah t tint 
it was SahMma to whom the Proiihel spoke, — Sah Ifirna, only 
Sah Ifima, — not him elf * 

Then stiaightway he became indignant on his frund*' 
behalf, — why should Sihlfima b( bimifd? Sah Ifima was a 
gloiious poet ’-a masle'-sngcr of singers’- his time must 
and should endure for ever ’ Jlusthi lif ^g^ln^d his 
composun bv dcgiees, and strove to is ume the s^nt a^ of 
e<asy indilTonnce as thu tdiibifed by his» romjirnion when 
aj;ain Khosrfils dtehmatory t^nes thundered \>rth with an 
absoluteness ol emphisis that wa* both starlun^^ and roi 
vincing 

'*IRar me, Siblfima, Chief M nstrel cf \]K>ns, — heir 
me, thou who hast wilfully wisUd the golden monunts rf 
never return Mnit- ’ Thou art / ut f ? P if! ' -deith 

sudden and tu ree as Iht k ip oi the de-^ert pant! c r on its 
pre\ ’ — death tnat si dl ceme to lhi.e tl rough the traitorous 
speech of the evil woman \ ho^e bLintv Ins sijped iby 
strength and rendered thy f ]or> inglorious ’ death that for 
thee, alas’ ^hall be mr urnful and utter oblviont Naught 
shall It avail thee that tby musical weaving of words h >th been 
graven sc ven tunes over, on tabic ts of stone and agate and 
Ivor), of gold and white silex and porphyry, and the un 
breakable rose adamant, — none of these shall suffice to keep 
thy nime in remembrance, — for what cannot be broken shall 
be melted with fiauie, and what cannot be erased shall be 
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buried miVs deep in the bosom of earth, whence it nevei 
shall be lifted ituo the light of day’ A>e' thou slult be 
fon;-oite*i I — foi gotten as tliough thou hadst nt ver sung, — other 
poets shall rhanl in th| world, ytt nia>be iii>ne so well as 
thou’ — other lauicl and myitle wieaths shaM he gi\ca b> 
countries and kings to bards unwunln, of whom none per- 
ch met shall ba\e thy sweetness ’ but thou, — thou, the most 
grand))-gifud, gilt s(ju irdtnng loti iht woild has e\er known, 
Shalt Le cast anmn ^ tie dii t tf unr niMubtitd nothings, 
ana the naint of ^ih hlmi lull r my no me to an) man 
bjin ill the c »in i 1 tr J lt ihou hit chei )hed within 

IhysvT the p< i on tl it a thfjs thee,- thf tU ifllv poison of 
Doubt, tht I kn i ot Cioci s t' unce — the irrui^^d blinkness 
of I^sbtlitl in be dun^s of 1 dt Itunil - \»iicietore, thy 
spun *s '^t of u t lost ind '^cIkIIjous, vho‘e best works are 
fuule,— whose di>s are \oul of txainpU, and wh-,se care- 
lr<sl\ gri jieo hull of s<^n^ d i 1 b( suoi It nly snatched kom 
Ji) lana ind c ^"^1 u Ind ii (’ti’ness’ Gc d pardon tlce 
ti (>((1 ut- t’ > ] soul a c hance of p( nance 

and of swttt rtdyn|t<jn Ci )d tunfoit ihte in thst drtar 
Land of Sh^Ui w v\ idur tl ( u nt lound ’ — Cnid bnng thee 
torth a im fnnn ( 1 ks to a r ')i)ltr } utujt Sin burdened as 
then art, riiv Uesung ft Hows tlut in thy last agony’ Sah- 
Itima ’ f er s if t^ihd from th'\ f>ters ' - farewell 

Tne tfltd ot the'^( stf in^e words was so extraordmanly 
impressive, th it fr r tne m tint the t tonished ?nd evidently 
affrighted ti presst d iound S ih Ifiula ei^^erly, staling at him 
m nioihid K n and wonder, as ihoi di they txjectcd him to 
dr 3 p dead be ore them m inimt (’n^t iftilnunt of the Prophet's 
solemn valedu lion 11 eos, opprts td by an inwaul sxkdimg 
sense of terror, also ugaidtd him witli rinse and anxious 
sohcitiide, bi t wss alnio^t re is ured at the.fn^'t j.’ nice 

Never was a gieater opposibon oHirevl to k hosidls gloomy 
prognosticat ons, than that corta ntd in tl e handsome 
LaureaU ^ asp ct at that moment, — i ‘'Uj pic g^aecfiil ii lire 
alert with liA, his nv ng face flushed b) the sun, and 
touched with that faiuliv amjsrd looK of serene scorn,- -bp 
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glorious eyes, brilliant as jewels under their drooping amorous 
lids, and the regal poise of his splendid shoulders and throat, 
as he lifted his head a little more haughtily than usual, and 
glanced indilftrently down from his /oothold on the edge of 
the fountain, at the upturned questioning faces of the throng, — 
all, even to the cireless balance and ease of his altitude, 
betokened his peifcct condition of health, and the entire 
satisfaction he had in the conscio isness of his own strength 
and beauty 

He seemed about to speik and raised his hand with the 
graceful jet commanding gc tnre of one accustomed to the art 
of elegant rhetoric,— when suddenlj his expression cl amred, ~ 
shrugging his shoulders lighth as who si ould siy, — “Here 
comes the eomlusion of the maltci,— no time hr fiiither 
argument”— he silently po nP d acros® the S(jinit, while a 
smile dazzling yet cruel phjed on his dth< i irltd hps, — 
a smile, riie covert mcamii^ of which was soor fx[ lamed tor 
all at once a brazen roar of trumpets split th( sil rue into torn 
and discordant ec hue s,— tlK crowd tui ltd swittlj, -yid stcug 
who It was that qiiiro u bed, rushed h ihcr ^Tnd thllur in the 
wildest conf ision, nuking is thougfx they would have fled, — 
and in less than a nmiuu, a git imin^ c>h< rt of mtmnted ind 
armed spcinmn galloped funouslj int^ the thick of cOe 
vielee 

hollowing these cime a superb car diawn by six jet black 
horses that ph d and pranced tluoa^h the luultitude with 
no more hted thin if these greuips of Ining bnnps hid been 
mere shtavts of corn,- a tar flishuig from tnd to end with 
gold and precious stones, in whiuh towered the erect massive 
form of Zephoianim, tlie King IIis dirk face was ablaze 
with wrath, tightly grasjiirg Uu reins of his reckless tetd^, 
he drew himself haughtily upn hi and turned h s i oiling, fierce 
black ejt*? indignandy from ‘ide to side on the scared people, 
as he drove through their retreating ranks, sm ting down and 
mangling with the sharp spikes of his tall ehanot wheels, men, 
women and children without care or remorse, till he foited his 
temble passage straight to the fool of the Obelisk. There be 
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came to an abrupt standstill, and lifting high his strong hand 
and brawny arm glittering with jewels, he cried ; 

“ Soldiers I Seire yon traitorous rebel ! Ten thousand pieces 
of gold for the capture of|Khosrill I” 

There w.is an instant of hesitation, — not one of the populace 
stirred to obey the order. 1 hen suddenly, as though released 
thnr monarch's command from some mesmeiic spell, the 
before inaclivt mounted guards started into action, cantered 
sharply foiwaid and siiriounded the Obelisk, whik" the armed 
spearmen closed together and made a swift ad\ance upon the 
%’encrable figuie tint stood alone atid dcfniLdcss, tranquilly 
awaiting their ap[)’'oa(h lJut there was dmtly some un- 
known and in>stnious forte pent up withm the Prophets 
feeble frame, for wIk i the soldurs wcie just about an arm’s 
length trom lam, lh<'y seemed all at once troubled and 
irresolute, and lvre<-d their looks away, as though fearing to 
ga/e too steadtastly uj on that g'and, thought funowed eoun- 
tenince, in which the tycs, m»ulc )oung by inward iervoui, 
blutd rorth with uneaithly Imtre beneath a silvery halo of 
tos>td wl lie Inir /ephoranim jRneivtd this touch of mde- 
c ion on the \ irt of his men, aid las biack brov\s contiacted 
m an ominous frown 

“Hall * ’ he slioutcd fiercely, apjiarently to mike it seem to 
the mob that the pause in the aerion ol the soldiery wa*. in 
com])iiance with bis own beliosl Plait’ -liiud him, and 
bring lain hither, — I m)se wui slav laid 

“Halt"’ cchotd a voice, disc (3rd uuly sharp and wild, — 
“Halt thou aUo, great Zejilioramii for Death bars thy 
fiiithcr pro.^us-^*’' And Ishosrfil, pus ^sed by 

some siqierhuman access of fien/y, leipsd from his po'-ition 
on the buk of the stone Lion, and slipping a gdely through 
the ranks of the staitled spearmen and guards, who were all 
unprepared for the suddenness and raj) dity of his movements, 
he spiang lioldly on the edge of the Royal rii.not, and there 
clung to the jewelled wheel, looking Pci gaunt aerial spectre, 
an anibassad( 3 r of coming rum, dhe King, speechless with 
amazement and fury, dragged at his huge sword till he 
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wrenched it out of its sheath, — raising it, he whirled it round 
his head so that it gave a miiiderous hiss in the air, — and 
yet, — was his strong arm paralysed that he forbore to strike ? 

** Zephorinim I” tried Khosrtil in, tones that were piercing 
and dolorous as the whistling of the wind among hollow 
reeds, — “Zephordnim, thou s halt die to-night! Art iJiou ready 1 
Art thou ready, proud King? — ready to be made less than the 
lowest of the low? Hush! — Husn' ! his aged face took 
upon itself a ghastly greenish pallor — “Hear you not the 
muttering of the thunder underground? Timre are strange 
powers at work ! — pow'crs ol the undug earth and iinlUhomed 
sea 1 — hark how they tear at the stately foundations of A1 
Kyris! — — darnel it is already kindled* — it shad enwrap 
thee with more closeness than thy coronation-ruhe, O mighty 
Sovereign 1 — with more gloating fondness than the se^-pent- 
twining arms of thy beloved* Listen, /ef^hoianim, hstwi * 

Here he stretched out his skinny hand and pointed ii]mards, 
— his eyes grew fixed and glassy, — his throat i allied convul 
sively. At that moment the monarch, rccoveni^ 1 is scl! 
possession, onsc more lifted his sword watl-\ diiecl and deadly 
aim, but the Prc^jihct, uttering a wild shriek, caught at his 
descending wrist and gnp]>cd it fast. 

“ See 1 — See ’ —be exc laimed — “ Put up thy w capon * — 
Thou shilt never need it where thou art sumiiiontd* — To* 
how yon blood red letters blaze against the blue of heaven *-■ 
There I — tlicrc d comes ! —Read — read • 'Pis written jilam — 
‘ Al-Kyris shail Fail \ni) the King shall dh • Hist,— 
hist! — Dumb oracles speak and <lead voices find tongue! — 
hark how they chant together the old forgotten warning — 

“ ‘ When Oe High Pru^te^s 
I\ the A^t fig's mistress 
t 7'hef' jaJ Al-Kyns ! 

Fall Al-Kyris * — Aye ! — the City of a thousand palaces shall 
fall to-night * — To-night! — O night of de'iperate horror! — and 
thou, O King, shalt die I ” 

And as he shrilled the last word on the air with terrific 
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emphasis, he threw up his arms like a man suddenly shot, and 
reeling backwards, fell hea\ily on the ground, — a corpse. 

A great cry went up Aom the crowd, — the King leaned 
eagerly out of his car. 

“Is the fool dead, or feigning death?” he demanded, 
addressing one of the group of soldieis sirndnig near. 

The officer stooped and felt the moMoal< ss body. 

“ O great King, live for ever • He is dead ' ” 

Zephuranim hesititcd. Ciuelty and clemency strug^tid for 
the mastery in the vaijing t q^resaon of his fro .ang face, 
»>ut cruelly conquered Gra‘i)mg Kis swoid firmly, he bent 
still further torwaid tmt of his chariot, and with one swift 
keen stroke, severed the lifeless Prophets head Oom its trunk, 
and t iking u up on the point ol his weapon, sfiow d it to the 
multitude A smothered shuddering sigh that vs as half a groan 
rippled through the dtnse throng ~a biiuno that evid ntly 
added fresh »rrita*'ion to the already heitcd temper ot the 
hau ffity SLVcrc gn. With a savage laugh lu tossed h-iS piteous 
tiophvon the pavement, where it lay in a jiool of its own blood, 
the white hair about it stained ruddily and the still open eyes 
upturned as though dumb appeal to hea\cn Ihen, with 
out deigning to utter another word, or to bestow anothei look 
upon the sunoundmg crowd of his disconcerts d subjects, be 
githcred up his coursers' reins and prepared to dcpiit. 

Just then the sun went b< hind a cloud, and on*y a sidcbea n 
ot radiance shot forth, |.oa ing itself straight down on tlie 
royjlly-attiied figuie of the monarch and the hca lies'' b jdy 
of Khosriil and at the same tune bunging ini-o sudden and 
prominent itlief the siKer Cross tba^ glittered on the brcuU 
of the bleeding corpse, and tiiat seemed to mysteriously olicr 
ttalf as the Key to some unsolved Enigma \s it drawn by 
OIK strangely mutual attraction, all eyes, even inose of Zephor- 
anim himself, turned instinctively towards th -* flashing Emblem 
\\nich appeared to burn liKe living fire on tliat perished mass 
of stiffening clay, — and there was a hi ef si U nee, — a pause, 
dunng which Theos, v^ ho had watched everything with 
cunous^y calm inteiest, such as may be felt by a spectator 
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watrhmg the progress of a finely acted tragedy, became 
conscious of the same singular sensation he had already 
several tunes experienced — namely,' That he had witnessed the 
whole oj this suite before / 

He remenibeicd it quite well, — partu iilarly that apparently 
tnfl ng inf idem of the sunlight happening to shine so brilliantly 
on the dead man and his ( ross while the rest of the vast assem 
blage were m comparative shat^ow It was very odd his 
memory was like a wonderful ait gallery m which some pictures 
were frtsh of tint, while others were dim and Kukd,— but this 
special “ tableau ” in the Scpiare of Al Kyns was very distinctly 
painted in brilliant and vnid colours on tne sombre back- 
ground of his past ru olkction^i, and lie found the (ircumstaufe 
so remarkable that he w is on tlic print of sivmg something to 
Sah Ifima about it, when the sun rarne out again in lull 
splendour, and Ztphoranirn’s sjunted steeds started forward 
at s CcOiHr 

I he King rontrolling them eu,sily with one hand, tvtenofd 
the otha m ij l r ally by ly ol formal s i^ut it on t« lus pf op’ , 
— his tall 11 is( lu form w is duplayed to tht lx si vh intagc, 
—the narrow Jew I lied (diet that bound his lou^h, dar^ lo( ks, 
emitted a myriad scintillations of luht,— rii'- dost, futingroat 
of mail, woven from thousands of small links of >old, s( t olf 
his massive che t and shouldris to peifctliui, -and as he 
moved along rovally in his sumptuous car, the elFert of his 
sinking pre Scute was such, that a eomjihte change took plaic 
m tlie bef ire ullen humour ol the popul u e I or seeing him 
thus alive and wdl in direct opposition U> KliGsrOl’s ominous 
pn (lu tion, - even as ^tsah lOim also stoovi unhaimed in spite 
of his having been aposiiopliizcd as a “d>ng'’ Poet, — the 
mob, always dazzled by outward show, suddenly set up a 
dealtning roar of cheering The pdlid Inu of ttiror vanished 
from fa^cs that had but lately looked ^iiect^ally thin with 
s])eechless dread, and crowds of sende petitioners and place- 
hunteis began to press eagerly round their monarch’s chariot, 
— when all at once a woman in the throng gave a wild scream 
and rushed away shneking. 
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“ The Obelisk ! — the Obelisk ! ** 

Every eye was instantly turned towards the stately pillar of 
white granite that sparkled in the sunlight like an immense 
carven jewel, — great Heaveii 1 — It was tottering to and fro like 
the unsteady mast of a ship at sea ! One look sufficed,— and 
a frightful panic ensued — a horrible bnitish stampede of 
creatures without faith in anything human or divine save their 
own wretched personalities, — the King, infected by the general 
scare, urged his horses into furious gallop, and dashed through 
the cursing, swearing, howling throng like an embodied whirl 
V ind, — and for a few seconds nothing seemed distinctly visible 
but a surging mass of infuriated humanity, fighting with itself 
for life. 

'J'heos alone remained singularly calm, — his sole consider- 
ation was for his friend Sah-lhina, whom he entwined with one 
arm as he sprang down from the position they had huherto 
occupied on the brink of the founUxin, and made straight for 
the nearest of the six broad avenues tixat opened directly into 
the Square. .Sah-lflma looked pale, but was apparently un- 
afraid, — he said nothing, and passively allowed himself to be 
piloted by Theos through the madly-raging multitude, which, 
oddly enough, parted befoie them like mist before the wind, 
so that in a magically short interval they successfully reached 
a place of safety. 

And they reached it not a moment too soon. For the 
Obelisk was now plainly .see to be lurching foiward at an 
angle of several degrees, — strange, muffled, roaring sounds 
were heard at its base as though dem^ ns were digging np its 
foundations, — then, seemingly shaken bv imderground tremors 
it began to oscillate violently, — a terrihe explosion was heard 
as of the bursting of a giant bomb, — and immediately after- 
wards the majestic monolith toppled over and fell !-— with the 
crash of a colossal cannonade that sent its thunderous rever- 
berations through and through the length and bieadth of the 
city ! Hundreds of persons were killed cj d wounded, — many 
of the mounted guards and spearmen who were striving to 
force a way of escape through the crowd, were struck down 
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and crushed pell-mell with their horses as they rode, — the 
desperate people trampled each other to death in their frenzied 
efforts to reach the nearest outlet to the nver embankment, — 
but when once the Obelisk had actually fallen, all this turmoil 
was for an instant checked, and the gasping, torn, and bleed- 
ing survivors of the struggle bU»p]'ed, as it were to take breath, 
and stared in blank dismay upon the strange rum before them, 
Theos, still holding Sah Kuna by the aim, with the protecting 
fondness of an elder broths r gua^'diug a younger, ga7ed also at 
the scene with qunt, s jrrov\full> wondering eyes hor it meant 
something to bun he w’as sure, because it was so familiar, — yet 
he found it iiupossible to grasp the com]>rehcnsion of that 
meaning* It wai a singuhi spectacle enough; — the lofty 
four-S’d(^d white Pill ir tint had so latdv ]>e(n a rionemcmtal 
glory of A1 k}ris, had split itself with tne moIliicc of ‘ts fall 
into twc> huge dt sol ate look ip p' fragiiiuus, whuh now kv one 
on eac (i s de of tli , as thoiij^h flung thither i 'litan s 

hand, the gnat Lion hui been hurh d from its p ibiUon aid 
ouitnrned likt a hn, vlule the slidd it had supported be 
tween its pa\\-> had ^-ntir^ly di^jpjHnred m m iund\*s attend 
atoms, — the luintains had alUMthcr [)ln rg Nov, 

and tbrn a thin v ij) 0 »'ous stream of smoke a])]>( in 1 to isbu^ 
between the t ranii cs of the pavement, —otherwise there vsas 
no visil le sign ut the mysterious force that Ind wnmgbt so 
swift and siukhn a work of de^lruruor, -the siui «‘hoiK 
brilliantly, and over all the ha\oc beamed the jjI icid bright 
ness of a cl n^dk os ^urnnu r sk y * 

The mo^'t pnuuiiitnl o* icnt of al amid the it( \ d deva^ta 
tion, and the one fnit fisc mated Thco-. more 1 1 in the view 
of the destroyed rronolith and the debased t i^n was the 
uninjuied he id of the Pu/phet Khosifll. i here it lay, exactly 
between the suqdercd balves of the ('tlxhsk- ])a]e rays of 
light glimmered on its bloodstained sihciy lair and open 
glazed eyes,- a solemn snnlt siemed iTTaien on its waxen- 
pallid features And at a little distance off on the bieast of 
the black-robed headless corpse that reman ed totallv nncrushed 
in an open space by itself, among the surrounding heaps of 

34b 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 


slain and wounded, glistened the Cross like a fiery gem,— 
an all significant talisman th^t, as he beheld it, filled Theos’s 
heart ^ith a feverish craving, — an inexplicable desire mingled 
with remorse far greater than lany fear. 

Instinctively he drew Sah Ifimi awiy, — away I — ctill keeping 
his wisttul gaA fixed on tint unconipi diendt d yet soul recog- 
nised Sjnibol till gradually the drooping branches of trees 
interru[ ted and blndowed tlu vista, and a*? he moved further 
and further bar k ward, dosed their soft netwoik of green ioliage 
like a c^o-yiPw, (urtnn on the string* but awfully remembered 
scene, shutt ng it out from his bcwiltiued sight, — for tverl 


XV 

A GOT DIN 

0 \i Fde *• of ine V^UiO tn« (wo fru ad*' appan ntly became 
ni I H ( ^nsci^iub ot t ic ^ ciii they h id pi t esc ipcd, - 
and r rn n ? to i sudden st in 1 till thc\ loAtd at each other 
in 1 ihrie Cri^ds >f p o]i^c Stfcaavd pist 

ihu 1 wijuh nn^ hiti c ajul llulUi in confuMd ( loi dy ir asses, 
- ‘■omr wPl j.70ins and diu Imicniituns bciring awi) their 
dell .nd w i id d others ru lur^ trinbcal^) aoout, ucitihg 
r c r t re ts, r Uicir hiir eadin^ on the" god>. an i lin nt 

iiu kho 111 ! while not a tew mutund r lu cs on the King, 
And e\< r .lUi 1 iron the name' of ** Lv su ’ f ou])h d wi li lu ivy 
-^xeriations w i'* hissed Iron iiioutli to iribiith whuh Iheos 
overhearing be in to lorcsc nu^ht serve a likely i au-^f* for 
Sah ICinu’s tilii oifcnci, ind possibly rrsenniig in his own 
person this p\ bht' d ‘^jaia tmenl cf the woiiwin he loved,— 
tliereieire without niOTe ado, he roused liiiii‘-eh fioin his 
momcntirdy di'ed condition, and ur^d his ce i raile on at 
a quick pare tow irds the safe she It r of his own pilace, where 
at raiy rate he couhl be kept out of the reach of immediate harm 
The twain walked side by side exchanging scarcely a word, 
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Sah-lftma seemed In a manner stunned by the violence of the 
late catastrophe, and Theos was too busy with his own thoughts 
to speak. On their way they were overtaken by the King’s 
chariot, — ^it flew by with a glittt^nng whirl and clatter, amid 
sweeping clouds of dust, through which the dark face of 
Zephoranim loomed out upon them like an almost palpable 
shadow. As it vanished Sah-lflma stopped short, and stared 
at his companion in utter amazement. 

“ By my soul ! ” he exclaimed indignantly, — “ The whole 
world must be going mad 1 '‘Tis the first time in all my days 
of l^ureateship that Zephorinim hath failed to reverently 
salute me as he passed 1 

And he looked far more perturbed than when the falling 
Obelisk had threatened him with imminent destruction. 

Theos caught his arm with a quick movement of vexed 
impatience. 

njan, no matter I” he said hastily — '‘What are Kings 
to thee?— thou who art an Emperor of Song? These little 
potentates that wield earth’s sceptres are as fickle in their 
moods as the very mob they are supposed to gen^ern, n\ore- 
over thou knowcht Zephoranim hath had enough to-day to 
startle him out of all accustomed ruk*s of courtesy. Be 
assured of it, his mind is like a ship at sea, storm -tossed and 
at the mercy of the winds,— thou canst not surely blame him, 
that for once after so strange a turbulence, and unwonted a 
disaster, he hath no eyes for thee whose sole sv^cet mission is 
to minister to pleasure.” 

“I'o minister to pleasure!” — echoed Sah-lflma petulantly — 
“Nay, liave I done nothing more than this? Art thou already 
grown so disloyal a friend that thou wilt half rejicat the jargon 
of yon dead fanatic Khosrfil, who dared to tell me I had 
served my Art unfittingly? Have J not ministered to grief as 
well as joy ? To hours of pain and bitterness, as well as to 
long days of ease and amorous dreaming ? — Have I not, — ” 
here he paused and a warm flush crept thiough the olive 
pallor of his skin, — his eyes grew plaintive and wistful and he 
threw one arm round Theos’s neck as he continued: “No! — 
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after all 'tis vam to deny it, — I have hated grief, — I have 
loathed the very suggestion of care, — I have thrust sorrow out 
of my sight as a thing vile and unwelcome, — and I have chosen 
to sing to the world of rapture more than pain,— inasmuch as 
methinks Humanity suffers enough, without having its cureless 
anguish set to the music of a poet’s ihythm to incessantly 
haunt and torture its already breaking heart ” 

“Say rather to soothe and tranquil hz.t/ murmured 'Iheos, 
more to himself than to his fnend — ‘‘ hor suppressed sorrow is 
hardiest to endure, and when grief once Imds a, it utterance ’tis 
d^eady half consoled * So should the worhl s great singers 
tenderly proclaim the worlds most speechless mistrus, md 
who know^ hut vc^ed Citation being thus nhevtd of pent up 
woe may not tike ntw heart ol gru e and comfort^” 

The words were sfoktn in a soft sottoioce^zxiX Sah lAma 
seemed not to htar Ht leaned however very (onfidin^ly and 
aflectionitel) agunsi Jheoss shoulder as he w alktd^ along, 
and It p lud to hiv^ spec iil> forgotten his anno> ince at the 
aei t alighting toi duet of ihc king 
“ I mu\Ll It Iht (i )\wi dl o^ th Obelisk * " he siid presently, 
“’Twis rocHed full twirt) t <t utep in s >hd eirth,- maybe 
lie found 111 as were ill uu i — nc vcrtheles’* if hi oi) sjieiks 
truly, It hat] stood unshaktu for two thousand >e us * Strange 
that it should be now hurkd foith thus ci utl> f — 1 would 
' knew the hidden caase * Man), alas’ have met tl eir death 
tod y, -pu'-b d out of life m hislt, — all nm)rt[)^rcd — One 
wondeis where ^uch soul luve fled ’ bornethir^ tlierc is thit 
troubles me,— methinks I am more than half disposed to leave 
Aj kyns for a time, and wander forth mio a world OJ unknown 
things 

“With me’’* cried Iheos impetuously- lu with me, 
SalilQma’ — ( omt now, this ver’v day’ 1 * too have been 
warned of evil, — evil undeOxrcd, yet close at hind, — let us 
escape from danger while time remains ’—l^et depart I” 
“Whitlcr should we go?” and Sihldma, pausing m his 
Walk, fixed his large soft eyes full on his companion as he put 
the question 
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Tlieos mute. Covered with confusion, he asked himself 
the same thing “Whither shojild we go?^' He had no 
knowledge of the country th it lay outside A1 Kyns, — he had 
no distinct remembrance of any <vher place ihm this in which 
be wis All his ]mt existence was as blotted and blurred as a 
child's spoilt and discarded coi>>book, — true, he reliincd two 
names in his thoiiglits, -namel) and The l^ass of 

Dari€i\’^ but lit was hoj^kssiy igr 'iranl as to what tht^c meant 
or how he bad become connected with them ’ lie wa ioust_d 
from his distressful cof^ration by Sihihnub voice speaking 
again l)ilt ^ i ’y, h ilf ^ idl> 

“Nay, n'i\, niy friend f— w^e cannot lea\e the ( it}, we two, 
alom and u madid, for beyond the s is tl e (ifs« n wide 
and hire, w th scarce i spr n ^ of cool Alter in in luy wi. try 
miles, lid ^ f M>nd the de ■> rt is a foi<st, ploonn md t cr 
haiiutei, wh rein th< l xlbtep of mm hu seldom ]>en triced 
'i o tj IV 1 s tir ^c should need n ae ^ p pn i n,- mm> 
servants, u mv hr t'=' of burrhn, and i la i\ n o d s p ovis on, 
- niOTeov y is I f X hsb finev <-ro ^ d i y mi id i ( On 

wild si < \ (d I tl'*' I luH ) ( O' A k/ s, de) n < 1 nosr 

Uesidc m d I lure voiild ml d ut ^hc <1 oht >i o‘ the 
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Still J hcos s TKjfh ng, thc**e were he t tenr in his tl roat 
that choke 1 h'buttennce He ga/ed at thv flowing sky 
above h m, —it was a b imn ^ vault of clcu 11 ss bh e in which 
the sun gHrt d forth witlu imgiy hi e a srorvhng n iss of fla 'e, 
— O for the fre shne ss of “ a gr y coast washed with dull ram 
and swathcfi in sweeping mists,”— such as bah It^ma spoke ofl 
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— and what a strange sickening yearning suddenly filled his 
soul for the uiilori 2 [otten sonorous dash of the sea • He drew 
a quick breath and pressed his fnend^s arm unconscious 
ftr\our, — why, why could hf not take this dtar (ompinion 
out of posMble pctil ? — aiMy to those far 1 nds dimly 
remv-mbtred, yet now so completely lust si^bt of, that they 
seemed to him but as a delusive mirat^e taintU discerned abuse 
the rising w iters of I tthe* Sighing he contion<.d his 

emotion and forced himself to speak calmly, though his voue 
treinbl 1 , — 

**Not now then but hereafter thou’lt be my fell tr-^vcller, 
Sih IClnu? — ^twill be a jo}o* s time when we set tr^e of present 
hindnncc, miy j )uiney throUf^h a myrud glorious scenes 
tog thci sharing such new and mutual gl idness thit peithiiicc 
wc «*caict sh'^ll ini3'» the s[)ltnduur of A1 Ivyris left behind 1 
Meanwh le I wc uld that thou touldst piornise nit one thing,’* 

hr re he ^ aiis( d but seeing Sihlflmas incjuiring look,^ent 
kjTi in a 1 ct if tunc, “Go not to the leinpk tonight’ — 
absent it tn p t-j bu nt cc, v.hich though it be th law of 
the rt ihn is n \ rthc ^ss iner m irticrous 1 a^haiUy iiid, — 
inamuch <ts the K ng is wndiful, — 1 pray ihte avoid his 
pre St ntc 

Sih luim brrl^t into a lauch, — “Now bv my faiths good 
foniiadt, as isk me for my he id u dcinmd such impo^si 
bilil ts I \h lt ill s Ktr iPi the Jc nple to if it of all nights 
mthcwoi^a,\vl n owin loth j 1 tcihenoincnd ccuucucts 
m the city, < very one wl > nt r^j jie and } iso il di niKtion 

will be I rt crl to t at the bcivn c md oh r petition, to the 

fabui Uo gui *, tr It 1 [>ly iht ir supposed indi mtiun miy be 

a\erte J? My li nd f )n*y for the ‘^ake oi custom J > ust b^ 

tl ere ~mo]eov<r 1 sh uld be liahk to bam Lrntnt lioin the 
rea m for <^0 t < i dly m.trk d a hrea^^h of r li:^ious d scqil nel 
And as for thu King, he i:> iii} put pet re lu siv'ij.H as a 
Stan tng benr tnv vutte coul 1 tame him, and ( ncerning his 
kite churbsbne''S, twas no doubt mure heat of humour, and 
thou sbalt see him sue to me for pardon as only monirths lj/h 
sue to the bards who keep them on their thion^bl Knowest 
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thou not that were 1 to string three stanzas of a fiery republican 
ditty, and set it floating on the lips of the people, that song 
would sing down Zefjhoranim from his royal estate more surely 
than the fury of an armed conqueror ! Believe it ! — wf, the 
poets, rule the nations, — a rhyme ha^ oft had power to kill a 
king t ” 

Theos smiled at the proud boast, but made no reply, as by 
this time they had reached Laureate’s palace, and were 
ascending the steps that led into the entrance-hall. A >oung 
page advanced to meet them, and dropping on one knte before 
his master, held out a small scroll tied across and across with 
what appeared to be a thick strand of amber colouied floss 
silk. 

“ For the most illustrious Chief of Poets, Sah Iflma,” —said 
the little lad, keejiing his head bent humbly as he spoke, — “ It 
was brought lattly by one masked, who rode m haste and fear, 
and ore he could be questioned, swift departed ” 

Sah iflma took the ini ive carelessly, scarcely glancing at ft, 
and cro'^'>ed the hall towards his own apartment, Theos follow- 
ing him C^n his way, however, he paused and turfled round, — 

** Hns Nijihrata yet come home?” he demanded of the page, 
who still lingered 

“No, my lord ’—naught hath been seen or heard concerning 
her.” 

Sah-lflma gave a petulant gesture of annoyance and passed 
on. Arrived in his study he seated himself, and allowed his 
eyes to rest more attentively on the packet just given him. As 
he looked he uttered a slight exclamation, -Theos hastened to 
his side. 

“What has happened, Sah-lflma ?— hast thou ill news?” 

“ 111 news? -nay, of a truth I know not,”— and the T aureaf^ 
gazed up blankly into his Inend’s face, — “ P>ut this,” — and he 
touched the fair silken substance that tied the ec roll he held, 
“ this is Niphrata’s hair ! ” 

“ Niphrita’s hair I ” — Theos was too much surprised to do 
more than repeat the words mechanically, while a strange pang 
shot through his heart as of inward shame or sorrow. 
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** Naught can deceive me in the colour of that gold 1 ” went 
on^ah-lCima dreamily, as with careful, somewhat tremulous 
fingers he gently loosened the twisted shining threads that 
were so delicately knotted ^together, and smoothing them out 
to their full length, displayed what was indeed a lovely tress of 
hair bright as woven sunlight with a rippling wave in it that, 
like the tendril of a vine, caught and wound about liis hand as 
though it were a fond and feeling thing. 

“ See you not, Theos, how warm and soft and shuddering a 
curl it is? — It clings to me as if it knew my touch 1 — as if it 
half remembered how many and many a time it hath been 
drawn with its companions to my lips and kissed full tenderly ! 
How sad and desolate it seems thus severed and alone ! ” 

He spoke gently, y»‘t not without a touch of passion, and 
twined the fair tress lingeringly round his fingers, —then with 
the air of one who is instinctively prepared for some unpleasing 
tidings, he opened the scroll and perused its contents in Silence. 
As he read on, his face grew very pale, and full of pained and 
vrondering regret, — quietly he passed the missive to Theos, 
who took it from hy? hand with a tremor of something like 
fear. The delicately traced characters with which it was covered, 
floated for a moment in a faint blur before his eyes, — then 
they resolved themselves into legible shape and meaning, as 
follows : — 

“ To the, ever-worshipped and immortally renozvned Sah-lljma, 
Poet- Laureate of the Kingdom of Al-Kyris, 

Blame me not^ O my beloved Lord^ that 1 have kft thy 
dearest presence thus umvarnedly for ci^ir^ staying no time to 
weary thee zvith my too fond and foolish tears and kisses of fare- 
well I 1 ou'c to thee the gif t of freedom y and while I thank thee 
for that gifty / do employ it nozv to serve me as a sacrifice to 
LovCy — an immolation of myself upon the altars of jny own 
desire / For thou knowest I have loved thecy 0 Sahdiima, — not 
too well but most unwisely y — for what am I that thou skouldst 
stoop to cover my unzvorthiness with the royal purple of thy poet- 
passion t — zohai could I ever be save the poor trembling slave- 
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idolaUr^ of whose endearments thou must needs most speedily 
tire/ Nevertkekss 1 iannot still this hunger of my heaipt ^ — 
this loi)e t/iai stings me more than it consoles^ — and out of the 
very transport of my burning thoughts I have learurd many and 
strange things^ — things loherchy f a woman fethh ard unlessonedy 
kav^ grasped the glimmering jottknoivltd^e of events to come , — 
etents wherein 1 do p^rane for thee^ thou Chiifest among men 
somt dark and threatening dtsi^tt^ Wherefore I hat t frayed 
unto the most hi^h that ^/ly will dei n to autft me as iny 
hosta^^ to ani set me as a bar beti an tJ y lif^ ani 

daion ntr fen f so ihaf /, hn^ laluiles^, may sni at hast aa mk 
to Oiiri doom from thee who ait unhaia^onea the mghout 
wot n t 

** Thus / 0 firtn ne to brave and ftuifv the wmtn ef the 
Imvntixhy rn v t b ick i v lattp f(^ mv dc^ it ti re^~ thou 
wilt poi mt\s me Po d ,or th(c^ V/4 tun a, is ti*tir t/ia 

to Ire for thee -for mit ^ 1 must ? th le ctu/ntii ly 
of iOic anil mxulf on i ft t i* in ine (U tl Ifiet i it ts of 
D a!h no j as ions i i hv s ttnf i tt n\ u iht f it W '' n i 
Wilt of m\ til on t L i I it t o li t/^ ni uin irt of m\ 
weak hejti ^ —i i of*l\ of ny ft ail lit ^ ^ of mt ^^nie 

timt\ if tnou ^ ^i 4 t on y as fa ffoiver thoii ^ In strati et onrt 
in r nr p is/ h iff n i /ten sfrin^^ ^ me -a fl( n r tn it as it s/ m iy 
zuilhert \ ed P c dear hand in wluse a aim i ' d d tdf 

^^MPl I ] PA^ 

T « ^ ro / t'* s heo ’s evr i i e fin d k j[ tl e t 
evjdcniiy un])T pit kI worcN I'ut ‘O 

much more thin tut y a« 111 1*^ tk hn d li nu rtiuincd 
Uk scroll to Sih I Ain i, vsl o sit vtrN still It > i ti ^ 3 s<r( k 
the loiu, bn nt curl tint w is td iin J s nn|. s k e a 
g^hUennjj sliind spun ^Lss — '’nd nc 1 ^ 1 tt oikl bO 

vnrtasonably irntatcd with his tiu nd th tt h wi, evtn incline d 
to find fault with the \iry grace an<i Uau+> of bn person, — 
the nieie indolence of his attitude was, foi the UiOiuent, 
provoking 

“Why art thou so unmoved?’ he demanded almost sternly — 
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••What hast thou done to Nipbrata, to thus gne\e her gentle 
•pint byond remedy ? ” 

Sah Ifinia looktd up, li!^e a sur^mstd child 
‘M)onc? — ]Sd>, whdt ^iiould I ao ? — 1 have let her love 
me!” 

O sublime permission hr had her — He 

had condtscenduij^lv allo\scd her, as it v^tre, to wosie all the 
Irt.isures of her soul upon him I Iheos ^tai d at him in 
ama/cment, — while he, ap]i«uently tmd ot ius own rtfloctioos, 
cOi tin’ud with bomt iinpatirnce: 

“\lhat m >n could she de,ire? — T ntver birred her from 
my piesence, — nor clue lad the fer\our of her grer tings ^ I 
wort the llowers slie chose, — I listened to the sorips she sing 
and wlitn slit lotikcd mon fai^ Ujan otclinary I stinted not th< 
warmth ot ny catesst She w *s too n*eek. and lo\ujf lor my 
£a.nc>-* rui will ‘a a aiiiu no happiness ba\e m my eon panv, 
-no th('> it lx '» j d no pkasuit one w< nts of such a fond 
excess ot wfs.tn* b* Ise^e rthf less bej sole dclidit was still to 
rjve mr, e ) hi i dtbii her irom tint joy Itraiise I saw 
ihuf n w r I dll ^ h*r b r ptare? Sli^t is stje was I maot 
her tr* L tMd lo li iw c tpricKMsly si e plays with her lah- 
pi'dj 111 eriy ' M s alwav the way with women, — no ri'aii 
shall e^<T ’c ni how lx '^t lo piuis( tlu rn t She 1 new i loved 
hfi nu i lov rs love,- stu kii v m I tart w t wLc’^t fixtc' 
and tated and d, iJo’wiilistaiHli % this kiovvhd , >he stJl 
ch(>se io itnc nu , tli^n cs^ar dly her pricf is ol h-L.r ovai 
ert lii'g ’ M< 1*11 ivs iis i who ai i mc’*-! mji rt d in this matter^ 
- all 1 da^ 1 Is 1 hive tonucnit d mv^'olf concerning the 
silly 111 lit 1 '< li “I u e, vMiile she, seveu by sunie cia/cl idd 
m A adMniiiK, ha-, gone form it edits »v, scarce kno\ mg 
wli'lhcr lit r It r is inc txiil^d utteiauc ol an overwroughh 
ext uc 1 h^-i a, — he hi m ail liKelihoo*! c iii.ht U'e contagion 
ol supMMiTiou> Tln-iii that stems just now lo pO’.s ss the wimie 
city, and she Lno%vs n.iurht of vhat she w .tes or what she 
means to d( 1 1) have me for ever as she s^'-s, is oat of her 
power,- foi 1 will d< ni nd ler bicf ct llu hinds of L)sia oi 
the King , — Ami no d* mand of nnae has ever been refused. 
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Moreover, with Lysia’s aid, her hiding place is soon and easily 
discovered I ” 

“How?” asked Theos mechamcally, still surveying the 
beautiful calm features of the char^fiing egotist whose nature 
seemed such a curious mixture of loftiness and littleness— 
“She may have left the dtyl” 

“No one can leave the city without express ptrmission” — • 
rejoined Sah lAma tianquilly — Bt des, didst thou not see the 
Black Disc list night in L>sia*s j^'^lace?” 

Theos nodded as^t nt He at once remcinbfrf'd the strange 
revolving thing that hid covered its If with brilliant letters at 
the appro ich of the High Pnesttss, and he waited somtwhat 
cagerl} to hi r thi nn. ining of so singular an object explaint d 

“Ihe Priests o< the Tcmjile of — went on Sah 

Idma — “ lie the greatest snt ntists in the world, with the excep 
non of the lat( 1) torni< cl Circle of Mvstu % who it rau:»t b* 
lonfts'^td e\((ed them in Cfrtim new Ints of d s o cry But 
settin ^ aside the Mystic School which it bchovrs u not to 
s])c iU oi ttii c. It IS eoiidem i d bv law, — there ar^^ no inr n 
living moic subd) v i e in mUt rs jiutainin^ lo r mil uc and 
light pheronieni th m the Vrv mt«> of the DoMrinc of 

the lenipC All s( erning maivchous things are to th< m mere 
child’s ph) “ and ttu miracks by which they k' ep the nuilti 
tilde in awe a^c not by any means vulgar, but most l\ j isuciy 
KicnlilK As for instance at the great New Yi ir 
called b^ us * i he Sailin^ I oi^h of the ^hip of the Sun ’ wLir 1 
takes plact at the eoinin ncentr c ot the S[)ru oLtuc a fire 
lb kindled on the sunim t of the highest tower n d a Ship of 
gold rises from the centre of th( flinus, i an^in ^ tlu body of a 
lain virgin eastwards, —’tis wondiously pr-rfoiiiied I ind 1, 
hke otheis, have gap(d upon the splendour cf tlic scene half 
ciedulous, and who'ly da/zltd * For the Ship aoth nse aloft 
with excellent sLUehiKss, p’ou^hing the air wh i as much 
celerity as sailing vessoL plough Ok seis , — departing straight 
way from the watching eyes of tl ousands of spectators, it 
plunges deep, or so it seems, into the very heart of the rising 
Sun, which doth apparently absorb it m devouring flames oi 
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g^lory, for never again doth it return to earth, — ^and none can 
solve the mystery of its \anishmg ! ’Tis a gneeful piece of 
jugglery and perfectly accomplished, — while as for Oracles^ 
that command and repeat their commands m evtry shade of 
tone, from mild to wrathful, there are only too many of thtse, 
— moreover, the secret of their manufacture is A\ell known to 
all students of acoustic science. But concerning the Black 
Disc in L}sia’s hall, it is a curious!) elaborate puLC of woik- 
manship It corresponds with an clcc»nc wheel in the Interior 
("haiiher of the leinple, where all the pntsS and flamens 
nicet and sum up the entire events of the diy bu h public and 
pnvite condensing the same into brief IncnYljphs b tting 
tln. 1 ] wh tl in motion, they start a simiLr motion m the Disc, 
a id the bright characte’^s that flash upon it and di‘ ipp^ ar like 
quicksilver, are the reflections of the working cltrtnc wires 
which write what nniv I ysia is skilled to ruid i rom sunset to 
n u1 iiKht messages keep coming without inU ^'mission, — 
and all the most caiefully concealed affiirs of M K)ns are 
discover J by the Dniple Spies and conveyed T ^ u by this 
Means WhaUver Uie news, it i reneau d again and Sizon on 
tht Disc, till she bv rajiidl/ turning it with a pt r ihu movement 

In r own, caii'‘ s a small bell to ring m the Jfmple, which 
M nifies to her i dormers that she has undustood all ^hcir com 
niani<aPoiis, and kvw*- evirything lUr inq »i lU^riil system 
IS sf arching and claboiate, — t* ue is no scci t so carefully 
guarJtd It the BUck 1J)« will not m tune rtve ill” 

Theos listened wuiicU nngh and with asms of rf[)iTgnanre 
and fear, —he flit as though the btautifiil Ih t tess, withhr 
gl Itering robes and the dreadful jewelled 1 )c upOii her breast, 
were just then emcrinp the room stealthily and rustling haher 
and thither like a snake beneath covering h aves Slie was an 
ever pieseiit 1 cmptation, — a hew Ider iig snaie and districting 
evil, — was It not possible to shake her trail off tlie life of his 
fiiendi* — and also to pluck from out his own heart the poison* 
sting of her fatal, terrible fascination? A red mist swam 

^ The Phonogiiph was known and used for the ut’erance of Oracles by 
one Savan the Asmouman^ a Fnest King of ancient Lgypt. 
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before his eyes — his lips were dry and feverish, — and his voice 
sounded hoarse and faint in his own ears when he forced 
himself to speak again 

“So thou dost think that wheresoe|,ver Niphrdta hath strayed, 
Lysia can find her? ” he said 

“ Assuredly 1” returned bah l^ma with easy com pi net nry — 
“I would swear that even at this very moment, could 

restore her to my arms in safety ” 

“ Then why ” — sugirested Theos anxiously — “ why not go 
forth, and seek her no\\?” 

“Nay, there is time'” -and Sah Ifimahalf doss'd bis lineu^d 
hds and stretched him ( If Luily “ J would not have tt»< rmJd 
imagine 1 vexed mysdf too i really fot her unUnd d* pirture, — 
she must have sjuce wherein to weep and repent uli of her 
folly the IS the strannst mauknl” — ^aiid he brushed his lips 
lightly at 4 aai«'t the vO^dui luil be hUd, — “ ht lovts mf 
yet rcu jibes all attempt! d pa->sion I renurnt^tr ” -ht’ ^ ’ s 
lace grew more sci tjus I remend^er onu iv in thr I ^ i n 
ning of stniirpCT noon was round and nigh in heavin - 
wewta a!ur< ion lur tri this ro'm,~ the hmp'' barnT 1 - 

and she—NniUr^la, — sang to m< lltr vt' ^e wjs hll td 
withal tremaiuui>, — her form, he < to her thmv haro \vas s^ ft 
and V'ddipc an *ns jttir, lur eyes turned noo i mine 
seemed \son j tin^ly to qiu''tion me as to the worth c;l iove‘ 
or so I fan ud Ihi w >jth of lo'c - 1 would hn*- gh’ it 
to her tiK» n tl e i ijjture ot an 1 o ir’ — but st i/t •’ vuh >d n 
foolish bar sh^ fiid, leavmg mt di»salishuh nulifi*uiu and 
weiry ^ No iiadt r — \\hv,n she return^* a^aia lur mood v^ill 
alttq — and though 1 lo»e her not as she ivould lam be loved, 
1 sh^ll find u eans to make her happy ” 

“Nay, rut she ‘•pt d s of dvmg’ — sail Theos quKkly — 
“Will thou con '.tram hti hack (rcun death?” 

“ My tneiid, all women speak ot dyir^ when they are love- 
wtaned,”— replied Sahlfima with a slight smih- — “N'phrata 
will not die,— she is too young and fond of life, — the world is 
as a garden wherein she has but lately entered, all ignorant of 
the pioasures that await her there Tis an odd notioa Uiat she 
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has of danger threatening me, — ^thou also, good Theos art 
become full ol omens, — and yet, — there is naught of visible ill 
to trouble the fairness of the day ” 

He steppt \\ out as he spoke on the terrace and looked up at 
the intense calm of the lo tly sky. llu os foilo\A/cd him, and 
stood leaning on the balnsirade among the cl imbt ring vines, 
vs atching him uh c arntsl, halt rt gretl ul, h vl f ad u uy e> s s He, 
meanwhile, gilhertd a sc arcel) opened white rosebud, and 
loosening the tress of Niphrata's hatr from his fingers, allowed 
it to hang to its full njjpling leiigtn, — ihMi h>ing the llower 
against t, he appear t d dn amily to admire the contrast bt iwetn 
the snowy blo-vsori and sb mng cur) 

“ Ma n’' strinc,e men there in the world ** — he sa»d softly, 
'^lovers 4.nd foois who set ] net less store on a •'ose aid a 1 Kk 
of worn in s harf I hi/e heard of some who dvi S lutve held 
fiu< h trifles rliKf.st of all thur worldly goods ana have iin- 
plored, thV when is thv.ir gold and household stufi cm be 
1 (. to Mil ir i ly on him wh<; lir t con es iu ch in it, the fidcd 
rlowcr ind si )i%< kss tress ina> U Lid on th( a hearts to com- 
fort thc.i in the c i d ind do uukss sleip from wli rh they 
shill net wake a| He d ind hi*^ i ts Jarkened into 

adupand musini tMiriMiu*''- iNus tl have be*' n too 
and are, who would stnijj^ ininy a canticle on this soft M-vi-rcd 
IcKk and gathered blossom, -and many a quamt conceit cou^d 
1 niys If r(irtnve com mun^ it, did I not f ( I in )te pro ) to 
ti ir*' todi\ than minsti< Is} Cut thou bt i U, 'liieos” — 
and he t >rctd a iau^h, thou I lashi s Wv, c wet, -“1, the 
joyous bail llrna, Jiri tor ome tuo t tfu sad * hic? tresa of 
b ir doth seem to cd h ra/ ^-jiirit m i ( n n ti it hi rU me fast 
and diaws me onward, — onward — to roruc v oaii fiii < nd 1 may 
^ot dire to see’ 

And as he spoke hcj mech mica lly wound the goTc^cn curl 
round and about tat stem of the io^x.bad ii the fasiiiou of a 
ribbon, ard placed the two entwined tog(tbi.r m his breast. 
Theos looked at him wis! fully, but was silent, — he himself was 
too full c>f dull and mchrrholy mi pvmjs to be otherwise 
than sad also. Instinctively lie drew closer to his fnend*s side, 
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and thus they remained for some minutes, exchanging no 
words, and gazing dreamily out on the luxurious foliage of the 
trees and the wealth of bright blossom that adorned the 
landscape before them. 

“Thou art confident NiphrW will return?” questioned 
I’heos presently in a low tone. 

“She will return,” — rejoined Sah-ldma quietly — “because 
she will do anything for love oi me.” 

“ For love’s sake she may die ! ” said Theos. 

Sah Ifirna smiled. 

“Not so, my frand 1- for love’s sake she will hve^ ” 


XVI 

THE PRIEST 7EL 

A S he uttered the last word the sound of an approaching 
light step disturbed the silence. It was one the }ourig 
girls of tht household, -a dark, Ltughty-looking buiuty whom 
I’hcos remembered to have se* n in the palate-nail when he fiist 
ainved, lying indolently among cushions, and pliying w*th 
a tame bird which flew to and fro at her bukuiiiiig She 
advanced now vsith an almost imperial stateliness, — her salute 
to Sah IClma was graceful, yet scarcely submissive,- -while he, 
turning eagerly towards her, seemed gladdened and relieved at 
her appearance, his face assuming a gratified expression like 
that of a child who, Having broken one toy, is easily consoled 
with another, 

“Welcome, Irenyal” he exclaimed gaily — “Thou art the 
very bittcr-swectness I desiie. Thy naughty pout and coldly- 
mutinous eyes arc pleasing contrasts to the over languid heat 
and brightness of the day! What new^s hast thou, my sweet? 
Is there fresh havoc in the city ?— more deaths ? — more troul>- 
lous tidings ? — nay, then hold thy peace, for thou art not a fit 
messenger of woe ; thou^rt much too fair ! * 
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Irenya^s red lips curled disdaintully,— the ** naughtv pOut * 
was plainly visible 

“ My lord is pleased to flatter his slave * ” she said with a 
touch of scorn in her musical accents — “ Certes, of ill news 
there is more thin enoui^h, — and evil rumours have never been 
larking these many months, as my lord vioiild have known, had 
he deigned to listen to the common talk of those who are not 
poets but merely sad and suffering men Nevertheless, though 
1 may think, I speak not at all of matters such as these, — and 
for my present errand ’tis but to say that a Priest of the Inner 
lemplt Without desirous of instant speech with the most 

illustnou Sah IClma ” 

A Trust of the Inner lemple!” echoed the laureate 
wondtringly, — ‘ 1]> my filth, a most unweUome visitor' — 
What busines can he have with me? 

‘'Ni) tint I know not” — responded Irenya calmly — “He 
hath come hitlur, so he bade me say, by command of Ihe 
Absoli \ itlionty ” 

Sahk'inus lie-^ flashed and he looked annoved Then, 
takin^, Ihto*' by the* arm, Ik tunud away from the terrace, and 
rc entered 1 is apartment, wl prf he fliint^ himself full let ;th on 
ns couth, jiillowmg his handl'd le he ul against a fol 1 c f ^.Itissy 
leopard skin which formed a most becoming background for 
the soft, dark, oval beauty of his features 

“Sit thee down my friend’” he said, glancing smilingly at 
Theos, and signin^ to hm to take posse ssiori of a luxurioiis 
lounge chxir near him, — “If we must need'' Kccive this sineti 
fi<d professor of many hvpocrisies, we will do it with suitable 
indifference and ease Wilt thou stay here with us Irtnya?*' 
he added stretching o it one arm and catching the nia den 
round the waist m spite of her attempted resistaiue — “Or art 
thou in a frowaid mood, and wilt thou go ibme own piroud way 
without so much as a consoling kiss from Sih lima?” 

Irenya looked fu'l at him, a repressed an^^ei blazing m her 
large black eyts 

“Iiel my lord save his kissts for those who value them*** 
she said contemptuously “ *Twere pity he should waste theon 
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upon me, to whom they are unmeaning and therefore all un- 
welcome I” He laughed heartily, and mbtantly loosened her 
from his embrace 

** Off, off with thee, sweet virtue I — fairest prude ^ ” he cried, 
still laughing, — “ Live out thy life thou wilt, empty of lo\e 
or passion — count the year^ as they sUp by, ieiving thee ^ach 
day less lovely and less fit for pleasure, — grow old, — and on 
the brink of death, look back, p^r child, and see the glory 
thou hast missed and left behind thee ! — the hght of love and 
youth that once d( parted, can dawn again no more ’ ** 

And lifting himself slightly from his cushions he kissed his 
bana pli)fuUy to the girl, who, as tn ugh suddenly overcome 
b) a sort of vajuc regret, still lingered, gt/ing at h m, ^hih a 
faint colour crept through her chteks likf the dupemng hue 
on the kavts of an opening rose Sah Ifima saw h^ r hesitation, 
and h’s face gievv ytl n ore radnnt with malicious nur ii 

“ 1 ftnee, — htiK c , Ircii) a ’ he txelaimed — L ipt U mpta 
lion quj kly while ihou mavestl Support tb> vir ir piide in 
piact* tnou sink nt/er siy aj^im bdikp'^ kust s are 
unw hornt’ Potts touch s nil nevtr w on^( r sandiiy 

thv name ’ — thou art safe fiom me as piDir d n icli s in t'Ci 
Inlmg snow ^ Dtar little on , be liappy wiiruut love it that 
be possible ' —n vcithclos take heed t on do lot wcaklv 
{ hm mr m P » ifltr ecus fi r onct rciccttd )oy ' Now I m \on 
wiJtui^ Pi t a u id me, - Ull 1 nu i cm but spaic a kw onef 
moiiK its* 11 ii« I c ** 

irenv ds hi. i I droopt The os saw tears in her < >» s, —but 
she l^uan^cd to rcstr^’in th( m, -i^d with i tP ng ot i d t it 
an she nude her foinul obusinct ai d wu h< w ^h did riof 
ntutn again, but a app< md n itcid, usin rir g in vith 
ctremon ms cuility a tPl pusma^^u cLi in flow ng whue 
okt 'v, ana rnuffltd uj) lo the tus in in aiult of s her ti sue, — 
A uiajf ><ic, m>sltnou3, solemn k < king iiui vi jj d who pausing 
on tht threshold of the apartment, dtsenUd a circle in tlie air 
with a small staff fcie earned and said m monotonous accents, — 
* By the going in and the jjassmg out of the Sun through the 
Gales oi Urn i^ast and the Gat^ s of the West, — by the Vulture 
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of Gold ati'i White Lotus and the countless virtues of Nagoya, 
may pea( e dwell in this house for ever f ” 

“ Agreed to with all mv hcan I” responded Sih-ltitna, care- 
iessiv looLmg up from hi*? ^ouch but making no attempt to nse. 
** Peace i£> an excellent thing, most holy fatlier*” 

“ £x<^elIont 1 ” relumed the Pnc»t, slowlv arhancing, and un- 
doing his mantle so that his fice became fuil> vi*?ible, — *‘So 
truly evccUent indeed, that at times it is nci diul to make war 
tn oide^ to ensure iL” 

He sal down as hr spoke, in a chair which placed for 
liin at luini's bidd b) tlie {»a^t wao had ushertd him m, 
and he maiii’a \ cd a grave silence till that yf nng ,ervitor had 
departed. "I meanwhile studied his counimajace with 
some cuTio^^ity, — it w so strangely impassive, yet at the wme 
tune so lull of distinctly maiked inU llectual power. The 
^^aliircs wcie handsome but also singuhrly repuLive, — ^tbey 
w i< ud to i (ertarn Jt giee dignihtu by a tuii dark l;>eaid, 
vvriK h, hoiv u*r, fu’ d entirely to conceai the reci<hng <h»n, 
and con pi < d cn < 1 mouth, — the eye^ were keen and crafiy 

ind vciy Di^ t<ueuu4d was hi 3 :h and inltlligcnt, and 

hxplv fuTTovv< d with I’utA t‘iat sremed to br the re‘?ult ot much 
Mmd'-nng t>vtr fiosc and curiiing f.ah’iLuiUii, rah^t r than the 
Marks of jirotonn'l, U'lstlfish and enuf i Img thought, Ihe 
page havJiM hfi tlie rotuu, Sdi begin the ronvimaboa, — 
•*To what unevjvrttd cause, moU nghuous uii, am I in 
debited for the in I'/ur th pnsent vi a? MiOinls i 
itcognise thr ( (t!inn.naa‘’e of the fainoii> Zt^l, the 11 gh Pr rst 
(>1 the Sa*"! iMii Altar- -if so, his inane^’oij^ scj great a man 
should v< uciire alone and uiuattnJtd, to t je house of 

une who loves not pne‘dy company, and wuo Is O' il be>i lor 
Ail prolcssors of religion a somewhat indifltrcut wc curaeT* 

I lie Pn» St sniikd cc'ldly. 

“ Most rightly dost thou speak, Sah Iflma'* — he answered, his 
measured, metallic voice seeming to st»At a wave ot chilling 
discord through the air, “and most fiankiy hast thou thus 
declared one of thy many deficiency s 1 Atheist as thou art 
Ukd to that manner bom, thou art m very deed outside the pale 
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of all religion* teaching and consolement, — ^nevertheless there 
IS much gentle mercy shown thee by the Virgin Priestess of 
Nagiya,” — here he solemnly bent his head and made the rapid 
sign of a Circle on his breast , — ** who, knowing thy great genius, 
doth ever stnve with thoughtful zealUo draw thee closely within 
the saving Silver Veil I Yet it is possible thai even her pat’ence 
with thy sms may tire at last, — wherefore, while there is time, 
offer due penance to the offended gods and humble thy stiff 
heart before tne Holy Maid, lest she expel thee from her sight 
for ever ” He paused, — a satirical, half amused smile hovered 
round Sah lOmYs dehcaie mouth — his eyes flashed. 

All this 1 the nitre common rhetonr of the Temple Craft, 
Ik said mdohntly — Why not, good Zhl, give plainer ulttr 
a ice to thine er^ind ? — ^^e know eacn other’s foihes well 
enough to spare formalities ’ Lysia hts sent tnee hith< r, — what 
then? — what savs the beanuous Virgin to hei willing slave?” 

An undertone of mockery rang throujjb the languid silvery 
sweetness of bis accents, and the Priest s daik blows kiiiacd m 
an irnt ited fro \ n ^ 

“ 1 hou ait ov< r flippint of speech, Sah ^^ma I” he ob'^ened 
austerely ** lake heed thou be not snared into misfortune by 
ghbiK ss of thy tongi e ! 1 boii dost ‘pf ak of the (haste 

i ysia with ur'icumy 1 1 ^, lit ness * — karn to be icver^nt, ind so 
snalt thou lie w i t r I ” 

SahlCimi laughed and settled himself more eosily on his 
couch, turning in su!.h i m inner as to look the statciv /H full 
IP the face Thty exchanged one glance, expressive as it 
stemed of some mutual steel understanding, — for the Priest 
coughtd as though be weie embarrassed, and stroked his beaid 
dLuhcnlcI) with one hand in ari endeavour to hide the strange 
j»m le that despite his efforts to ron< f ni it, visibl) lightened his 
x>M eyes to a siidd'^n tigendi bnllian».> 

‘The mission with which I am chargt=‘d,” he resumed 
prcsrntly, — “is to thee, Chief Laureate of the realm, and runs 
PS folk Hh : — Whereas thou hast of late a^oaLd many days 
of public service m the Temple, so that those among the people 
who admire thee follcw thine ill example, and absent them- 
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selves also with equal readiness, — ^the Pnestess Undefiled, the 
noble Ly&ia, doth to night conimand ihy presence as a duty not 
to be forgotten. Therefore come thou and take thj part in the 
Great Sacnfice, for these late tumults and dic»asters in the city, 
notably the perplexing dow jhll of the Obelisk, have caused all 
hearts to fail and sink for verv fear The nvtr darkens in its 
enmson hue each hour by passing hour, — strange no'ses have 
been heard athwart the sky and in the deeper underground, — 
and all these drear, unwonted things aie so man} cogent 
reasons why we should in solemn unison implore the fav«.ur of 
Xaglya and the god^, whereby further catastiophes nn> be 
peirhanre averted ]Vlor(.o\er, for motiies of most urgent 
slatf^ polu }, It IS advisable that all who he id place d nit>, and 
renown within the snould this night be seen as fervent 
supjihcanls before the Sacred Shi me, — so ma> nurh threaten 
Tt txllion be anpensed, and order be r< s^oied out of impend 
in^ c)i lusion Such is the mt ‘'S<ige I am hidden to coii\cy to 
thee, — furthermore I am rcfunud to btir liack again to the 
Ili^b Piicstv^ss tin fnilhfui prcimist th it hti orders shall be 
«^urch tnd cntirul Ihou art not wont ” - ind i pale 

sncci flitted cner hn Icaturc , to set her mandUt at dcfiam c 
Sab ’Qma bit his lips angnlv, and folded his arms above his 
head with a laz\ t iiiipitient inovcmt iit 

‘ Assur dl) T shah be prc‘^<nt at llu -service,” he ‘^nd curtlv, 
** ihcxt needed no such weight) sun mom ig ’ Mwas my in 
t^nnon to join the ranks wc sln{>pers to i .,ht, though for 
III) sc 11 I have no fiith in worOi p,— the god>, J aie d af, 

and care not a jot whether wc mortals weep or nig Never 
theiess I shall look on with fiUing pavit\, and c it ^ ort myself 
with due decorum throi hou^ the ccieinonious Ki u tl, thoe^^h 
\enly I tell thee, nvf und /el, his Udions and me notorious at 
best, — and consuming the jiooi iinu'en sicnfice, it is a shud 
dtr ng honor we could well dioji nsc with ” 

“ I think not so’' — replied the Priest calmly, *^Thou, who art 
well instructed in the capncious hum )urs of- men, must surely 
know how dcaily the majoiity of them love the shedding of 
blood, — ’tis a clamorous brute instinct m them which must oc 
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satistied. Better therefore that we, the anointed Priests, should 
slay one willing victim for the purposes of religion, than that 
they, the ignorant mob, should kill a thousand to gratify their 
lust of murder. An unresentful, alMoving Deity would be 
impossible of comprehension to a mutually hating and malig- 
nant race of beings, — ail creeds must be accommodated to the 
dispositions of the million.” 

“ Pardon me,” — suddenly int-:^rrupted Theos, ** I am a 
stranger, and in a great measure ignorant of this city’s customs, 
— but I conftss I am amiized to hear a Priest uphold so 
specious an argument I What ! — must divine Religion be 
dragged down from its pure throne to pander to the selfish 
passions of the multitude?- — because men are vile, must a vile 
god be invented to suit their savage caprices? — because men 
are cruel, must the ur^secn Creator of t.hings be delineated 35 
even juore barh^trous than they, in order to give them sorae 
pietist ical excuse for wickedness? — 1 ask these questions not 
out of wi?nton curiosity, but for the sake of iiistrucljon 1 ” 

The haughty 7M turned upon him in seveie aNtonish merit 

** Sir/’ he said — Stranger undoubtedly thou art, and so bold 
a manner oi speech mast truly savours of the utterly enedu< an d 
W estern barbarian! All wise and pnaltint governUienU have 
learnc<l that a g(>d; fit for the adone.jon of men, niusr be 
depicted as much like rneiu a.s possible ; any absolutely super' 
human attributes are unnecessary to the character of a useful 
deity, inaspjach as no man ever or ever cars, unduMand 
the wortl^ of supcrlmman qualities, ihimaruly is only capabjo 
of woi^le|)})ing Seif, — thus, it is necessary, that Vvhen peojde are 
persuaded to pay honcar to an elected Divinit), they should be 
well and cornfortahiy assured in tiieu own minds that they are 
but offering homage to an image of Self placed iKforc them in 
a deified or heroic form. I’hi.'j satisfies the natural idolatrous 
cravings of l^gousm, and this is all that priests or teachers 
desire. Nf)vv in the worship of Nagaya, we have the natures 
of Man and Woman conjoined, — the Snake is the emblem 
of male wisdom united with female subtilty — and the two 
essences mingled in one, make as near an approach to what we 
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may imagine the positive Divine capacity as can be devised on 
earth by earthly intelligences. If, on the other hand, such an 
absurd doctrine as that formulated in the fanatic madman 
Khosrdrs ‘ Prophecy^ could be imagined as actually admitted, 
and proclaimed to the nations, it would have very few 
tollowers, and the sincerity of those few might well be open 
to doubt. For the Deity it speaks of is supposed to be 
an immortai God disguised as Man, — a God wlio voluntarily 
rejects and sets aside His own -glory to S(‘jve and save 
His perishable creatures, — thus the root of that religion 
would consist in Self-abnegation, and Self-abnegation is, as 
experience proves, utterly impossible to the human being.” 

“Why is it impossible?” asked Theos w'ith a quiver of 
passionate earnestness in his voice, — Are there none in all tl;e 
world \vho would sacrifice their own interests to lurlher another s 
w'clfare and hvippiness ?” 

The Prle/'t smiled, — a delicately detisive smile. 

“Certainly not!” he!: replied blandly, — ‘‘The very question 
strikes me as sirtgulariy kx/osh, inasmuch as w’e live in a planet 
where, if wx* do not serve ourselves and look after our owm 
personal advantage, we may as well die the minute we are born, 
or better still, never be born at all, '1‘here is no one living, — 
at least, not in the wide realm of Al-Kyris, — who w^oulcl put 
hijiiself to tile smallest inconvenience for the sake of another, 
Were that otiier his nearest and dearest blood-relation. And in 
matters of love and fricn.dship, His the same as in buJness, — 
each man eagerly pursues h‘s own chance of eiiir.vmeiit. — -even 
w'lion he loves, or fancies he lovtrs a woman, it is solely because 
her beauty or attractive-ncss gives /ih'7 tempoiary pl^-asure, not 
because he has any tenderness or after-regard ku the nature of 
/ur leeiings. How can it be olherwdse? We elect frieiids that 
are useful to us jjersj.naily, — we care little for th;-Hr intrinsic 
merit, and we only tolerate them as long as they ii copen to suit 
our taste. For, generally, on the first occasion of a disagree- 
ment or difference of o]»inion, we sh?kc ourselves free of them 
without either regret or remorse, and N -ck others who will fie 
meek enough not to offer us any open contradiction. It is, 
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and it must be always so : — Self is the first person we are^bound 
to consider, and all religions, if they are intended to last, must 
prudently recognise and silently acquiesce in this, the chief 
dogma of Man^s constitution.” 

Sah-lAma laughed. “ Excellently, argued, most politic 7Jt\ ! 
he exclaimed, — “ Yet methinks it is easy to worship S<.lf without 
either consecrated altars or priestly assistance ! ” 

“Thou shouldst know better ihan anyone with what facility 
such d^otion can be practised 1 ” returned Z^l ironically, 
rising as he spoke, and beginning to wrap his mantle round him 
preparatory to departure — “Thou hast a wider range of 
perpetual adoration than most men, seeing thou dost so 
fully estimate the value of thine own genius I Some heretics 
there are in the city, who say Ihy merit is but a trick of song 
shared by thee in common with the birds, — w'ho truly seem to 
take no pride in the particular sweetness of their unsyilabled 
language, — but thou thyself art better instructed, and who shall 
blame thee for the veneration with which thou dost daily 
contemplate thine own intellectual powers? Not I, believe 
me 1 ” — and his crafty eyes glittered mockingly, as he arranged 
his silver gauze muffler so that it entirely veiled the lower part 
of his features, — “And though I do somewhat regret to loam 
tliat thou, among Other noblemen of fashion, hast of late taken 
part in the atheistical discussions encouraged by the Positivist 
School of Thought, still, as a priest, my duty is not so much to 
reproacli, as ttt call thee to repentance. Therefore 1 inwardly 
rejoice to know thou Mult present thyself before the Slirine 

to-night, if only for the sake of custom, ” 

“‘Only' for the s'ake of custom!” repeated Sah-lfima 
amusedly, — “ Nay, good Zbl, custom should be surely classified 
as an exceeding powerful god, inasmuch as it rules all things, 
from the cut of our clothes to the form of our creeds ! " 

“ Tme ! ” replied Zbl imperturbably. “ And he who despises 
custom becomes an alien from his kind, — a moral leper among 
the pure and cleai..” 

“ 0 say rather, a lion among sheep, a giant among pigmies ! ” 
laughed the Laureate,— “ For, by my soul, a man who had the 
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courage to scorn Custom, and set the small hypocrisies of 
society at defiance would be a glonous hero ’ — a warrior of 
strange integrity whom it would be well worth tiavellmg miles 
to see ’ ” 

KhosrAl was such ar one interposed Theos suddenly, 

“ Tush, man ’ Khosrdl was mad ’ ” retoited Sah IQma 
“Are not all men thought mad who speak the tiuth?” 
queried Ihcus gently. 

The pnest 7^1 looked at him with proud and supercilious eyes. 
“Thou hast strange notions for one still younc;,” he said — 
“ What art thou ^ — a new disciple of the Mystics ? — or a student 
of the P()siti\e Doctrines?’* 

T hoos met his keen gaze unflmrhinL,ly “ What am 1 ? ** he 
muiinured sadl>, and his voice trembled Reverend Priest, 
I am nothing ’ Gnat are the sufferings of men who have lost 
their wtallh, tieir home, their friends, —-but I — I have lost 
M>self ’ VVcie 1 anything, — could I ever hope to be anything, 
I would pray be accepted a servant of the Cross, — that far- 
oh unk iKjwn rnth to wh'fh my tired s[)jrit clings *** 

\s he iitttiMi the >e words, be rustd his eyes,— bow dim 
and niiMy at the i* onu nt seemed the tall wnite figure of the 
majeslii /tl' — and in contrast to it, how br.lliantly distinct 
SahKlmas radiant face appeared, turned to a aids him in 
inquiring vvondt nm nt ' He felt a swooning di/ziness upon 
him, but iht sensation swiftly passed, and he saw the haughty 
Pnest s daik brows V)< nt » -» a frown of ominous disapproval. 

‘*ris wGl thcMi an not a iiti/en of AlKyris” — he said 
scornfully To sirangeis we accord a certain license of 
opinion, —liut if thou wert a native of these realms, thy speech 
would tost thee dear 1 As it is l warn thee’ — dare not to 
make public mennon of the Cross, — the accursed Eimhlem of 
the dead Kho*-r'irs idi^latry, —guard thy toiigne heedfully I — 
and thou, Sah IQrna, if thou dost bring tins rashlmg with 
thee to the Temple, thou must take upon t l^se]f all measures 
for his safety For in these days, 3ome .woids are like firf 
brands, — and he who casts them foith incautiously may kindlt 
flames that only the forfeit of his life can quench I ** 
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There was a quiver of suppressed fury in his tone, and 
Sah-ltlma lifted his lazy lids, and looked at him with an air of 
tranquil indifference. 

Prithee, trouble not thyself, most eminent ZM ’ ” he 
answered nonchalantly, — I will / nswer ^or my friend s 
aiscrUion I Thou dost mistake his temperament, — he is a 
budding poet, and utttrs many a disconnected thought Mhich 
hath no men rung save to his els'* fancy swarming brain, — he 
saw the fanatic Knosrftl die, and the [Picture hath impressed 
him for the moment- nolning more 1 I pledge my word for 
demurest prudtnct at the Service tonight — I would not have 
him absent lor the world, — ’twere p ty he should miss the 
splendour of a scene which doubtlc^ss hath been ad mrali'y 
contrived, by pnestly art and skill, to play upon the passions of 
the multitude Ttll me, good ZH, what is the name of the 
Stir (^ficitd Victim ? 

I he PiKSt ha^lu d a stran,i )v malevolent glance him 
* *l’is n< i to be divnlc^u'd ht replied curtly -** i he viiam ts 
no longer counted am m tlic ]i\inu,--sh^ h is one airtady 
dcpa’tc d— the na*ne he Son* aatli been cia if trom c- 
city registers and she wtais instead the prouder tktie if 
' Hnde of the Sun and JNi ^ua ’ Resirim ♦•hy cunosity 
until night hjth idjcti, it nuj be Ihit itiou, who lui-'t i 
widc" ac^jiiwuince among lair maddens, wdt ritogiHe lur 
count Liuiuc e ” 

** Nay, I tniet T know her not ” said Sxli It u a rank ^l^ — 
“For thou h all wc men die ^or int when ooveth u be. uty 
fadt s, still . m 1 loth to s e Iho ii piiish ci lh( i’- vi me ” 

*"Ytt m iny are (inmiicd ro pensh so’’ — r , uned the Pne^'t 
impissneK -“Men a^ well as women, - ind iKi'un]%s those 
who arc best h(lo\<^d of the gc^ds are t hos n hi^t to eUe. 
1 )l ith lb not d huuk, — but to Ini 'one tor hfe to lo-^e 

all >ivour, and love all clurm, — ihiS a bitterneco that comes 
with ye irs and cannot be consoled * 

Arnl retreating slowly towards the door, he paused as hf had 
previously done on the tlireshold. 

^‘Farewell, Sah-lilmaP he said, — “Beware that nothing 
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hinders tl ce from the fulfilment of thy promise ’ — and let thy 
homage to tl e Holy Maid be reverent at the parting of the 
Silver VeiP’» 

He waited, — but Sah Iftma made no ans^itr, — he therefore 
raised his stall and dcSi^ribtd a circle with it in the same 
solemn f sh on that h id d^stm inshcd his entrance, 

“By tie coming iuth of the Moon lint the ways of 
Darkness, — by tie shining of St?is, —by the Sleeping bun and 
the siUn t oi NiL,ht, — bv the All Seeing P}e of Rijilion and 
the 1 df)m of Na lya, nuty the p otet lion of the gods abide 
in this at use for ever • 

>\b he prcnounc^d thest words he noiselessly departed, 
will out any sikM ion vihatcvrr to Sih P fi i, who heaved a 
V h of ich f vs lei he had gf re, ml risin^ from las couc" 
came and | ’a< s d one hand dieetionatdy on 1 heo‘ s shoulder 
“ Ih 1 ) 1 h ytt <h IT comradt hu iminnuretl, — “ What 
moMS tj Muit I ith ai h ard unv\a^rantablc 

•> V fS \\h> vso i(M Ih 1 pr v lo be a servant of the 

C OSS \ n T i y r if thou hist tilcen a fancy for the 
(V nl kh sinl s uc^i (Im u c wt rt t o t so »-asli as to proclaim 
tl y ben ui nt to >on n jirine cd, lo( h i » ty /e\ who would 
not sm )ic to ji is n the km^ hit self u his \iait ty gave 
s if^mt It li < f m net * IJ ) t thou <!< sir^ lo b» Irughtway 

s am ? ly, f ^vni n >l h vt thee run tl us fmunislv into 

it t ou wilt be ot^cud the Silver Necti^li^ Nujdis, 

aiu] 1 ( i t\K 1 I 1 irUKts >’ ot my hier i hip wemhi avul lo 
i\c ihce *1 t ’ ’ 

1 lie b sii 1 vd r itht r sadly 

“And thus v\ uild ei d for ever my mi t kes and follies," — 
heaiswcicd s( ftl , -“And I should p ul\ ntt di ro\cr the 
sn ill }i dtkn ret of tIh gs — the little jiinok mis: lessed clue, 
that woal 1 mr iv 1 the mystery and nic 4 ing of Existence! 
lor (an it be thit tne majest r marvel jf ricatcd Natuie is 
purposeh as m its desiipi? — thit we are uoomed to think 
thoii-,hts wHPi can nettr be reali 7 ed -to*dream dreams that 
pensh in the dreaminc, ? — to build up he jies without founda- 
tion? — to call upon God when there is no God ? — to long for 
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Heaven when there is no Heaven ? — Ah no, Sah-lftma ! — 
surely we are not the mere fools and dupes of Time, — surely 
there is some Eternal Beyond which is not Annihilation,— 
some greater, vaster sphere of soul-development where we 
shall find all that we have missed qu earth ! '' 

Sah-l{lma's fav e clouded, and a sigh escaped him. 

“ 1 would my thoughts were similar to thine ! he said 
sorrowfully, — “ I would I could betieve in an immortal destiny, 
— but alas, my friend ! there is no shadow of ground lor such 
a ha}jpy faith, — none neither in sense, nor science, I have 
reflected on it many a time till 1 have wearied m\self with 
mouinful musing, and the end of all my meditation has been 
a useless protest n the Great Inevitable, — a clamour of 

disdain hurled at the huge, blind, indifTctent Force that 
poisons the deep sea of S[nce with an ever-jiroductive spawn 
of wasted Life ! Anon 1 have flouted my own despair, and 
have consoled inssoll with the old wise rnixiiu th it was found 
insenbed on the statue ol a smiling god some centuries ago — 
‘Enjoy your ines, ye pissing tribes ol men,- -take j)ii ftsure in 
folly, for thio IS tlie only wusdom that avaiL ! Happy is he 
whose days are Mled with the delight of love a. id Lux^hlcr, foi 
mere is nothing better found on earth, and iih'itsoeier ye do, 
whether wis«" or foohih, the sune End comes to all — L not 
tU’s true plnlo : 0 })hy, my Theos ? — what can a man do better 
than enjoy ? 

“Murli depemls on the particular form of enjoyment,” — 
responded Tht thoughtfully “ Some theie are, for exampte, 
who might find thtir great st sitisfjction m Iml jileasuies 
the table, — others in tin gratification of sen aial deirues and 
gross apjietiteb, — are these to be left to follow’ their owi^ 
devices, without any eflort being made to raise them from the 
brute-level where they he?” 

“ Why, in the name of all the gods, should thr^y be raised ? ” 
demanded Sah Iflina impatiently — “ If their choice is to grovel 
in mire, why ask th^m to dwell in a jialace ? — They would not 
appreciate the change ! ” 

“ Again,” went on Theos — there are others w ho are onl} 

S73 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF 


happy in the pursuit of wisdom, and the more they learn, the 
more they seek to know. One wonders, — one cannot help 
wondering — are then aspirations all in vain ? — and will the 
gra\e seal down their hopes for ever?" 

Sah-ltima piused a monij^nt before leplying. 

“It seeiiis so,” — he said at last slowly and hesitatingly, — 
**And herein I find the injustice ol tlie iDitttr,— bcciiise how- 
tver great may be the iinaginition and icrvour of a poet, for 
i^'stance, he never is able wholly to utter hib thoaglits. Half 
of them remun in eiiibryo, bke buds of flowers that never 
orne to bloom, —yU tlu v are lh*^re, binning m the brain and 
Seeming too vast of cone ‘ion to syllable themselves into 
the rorimon speech of nioilals’ I ) ave otlen marvelled wh> 
such ideal Uairsclves at all, as they can neither be 

written nor spoken unless and here nis 'oice sank mto 

a dnamy softness, “I nless nuleed the> aic to be received as 
hints. — foK sliadow ritTS ~ of t’^reiter vvorl s destined (or our 
n conn ii i» nent. — h^rtifur 

lit waa s h nt j rinnutc s space, and Iheos, waUhing him 
ftistlully, suddcnl> k< <i, 

“ Woulvlst thou be wilhng to live * ;aiii, Sih ifiraa, if such a 
thing < Ol Id be ^ '' 

“ bnend, I would r ithcr never die ” — responded the Laureate, 
lalf pl^^ful^^, inlf senoudv, - “ But — it 1 were certain that 
»le^th w IS no moie tlnn a wleej^ from wliuL 1 '=^ould as^^urcdly 
nwaken to another phi,e f cvisiencc, — I know well enout,h 
wh ;t I wemld d > ’ ” 

“Whit^” (jutstionuJ Tho)s, his heart bcgmnmg to beat 
with an ah lost msufiuable an\K‘y * 

“I wouM live a di(Li<-nt life now answerecl Sihlfima 
steadih, looking his companion full m the eyes as he spoke, 
w hile a grave smile shad jv ed rather than lu^litened hi'^ f^^atures 
“ 1 would begin at once,- o that when the new Future dawned 
for me, I might not be bauntf d or tortured by the reineinbranee 
of a misspent Past ’ For if we aie to Vhcvtf in any everlasting 
things at all, we cannot shut out the fatal everlastmgness of 
Memory ! ** 
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His word# sounded unlike himself, — ^his voice was as the 
voice of some reproving angel speaking, — ^and llieos, listening, 
ahuddered, he knew not Mhy, and held his peace 

‘‘Never to be able to forget continued Sah Idma in the 
same grave sweet tone, — “Never lo'-e sipht of one^s own 

bygone wilful sms, — this would be an immortal destiny too 
tt rrible to endure ^ For then, inexorable Retrospection would 
for e\er show us where we had mx>sed the way, and how we 
had failed to use the chances given us, — moreover, we might 
haply find ourselves sur»*ounded, ^ — and his acet rts giew slower 
and more emphatic, — “by strange phantoms of oui own <rtat- 
mg, who would act anew the drama of our obstinate pa^t 
follies, perplexini^^ us inereby into an anguish gi-^iier than 
mojta^ fancy can dipc^ I hu'», it wt ind eo po bcs‘-ed the 
positive for knowledjf the e^-crnal ugfneritu n of our mes, 
would be weM to ree <’em from all hindiauce to perf (tion 
here, — 1 1 re, w i I’c wi a c 11 c m i lou < f Time ind f) p ir 

tunity” He t 1 salj-tHn went on m his (ustonniy 

mmnti, ‘ bi i firtunUc^y »\e are not po u u, -n )t in is 
CL^tam, -n) I u( is so s tiblicNjrily dn n P ui tku some 
wistarrt be fourxd to (h'»]>ro\c it,— her < e it hij p 

ni) fiuho, a 1 i In tut s^sunud its wonted wnt e ooic 
Sion,- ‘ il ai men osl. i ( ii mon sen c » otluuxcd bv 
pnestly h}fKKrr\ and orcu’t necrom ntr — w ^ho 

perl aps in nai nnu nno t lent ot htarl an en d >iu ti 
bcht (. in a >u| r s I'ninuy .md thf ^iind’'y| i t-^sive 
Sublime Tide i1 o i of the IJn ver e bid who, di v vt xi ^ ran 1 { 

but ignobk ( int ind li ]>) u very where, ui it ntn ntlv 

tnrown bick on our own les >iirccs, -heni t it < >in^^ 1 '^ay, 
that we arc sd titd to accept our elvt s, each rnai m his ovmi 
personality, is the Bc\inmn^ and Knd ot I >i tcr^c, ard t<ji 
nnnxbtcr to tbit Abso^uU Self whuh after ^il con rns us 
xind which will conuaue to en^^i^c our best crvic until, — 
well * — until T1 istory can show us a perfectly Sel less h xample, 
which, if human nature remains consistent with Us own tradi* 
taons, Will assuredly never be * ” 

Ihis wai> almost more than Theos could btar, — there was i 
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tightening agony at his heart that made him long to cry out, to 
weep, or better still, to fiing himself on his knees and pray, — 
priy to that rar lemoved mild Presence, that selfless Fxample,” 
mho, he knew^ had hallowed and dignified the mor^d, and yet 
mho'^e Iloly and Bci >ved^ N rne, he, miserable sinner, was 
unworthy to even remember* IIis sufhnng al tlie moment 
was *'o intense that he fincied some reflection ot it mist be 
visible in Ins fict Sah I<i na, hovcver, apj>irent!> saw nothing, 
— he stepjied across the room, and out to the vine shaded 
lo 1 % where he tuned and beckoned his con pamcn to his 
bidt 

‘‘ Come ’ ” he pushing his tn.ir off I is bi^^ws with a 
lan^ui 1 gesture, — “ I he aiternoon onm ird, and the vciy 

heavens sctrn to sn oke with h it — let uc seek cooler air 
bcrtitn the shade of ^oidcr eypnsscs, whoK* il irk grtcii 
boughs ''hut out the i^hring sky Well talk of love and potsy 
and tcrukr ihu ^s till aiin t ,- I will n cite lt> thee a ballad of 
nun 1 Niprnta lov i,— lis called * An Id^ll of Roses,* — 
trd Jt wi 1 h J ten tli s hot ini heavy silence, mbtn even birds 
’ q>, ind Imittrf (s diowse in the billowed shelter of the 
arum hives { niv., wilt then? Ton ght pv^rcbance we shall 
mve h t e Mine f ir pie i t i oiSi ours t ’ 

As he sp )1 c, FiKos obedient y w<nt to v I’-ds him with the 
ia/ci sens in ms of one under the indueiu e of inesnitri ni, — 
tht in/zlti y i ({ md lununou:» eves of t!i( I lureat^ ex'^^r ised 
; liirn in in ks< iib ible, vet r istle^s auih irity,— in 1 it was 
c rtui th it v^iur v^r sih tnn h <1 <hc v'»y, ho v. ts hi und to 
fo'low as h nu hui cilly dcof ended tiom tin te race 

m*o tiie Tnkn, ind hi I c 1 i is ai i wkh ii that of h s coni- 
pin on, lu w b conse o is of a vi^ne ft ! ng of pi(v for lum tlf 
— thai he should hive dwudkd Mto su h a nonentity, 
when Sih IQrna was so f( n ivvn d a ce^ 1 iity;, — pUy too Oiat he 
should hdve SLiieiiow i( er been able to dcMse anything 
original in tbi Art of Poetry t 

Ihis last was evident, —for he knf*w dieady thii the Idyll 
of Roses’* Sd liinia purposed remm^ , could be no other th in 
what he had fxncied was Ats “Idyll of Roses” — a poem he 

375 



“ARDATH** 


had composed, or rather, had plagiarized in some mysterious 
fashion before he had even dreamt of the design of Nour- 
hilma^^ — However, he had become in part resigned to the 
peculiar position he occupied, — ^he was just a little sorry for 
himself, and that was all. Even as the parted spirit of a dead 
man might hover ruthfully above the grave of its perished 
HiOrtal body, so he compassionated his own forlorn estate, — 
and heaved a passing sigh of regret, not only for all he once had 
but also for all he could never ie! 


XVII 

TN THE TEMPLE OF NAGAyA 

T he hours wore on with stealthy rapidilv -'-but the two 
friends reclining together under a det j) branclu d canopy 
of cy])rei>s-boughs, {)a](i little or no heed to the flight of time. 
The lieat in tne garden was intense— the wj^n drv and 

brittle as though it had b^cn scorched b) passing flames, —and 
a singularly protound stillness reigntd eveT>i\hcre, there being 
no wind to stir the faintest rustle amonf the foliage. Lying 
lazily upon his back, with his arms cla«:p d above his liead, 
Theos looked dreamily up at the patches of blue sky seen 
between the dirki^reen gnailed stems, and listened to the 
measured c idt lu e of the laureate’s meilo\s voice as he recited 
with much tendciness iht promised poem. 

Of coiiise It was peifecJy familiar, — the lines were preci*Jely 
the same as tho'^e l^hKh he, Iheos, remembered to have 
written out, thinking them his own, in an old man .senpt book 
he had left at home “At homeH’ — Where was that? It 
must be a very long way off’ — lie half closed his eye^, — a 
sense of delightful drow sines'- was upon him, — the rise and 
fall of his mend’s rhythmic utterance soothed him into a 
languid j>e'ice, — the “Idyll of Roses” wis very sweet and 
musical, and thou.,h he knew it of old, he heard it now with 
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special satisfaction, inasmuch as, it being no longer his, he was 
at liberty lo bestow upon it that full measure of admiration 
which he felt it deserved ! 

Yet every now and then his thoughts wandered, — and though 
he anxiously strove to concentrate his attention on the lovely 
stanzas that nmt mured past his ears like the gentle sound of 
waves flowing bentath the mesmerism of the moon, his brain 
was in a continual state of fe’inent, and busied itself with all 
manner of vague suggestions to which he could give no name. 

A. great weariness weighed down his spirit, — a dim con 
scioiisness of the fiitihtv of all arnbuion and all endeavour, — 
he was haunted too by the sharp hiss cf L}si.i’s voice when 
she had said, — “A*/// Sah /uwa !'* — Her l(K)k, her attitude, 
her murderous srnile, troubled his niemor> ard made him ill 
at ease. — the thing she ha<l thus demanded at his hand:, 
seemed more monstrous than if she had bidden him lull 
himself! For there had [>een one moment, w’hen, mastered 
by her beauty and ttu* forre <»f his own passion, he would have 
killed himself had she lequested it, — but to kill ms adored; 
h)s beloved friend ' —all no 1 not for a Ihousand sorceress 
queens as fair she^ 

He drew a long breath, — an irresistible desire for rest came 
over him, — the air wa^ heavy and warm and fragrant, — his 
companion's dulcet accents served as a lullaby lo his tired 
mind, — it seemed a long time since he had enjoyed a pleasant 
sluml>er, for on the previous night he had not slept at all. 
Lowci and lower \lroopeu his odiiug lids, — he was almost 
beginmng to slij^ away slowly into a blissful unconsciousness, 
— when all at once Sahdfliiia ceased reciting, and a harsh 
bra/en clang of bells echoed thrcnigh the silence, stonnmg 
to and fro with a violent hurried uproar suggestive of some 
sudden alarm. He sprang to his feet, rubbing his eyes, — 
Sah-lOma rose also, a sb htly petulant expicssion on his face. 

‘*ranst thou do no belle* than sleep”- he queried com- 
plainmg!y, “ when thou art pnvileged to iisteja to an immortal 
poem ? ” 

Impulsively Theos caught his hand and pressed it fervently. 
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Nay, dost thou deem me so indifferent, roy noble friend ? ** 
he cried, — ‘^Thou art mistaken, for though perchance mine 
eyes were dosed, my ears were open ; — I heard thy every 
word, — I loved thy every line I What dost thou need of 
praise? — thou, who canst do naught but work which, being 
perfect, is beyond all criticism ! ” 

Sah-ldma smiled, well satisfied, and the little lines of 
threatening ill-humour vanished from his countenance. 

Enough ! ” he s.nid — I know that thou dost truly honour 
me above nil poets, and tliat thou wouldst not willingly offend. 
Hearest thou how' great a clamour the ringers of the Temple 
make to-night ? — *tis but the sunset chime, — yet one would 
think they were pealing forth an angry summons to b n tic.” 

“Already sunset!” exclaimed Theos, surprised, — “Why it 
seems scarce a minute since, that we came hither 1 ” 

“Aye! — such is the magic charm of poesy!” rejoined Sal> 
Ifima complacently, — “ It makes the hours flit like moments, 
and long days seem but short hours 1 — Nevertheless, *lis time 
we were within <ioors and at supper, — for if we start not soon 
for the Temple, ’twill be difficult to gain an entrance, and I, at 
any rate, must be early in my place beside the King.” 

He heaved a short impatient sigh, — and as he spoke, all 
Theos’s old rnisgiviiigs came rushing back upon him in full 
force, filling him with vague sorrow, uneasiness and fear. But 
he knew how useless it was to try and impart any of his inward 
forebodings to Sah-lQma, — Sah-Ifima, who had so lightly ex- 
plained Lysia’s treacherous condu< t to his own entire satisfac- 
tion, — Sah-lfima, on whom ncHlier the prophecies of KhosrCll 
nor the various disastK)us events of the day had taken any per- 
manent effect, — while no attempt could now be made to deter 
him from attending the Sacriiicial Service in the Temple, seeing 
he had been so positively commanded thither by Lysia, through 
the medium of the priest Zhl. 

Feeling bitterly his own incompetency to exercise any protec- 
tive influence on the fate of his companion, Theos said nothing 
but silently followed him, as he thrust aside the drooping 
cypress boughs and made his way out to more open ground, 
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♦ s l)the graceful figure looking even more brilliant and phantom- 
fike than ever, contrasted with the deep green gloom spread 
about him by the hoary moss-covered liees that were as twisted 
and grotesque in shape as a group of fetich idols. As he bent 
back the last branchy barrier however, and stepped into the full 
light, he stopped short, — and uttenng a loud exclamation, lifted 
his hand and pointed westward, his daik eyes dilating with 
amazement and awe. 

Iheos at once came siviftly up beside him, and looked where 
he looked, — wl.at a scene of terrific splei dour he beheld! — 
Right across the horizon, that glistened \Mth a pale giecn hue 
like newly-frozen water, a Cloud, black as the blac kest midnight, 
1 y heavy and motionless, in form resembling an enormous leaf, 
fringed at the edges with tremulous lines of gold 

*^1 ms nebulous mass was absolutely stirless, — it appeared as 
though it had been thrown, a ponderous weight, into the vault 
of heaven, and having fallen, there purposed to remain. Ever 
and anon Loamy threads of lightning played through it luridly, 
veining it with long arrowy flashes of orange and silver, — while, 
poi^ved immediately gbove it, was the Sun, looking like a dull 
scarlet st al, a liall of dim fire destitute of rays. 

On all sides the sky was crossed by wavy Hecks of pearl and 
sudden glimpses as of burning topaz,- and dov n towards the 
earth droo})c<l a thin azuie fog, — a filmy cuitain, through which 
le landscape took the strangest tints and une.irthly flushes ot 
colour. A moment,— and the spectral Sun drr^]>ped suddenly 
into the lower darknes , leaving behind it a gla^c of gold and 
green, —lowt ring purple shadows crept across the heavens, 
darkening them as smoke darkens flame, — but the huge 
Cloud, palpitating with lightning, moved not at all nor 
changed its shape by so much as a hair's breadtli, — it appeared 
like a vast pall spread out in readiness fo^ the solemn state- 
burial of the world. 

Fascinated by tlie aspect of the weird sky-phenomenon, 1 heos 
was at the s.^’me time curiously impressed by a sense of its 
unreality^ — indeed, he found himself considering it with the 
calm attentiveness of one who is brought face to face with a 
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remarkable picture effectively painted This peculiar sensation ^ 
however, was, like many others of his experience, very transitory, 
— it passed, and he watched the lightnings come and go with a 
certain hesitating fear mingled with wonder, Sah-lflma was the 
first to speak. 

“ Storm a* last 1 — he said, forcing a smile, though his face 
was unusually pale, — “ It has threatened us all day, — 'twill 
break before the night is over, ilow sullenly yonder heavens 
frown I— they have quenched the sun in their sable darkness as 
though he were a beaten foe ! This will seem an ill sign to 
those who worship him as a god, — for truly he doth appear to 
have withdrawn himself in haste and anger. By my soul * — 'Tis 
a dull and ominous eve 1 '' and a slight s»hu(idei ran through his 
delicate frame, as he turned towards the white pillared loggia 
garlanded with its climbing vines, roses, and passion-flowers, 
through which there now floated a dim, golden, siiflused radiance 
reflected from lamps lit within, — would the night w'eie past, 
and that the new day had come I " 

With these words, he entered the house, Theos^accompany- 
ing him, and together they went at once to the banqueting hall 
There they supped royally, served by silent and attentive slaves, 
— they themselves, feeling mutually depressed, yet apparently 
not wishing to communicate their depression one to the other, 
conversed but little. After the repast was finished, thc> set 
forth on foot to the Temple, Sah-lfima informing his companion 
as they went, that it was against the law to use any chariot or 
other sort of conveyance to go to the place of worship, the King 
himself being obliged to dispense with his sumptuous car on 
such occasions, and t6 walk thither as unostentatiously as any 
one of his poorest subjects. 

“ An excellent rule ! " — observed Theos reflectively — For 
the pomp and glitter of an eaithly potentate’s display, assorts 
ill with the homage he intends to offer to the Immortals, and 
Kings are no more than commoners in the sight of an all- 
supreme Divinity;” 

True, if there an all-supreme Divinity I ” rejoined Sah- 
Ifima drily, — But in the present state of well-founded doubt 
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regarding the existence of any such omnipotent personage, 
thinkest thou there is a monarch living, who is sincerely willing 
to admit the possibility of any power superior to himself? Not 
Zephoranirn, believe me ! — his enforced humility on all occa- 
sions of public religious observance, serves him merely as a 
new channel wherein to proclaim his pride. Certes, in obedi- 
ence to the Priests, or rather, let us say, in obedience to the 
High Priestess, he paces the common foot-path in company 
with the common folk, uncrowned and simply clad, — but what 
avails this affc* tation of meekness ? All know him for the 
King, — all make service way for him, — all flatter him! — and 
his progress to the Temple resembles as much a triumphal pro- 
cession as though he weie mounted in his chariot and returning 
from some wondrous vu.tory, besides, humility m my opinion 
is more a weakness than a virtue, — and even granting it were 
a virtue, it is not possible to Kings, — not as long^as people 
continue to fawn on royalty like grovelling curs, and lick the 
scefitred hand that often loathes their abject touch ! ** 

He spoke with a certain bitterness and impatience, as though 
he were suffering fr^rn some inward nervous irritation, and 
Theos obscr\ing this, prudently m.^de no attem])t to continue 
the conversation. They were just then passing down a narrow, 
rather dark street, lined on both sides by lofty buildings of 
quaint and elaborate architecture. Long gloomy shadows had 
gathered in this particular spot, where for a short space the 
silence was so intense tiuu one could almost hear one's own 
heart beat. Suddenly a yellowish-green ray of light flashed 
across the pavement and lol — the upper rim of the moon 
peered above the hoii;.etops, looking strangely large and rosily 
brilliant, — the air seemed all at once to grow sulfocating and 
sulphureous, — and between-whiles there came the faint plashing 
sound of water lapping against stone with a monotonous murmui 
as of continuous soft whispers. 

The vast silence, the vast night, were full of a solemn 
weirdness,— the moon, curiously magnified to twice her ordinary 
ji/e, soared higher and higher, firing the lofty solitudes of 
heaven with long shooting radiations of rose and green, while 
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still in the purple hollow of the horizon lay that immense> Inb 
movable Cloud, nerved as it were with living lightning which 
leaped incessantly from its centre like a thouband swords drawn 
and redrawn from as many scabbards. 

Presently the deep booming noise of a great bell smote 
heavily on the stillness, — a sound that Theos, oppiessed by 
the weight of unutterable forebodings, welcomed a vague 
sense of relief, while Sah liima, lu aring it, quickened his pace. 
They soon reached the end <)f the street, whirh terminated in 
a spacious quadrangular couit guarded on all sides by gigantic 
black statues, and quickly crossing this pLice, which was 
entirely deserted, they came out at once into a daz^hnsr bla7.e 
of light, — the Temple of Nagiya in all its stattly rn ignifirence 
towered above them, a stupendous pile of marvellously delicate 
architecture so fine as to seem like lace- work ratiier than 
stone. 

It was lit up from base to summit with glittering lamps of 
all colours, — the twelve revolvin r stars on its tw^dve tall turrets 
cast forth wide beams of jienetrating radiance in«t) the deepen- 
ing darkness of the night, — aloft in its topmost crown of 
pinnacles swung the piaycr-commai ding bell, — while the 
enormous crowds swarming thick about it gave it the appear 
ance of a brilliant Pharos set in the midst of a surging sea. 
The «;teps leading up to it were strewn ankle-deep with dowers, 
— the do<'»rs stood open, — and a thundeious hum of solemn 
music vibrated * » wave-like pulsations throng) i the heavy, 
heated air. 

Half blinded by the extreme effulgence, and confused by 
the jostling to and flo of a multitude immeasurably greatei 
than any he had ever seen or imagined, Theos in :)tincliveiy 
stretched out his hand in the helpless fashion of one not 
knowing whither pexi to turn, — Saii-lhina immediately caught 
it in his own, and humed him along without saying a word. 

How they managed to glide thiough the close ranks of 
pu<?hing, pressing people and effect an entrance he never knew, 
— but when he recovered from his momentary dazed bewilder- 
ment, he found himself inside the Temple, standing near a 
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pillar of finely fiuted white marble that shot up like the stem ot 
a palm tree and lost its final point in the dim yet sparkling 
splendour of the immense dome above Lights twinkled 
evtr} where, — there was the odour of faint perfumes mingled 
with the fresher fragrance of flowers, — ^there were distant 
glimpses of jewelled shrines, and the kenng faces of grotesque 
idols clothed in drap* ries of amber, purple and green, — and 
between the multitudinous coKimns that ringed the superb 
fane with snowy (ircles one within the other, hang glittering 
lamps set with rare gems and swinging by long chains of^ 
gold 

Bui the crowning splendour of the whole was * oncentrated 
on the place of the secret Inner Shrine There an Arch of 
pale blue Urt spanned the dome from left to right, — thcic, 
from huge bron/e vessels mounted on tall tnpods the smeke of 
burning incense arose m thick and oaorous clouds, — there 
childn-n clad in while, and wearing garlands of ViV id scarlet 
blossoms, stood about in iPtle j:,roujrs as still as exquisitely 
modtNd St It ettes their small hands folded, and their e)es 
downcist — there, steps were strewn with branches of palm, 

flowr nng o e inJer, r<»se haves and ohvc sprays, — but the Sanc- 
tuary jtself was not vnsible 

Before thn Holy of Holies hung the daz/ling folds of the 
‘ Silver Veil a curtain of the most wonde^fuMy woven silver 
tissue, thit, sttn in the flashing azure light of the luminous 
arch abou it rcsembVd nothing so much as a sudOcnly frozen 
sheet of ioim. Across it emblazoned in lirge characters 

I AM THE PAST, THE PRESENT, THE FTTIURE, 

TUI MIOHT HA\E AND THE SHATLNOIBE, 

IHE rVFR, AND THE NEVtR, 

NO MORIAL KNOWEIII MY NAME 

As ITaeos with some difficulty, owing tci the intense brilli- 
ancy of the Veil, managed to decipher these words, he heard a 
lolitary trumpet sounded,— a clear blown fiote that echoed 
Itself many times among the lofty arches before it finally 
floated into silence. Recognising this as an evident signal for 
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some new and important phase in the proceedings, he turn«J 
his eyes away from the place of the Shrine, and looking round 
the building, was surprised to see how completely the vast area 
was filled with crowds upon crowds of silent and expectant 
people. It seemed as though not the smallest wedge could 
have been inserted between the shoulders of one man and 
another, yet v^ here he stood with Sah-hima there was plenty of 
room. I'he reason of this however was soon apparent, — they 
were in the place reserved for the King and the immediate 
officers of the Royal Household, — and scarcely had the sweet 
vibration of that clear trumpet-blast died away, wdien Zejihor- 
anim himself aj'peared walking slowly and majestically m the 
midst of a select company of his nobles and courtiers. 

He wore the simple white garb of an ordinary citizen of 
Al-Kyns, to<^ether lAith a silver belt and plain-sheathed dagger, 
— not a |e\Ncl relieved the classic severity of his costume, and 
not even the merest fillet of gold in his rough dark hair 
denoted his toyal rank. But the pnde of precedence spoke m 
his flashing e)es, — the arrogance of authority^ m the self- 
conscious poise of his figure and haughtine')S of his step, — his 
brows were knitted m something of a frown, and his face 
looked jiale and 'hghtly careworn. He spied out Sah-lfima at 
once and smiled kindly, — there was not a trace of coldness in 
his manner to\\ard’5 his favoured minstrel, and Theos noted 
this with a curious -»ense of sudden consolanon and encourage- 
ment. “ Why should 1 have feared Zepbor^nim ? he thought, 
**Sah-lUina his no greater iriend,- except m)self! The King 
w'ould be the last person m the world to do him any 
injury I ” 

Just then a magnificent burst of triumphal music rolled 
through the Temple,-— the music of some mighty instrument, 
organ-hke in sound, but several tones deeper than the grandest 
organ ever made, mingled with children's voices singing. 
The King seated himself on a cushioned chair directly in 
front of the Silver Veil, — Sah-lfima took a place at his right 
hand, giving Theos a low bench close beside him, while 
the various distinguished personages who had attended Zephor- 
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iuim, disposed themselves indifferently wherever they could 
find standing-room, only keeping as near to their monarch 
as they were able to do in the extreme pressure of so vast a 
congregation. 

For now every available inch of space was occupied, — as far 
as eye rould see there were rows upon rows of men and white- 
veiled women, — 'Flicos imagined there must have been more 
t \u\n five thousand people present On went the huge pulsa- 
tions of meiody, surging through the incense-laden air like 
wa\es thudding incessantly on a rocky shore, and presently out 
of a side archway near tlie San< tuary-steps came with slow and 
gliding noise lessness a band of pnests, walking two by two, and 
carrying branches of palm. These were all clad in purple and 
crowned with ivy-wreatbs. — they marched sedately, keeping 
their eyes lowered, while their lips moved constantly, as 
though they muttered inaudible incantations. Waving their 
palm boughs to and fro, they paced along past the King and 
do All the centre ai'^ie of the 'Feraple, — then turning, they came 
hack again to the lowest step of the Shrine, and there they all 
proalrated themseh<^, while the children stood near the in- 
cen e-buiners, flun^ fresh pei fumes on the glowing embers and 
chanted the following lecitative : — 

** O \agdya^ everlasting and terrible! 

Thou who dost ivuid thy coils of ici^dom into the heart ! 
Thoiiy who^e c\es^ waking and sleeping^ do behold all things ! 
Thou who art the joy of the Sun and the Master of Virgins/ 
Hear us, we beseech thee^ when we call upon thy name ! 

Their young treble voices were clear and piercing, and 
pealed up to the dome to fall again like the drops of distinct 
round melody from a lark^s singing throat, — and when they 
ceased there came a short impressive pausr. The Silver Veil 
quivered ftom end to end as though swsayed by a faint wind, 
and the flam mg Arch above, turnea from pale blue to a strange 
shimmering green. Then, in mellow unison, the kneeling 
priests intoned: — 
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•• O ihau wh 0 givest words of power to th4 dumb mouth of the 
soul in Hades ; hear us, Nagdya ! 

O thou who openest the grave and givest peace to the heart; 
plead for us, Nagdya / 

O thou who art companion of the Sun and controller of the 
East and of the West ; comfort us, Nagdya ! ” 

Here they ended, and the chirdren began again, not to chant 
but to sing, — a strange and tiistful tune, wilder than any that 
vagrant winds could play on the strings of an teolian lyre. 

** O Virgin of Virgins, Holy Maid, to what shall we resemble 
thee ? 

Chaste Daughter of the Sun, how shall we praise thy peerless 
beauty I 

Thou art the Gate of ike House of Stars ! — thou art the first 
of the Seven Jewels of Nagdya ! 

Thou dost svield the sceptre of ebo7iy, and the Eye of Rdphon 
beholds thee with love and C07ite7itment ! 

Thou art the Chiejest of Women^ — thou hast the *sccrets of earth 
and heaven, thou knowest the datk mysteries ! 

Hail Lysia ! Queen of the Hall of fudgmeeitl 

Hail, pyre Dead in the Sea of the Stt?i s glory ! 

Declare tento us, we beseech thee, the Will of Nagdya I ** 

They closed this canticle softly and slowly, — then flinging 
themselves prone, they pressed their faces to the earih, — and 
again the glittering Veil waved to and fro suggestively, while 
Theos, his heart beating fast, watched its sinning woof with 
straining eyes and a sense of suffocation in his throat, —what 
ignorant fools, what mad barbarians, what blind b1asi)hemers 
were these people, he indignantly thought, who could thus 
patiently hear the praise of an evil woman like Lysia publicly 
proclaimed with almost divine honours ! 

Did they actually intend to worship her he wondered? If 
so, he at any rate,* would never bend the knee to one so vile ! 
He might have done so once, perhaps, — but now I At that 
instant a fiute-like murmur of melody crept upward as it 
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seemed from the ground, with a plaintive whispering sweetness 
like the lament of some exiled fairy, — so exquisitely tender and 
pathetic, and yet withal so heart-stirring and passionate, that 
despite himself, he listened with a strange, swooning sense of 
languor stealing insidiously over him, — a dreamy lassitude, 
that, while it made bun feel enervated and depmed of strength, 
still not altogetlier unpieasing, — a faint sigh escaped his 
lips, — and he ktpt his ga^e fixed on the bilver Veil as perti- 
narioiisly as though behind it lay the mystery of his soul's rum 
O! sahation. 

How the light flashed on its shimmering folds like the 
nppiuig phosphorescence on southern seas < — green and 
clear and brilliant as ra}S reflected fiom thousands and thou- 
sinds of glistening emeralds! And that haunting, sorrowful 
wend music ^ — How it seemed to eat into his heart and there 
wikcn a bitter remorse combined with an equally bitter 
dospan 1 

Once more the Veil mo\ed, and this lime it appeared to 
inflate itself m tlie fisiiion of a sail caught by a sudden breeze, 
- then It began to ^lait la the middle ve*y slowly and without 
sound, further and lurt^ back on each side it gradually 
receded, and,- like a lily disclosed between unfolding leaves, — ■ 
a Figure, while, wonderful and angelically fur, shone out, the 
centre jewel of the stately shrine, — a shrine whose immense 
car\en pillars, giote‘'que idols, bronze and gold ornaments, 
jewelled lamps and dazzling embroidenes, only served as a 
sort of neutral tinted background to intensify with a more 
lustrous charm the statuesque lo eliness revealed' O Lysia, 
w«Yirgmed Priestess of the bun ai.i Nagaya, how gloriously art 
thou arrayed m sin ' — O singular Sweetness whose end must 
needs be destruction, was ever woman fairer than thou ! — O 
love, love, lost in the dead Long-Ago, and di owned in the 
uttermost darkness of things evil, wilt ih( u drag iny soul with 
thee again into evci lasting night! 

Thus Thtos inwardly raved, with<iut any jt:al comprehension 
jf his own thoughts, but only stricken anew by a feverish 
passion of mingled love and hatred as he stared on the 
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uritching sorceress whose marvellous beauty was such wonder 
and torture to his eyes, — what mattered it to him that King, 
Laureate, and people had all prostrated themselves before her 
in reverent humility ? — he knew her nature, — he had fathomed 
her inborn wickedness, — and though his senses were attracted 
by her, his spirit loathingly repelled her, — he therefore remained 
seated stiffly upright, watching her with a sort of passive, im- 
movable intentness. As she now ai)peared before him, her 
loveliness was absolutely and ideally perfect,— she looked the 
embodiment of all grace,- the model of all chastity. 

She stood quite still, — her hands folded on her breast, — her 
head slightly lifted, her dark eyes upturned, — her unbound 
black hair streamed over her shoulders in loose glossy waves, 
and above her brows her diadem of serpents* heads sparkled 
like a corona of flame. Her robe was white, made of some 
silky shining stuff that glistened with soft pearly hues,- -it was 
gathered about her waist by a twisted golden girdle. Her arms 
were baie, decked as before with the small jewelled snakes 
that coiled upwards from wrist to shoulder, — and when after a 
brief pau^se she unfolded her hands and raised them with a 
slow, majestic movement above her head, the great Symbolic 
Eye flared from hjr bosom like a darting coal, seeming to turn 
sinister glances on all sides as though on the search for some 
suspected foe. 

Fortunately, no one appealed to notice Theos's deliberate 
non observance of the homage due to her, — no one (‘xcept, — 
L) sia herself. She met the open defiance, scorn and reluctant 
admiration of his glance, — and a cold smile dawned on her 
features, — a smile more dreadful in its very sweetness than any 
frown, — then, turning away her beaiUifu], fathomless, slumbrous 
eyes, and still keeping hei arms ^aisod, she Idt.d up her voice, 
a voice mtliow as a golden flute, that jiierctd the silence with 
a straight arrow of pure sound, and chanted, — 

Give glory // the Sun^ O ye people f for his Light doth 
illumine your darkness 

And the murmur of the mighty crowd surged back in answer: 
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lV^ give him glory I ^ 

Here came a brief clash of brazen bells, and when the 
clamour ceased Lysia continued : — 

“ Gite glory to the Afoon^ O ye people! --‘for she is the servant 
of the Sun and the Ruler of the House of Sleep!** 

Again the p^^ople responded, — 

“ We give her glory!** — and again the bells jangled tem- 
pestuously. 

Give glory to Nagaya^ O ye people! for he alone can turn 
aside the wrath of the Immortals! ** 

“ We give him glory!** — rejoined the multitude, — and, “ We 
give him glory / ” seemed to be shouted high among the arches 
of the Temple with a sliange sound as of the mocking laughter 
of devils 

This preliminary over, there came out of unseen doors on 
both sides of the Sanctuary twenty priests in companies of ten 
each, — ten advancing from the left, ten from the right. These 
were clad in flowing garments ot carnation coloured silk, heavily 
bordered with gold, — and the leader of the right-hand group 
was the Piiest Z^L His demeanour was austeie and dignified, 
— he cairitd a S(]uare cushion covered in black, on which lay a 
long thin cruel-looking knife with a jewelled hilt. The chief 
of the ])riests who stood on the left, bore a very tall and mas- 
sive Staff of polished ebony, which he solemnly presented to 
the High Piiestess, who giasped it firmly in one slight hand 
and allowed its end to rest steadily on the ground, while its 
uppermost point reached far above her head. 

Then followed the strangest, weirdest scene that ever the 
pen of poet or brush of painter dt vised, — a maich round and 
round the Temple of all the priests, bearing lighted flambeaux 
and singing in chorus a wild Litany. — a confused medley of 
supplications to the Sun and Nagaya, which,* accompanied as 
it was by the discordant beating of drums and the clanging of 
bells, had an evidently powerful effect on the minds of the 
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assembled populace^ for presently they also joined in the mad- 
dening chant, and growing more and more possessed by the 
contagious fever of fanaticism, began to howl and shriek and 
dap their hands furiously, creating a frightful din suggestive of 
some fiendish clamour in hell 

Theos, half deafened by the ' horrible uproar, as well as 
roused to an abnormal pitch of restless excitement, looked 
round to see how Sah-lfiraa’ comported himself. He was sit- 
ting quite still, in a peifectly com{)osed attitude, — a faint 
derisive smile played on his lips, — his profile, as it just then 
appeared, had the firmness, and the pure soft outline of a deli- 
cately finished c.ameo, — his splendid eyes now darkened, now 
lightened with passion, as he gazed at Lysia, who, all alone in 
the centre of the Shrine, held her ebony Staff as perpendicu- 
larly erect, as though it were a tree rooted fathoms deep in 
earth, keeping herself too as motionless as a figure of frozen 
snow. 

And the King? — what of him? Glancing at that bronze- 
like brooding countenance, Theos w^as startled afTd at the same 
time half fascinated by its expression. Such a mixture of 
tigerish tenderness, servile idolatry, intemjicrate desire and 
craven fear, he had never seen delineated on the face of any 
human being. In the black thirsty eyes there was a look that 
spoke volumes, — a look tliat betrayed what the heart con- 
cealed, — and reading that featured emblazonment of hidden 
guilt, Theos kiiew beyond all doubt, that the rumours concern- 
ing the High Priestess and the King were true, — that the dead 
Khosrfil had spoken rightly, — that Zephoraniiu loved Lysia ! 
Ix>ve ? — it seemed too tame a word for the pent-up fury of 
passion that visibly and violently consumed the man I Wiiat 
would be the result ? — 

W^en the High Prir.stest 
Is ike Hingi vmCrcss 
Then fall Al-KyHs / " 

These foolish doggerel lines ! — why did they suggest them- 
selves ? — tliey meant nothing. The question did not concern 
Al-Kyris at all, — let the city stand or fall as it list, who cared, 
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80 long as Sah>]^ima escaped injury ! Such, at least, was the 
lenor of Theos's thoughts, as he rapidly began to calculate 
certain contingencies that now seemed likely to occur. If, for 
instance, the King were made aware of vSahddma’s intrigue 
with Lysia, would not his rage and jealousy exceed all bounds ? 
— and if, on the other hand, Sah-ldma were convinced of the 
King^s passion for the same fatally fair traitress, would not his 
wrath and injured self-love overbear all loyalty and prudence ? 

And between the two powerful rivals who thus by stealth 
enjoyed her capricious favours, what would Lysia’s own de- 
ci .ion be? — Like a loud hissing in his ears, he heard again the 
murderous command, — a command w''hich was half a menace, 
“ Kill Sah hhmi ! 

Faint shudders as of icy cold ran through him, — he nerved 
himself to meet some deadly evil, thougli he could not guess 
what that evil might be, — he was wnlling to throw av^y all the 
past that haunted him, and cut off all ho{)e of a future, pro- 
vided he could only baffle the snares of the pitiless beauty 
to whom the torture of men was an evident joy, and rescue 
his beloved and gdted friend from her perilous attraction ! 
Making a strong eflort to master tne inw'ard conflict of fear 
and pain that tormented him, he turned his attention anew to 
the gorgeous ceiemony that w'as going on, — the march of the 
piicsts had come to an abrupt end. The} stood now on each 
side of tlie Shnne, divided in groups of equal numbers, tossing 
their flambeinix around and above them to the measured ring- 
ing of bells. At every upward wave of these flaring torches, 
a tongue of fire leaj^ed aloft, to iii'>tantly b.reak and descend 
in a spaikling shower of gold,— the effect of this w'..s w’onderful 
in the extreme, as by the dexterous way in which the flames 
were flung forth, it appeared to the spectator’s eyes, as though 
a luminous Snake were twiv,ting and coiling itself to and fro in 
mid ail. 

All loud music ceased, —the multitude calmed down by 
degrees, and left off their delirious cries of Trenzy or rapture, 
■ — there was nothing heard but a monotonous chanting in 
undertone, of which not a syllable was distinctly intelligible. 



«ARDATH- 


Then from out a dark portal, unperceived in the shadowed 
gloom of a curtained niche, there advanced a procession of 
young girls, — fifty in all, clad in pure white and closely veiled 

7'hey earned small citherns, and arriving in front of the 
shnne, they knelt down in a semicircle, and very gently began 
to strike the short responsive strings The murmur of a lazy 
nvulet among whisi>ering reecs, — the sighing suggestions of 
lea\es ready to fall in autumn, — the little, low, unguid tnll 
mg of nightingales just learning to sing, — any or all of these 
might be said to resemble the dulcet melody thty j la\ed, — 
while every delicate arpeggio, every rippling chord, was muflled 
with a soft pressure of their hands ere the sound had time to 
become vehement Ihis elf like harping continued for a short 
interval, during which the priests, gathering in a img round a 
huge bronre io it shaped vessel hard by, dipped their flambeaux 
therein and suddenly extinguishtd them 

At the same moment the lights in the body of the Temple 
were all lowered, — only the Arch spanning the Shrint bh/ed 
m undmimished biilhancy, its green tint a]f^cann«, more 
ntense in contrast with the suirounding deejkiiing shadow 
And now w ih a harsh cl ng ng noise as of thi turning ot 
heavy bolts and keys, the back of the Sinctuarv pirtcd 
asunder in the fashion of a revolving double doorw i},— ind 
a goldt 1 grating vms disclobed it^ strong glistcnin^ lurs weldul 
together like knotted ropf> and wrought w th inai\( ilous finish 
and solidity lurning towards this s mblintt of a ] ri^-on cell, 
Lysia spoke aloud, — her clear tones floating with mclhfluous 
slowness above the half hushed quivenngs of the eitturn 
quire 

“ Can've forth O Nagaya^ thou who didst slumhr in the to om 
of Space ere eitr the 7uoild was maac! 

“ Lome forth, O Kagay i, thou who didU behold the Sun bom 
out of Chaos, and the Earth enruhed with ei er produchz e Life ! 

“ Come forth, O Nagaya, Ertend of the gods and the people, 
and Lomfort us with the Diiine Silence of thy Wisdom supernal I** 

While she pronounced these words, the golden grating 
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ascended gradually inch by inch, with a steady clank as of 
the upward winding of a chain, — and when she ceased, there 
came a mystenous, rustling, slippery sound, suggestive of some 
creeping thing forcing its wa> through wet and tangled grass, 
or over dead leaves, — one instant more, and a huge Serpent, 
— a species of python, — ^^iided through the round aperture 
made by the lifted bars, and wnthrd itself slowly along the 
marble pavement straight to where Lysia stood 

Once It stopped, curving back its glistening body in a strange 
looij as though in readiness to spring,— but it soon resumed its 
course, and arrived at the fligh Priestess’s feit. Ihere, its 
whole frame trembled and glowed with extraordinary radiance, 
— the pi t\ ailing colour of its skin was creamy white, marked 
with countless rings and scaly br ght spots of silver, purple, and 
a peculiarly livid blue, — and all these tints came into brilliant 
prominence, as it couched before 1 ysia and twuted Its sinuous 
neck to and fro with an evidently fawning and supplicatory 
gesture, — vKile she keeping her sombre dark eyes lived full 
upon it, moved not an inch from her position, but majestically 
serene, continued lo^ hold the tall staff of ebony straight and 
erect IS a gi owing pum 

1 he cithern pi aMiig had ow the soothing softness of a 
mother s lullaby to a tired child, and as tl e lujuid notes 
cjuivcred d licittlv on the otherwise deep stillne s, the for 
inidable rcjitile began l > roil itself ascendin^ly round and 
round the tbony rod, — higher and higher, — one glisten ng ring 
after another, — higher still, till its eyes were on a level with the 
“ Lye of R^phon ” that flamed n Lysia s breast, — there it 
paused in apparent it fleet ivencss, and seamed to listen to the 
slumbrous strains that floated tow aids it in wind like breaths of 
sound, — then, starting afrt sh on its upward wav, it carefully 
and with almost human tenderness, avoided touching Lysia’s 
hand, which now rested on the staff bctwcc i two thick twists 
of Its body, — and Anally il reachec^ die top, where fully raising 
Its crested head, it displayed the prismatic? tints of Us soft, 
restless, wavy throat, which was adorned furthermore by a 
flexible circlet of magnificent diamonds, 
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Nothing more stnking or more singular could Theos imagine 
than the scene now before him — the beautiful woman, still as 
sculptured marble, and the palpitating Snake coiled on that 
mast like rod and uplifted above her, — whi't ound the twain 
knell the Pnests, their faces co\ertd m thur robes, and from 
all paits of the lernple the loud sh6ut aro'^e ; 

Ai L HAii, N ^gXya ’ ” 

“ Praise^ Honour^ and Gloty he unto tJiee for tier and a^cr ! ” 

Then it was that the proud King flung himself to earth and 
kissed the dust in abject siibniis«:ion, - then Sah Imna carelessly 
compUi^int, bf Pt the knee and smiled to hirnseT mockingly as 
he performed t le a( I of veneration, — then the enormous multi 
tude, with chsped hands and beseeching lo )ks, fell down and 
worship ]>ed the glittering beast of the field, whose shining, 
emeiakl like, curiously Sxd ejes lOved hither and thither with a 
daiting yet mebndioiy eagerness ove^'aH the people who eilhd 
It Lord ’ 

To Iheos*' imagination it looked a creature ntore soiiowful 
than fune a poor, cbamicd brute, that^ while n( tlccl m the 
drowov wc^oL of its mutress Lysias ma^iutie sj ell, seemed as 
tliou^h It dimly wondered why it should thus be raised aloft 
for the idoiation of infatuated humankind Its brilhint crest 
quivered and emitted little xrrowy seintillatiops of lustie, — the 
“god” was ill at t j c in the raid^t of all his spkmlour, and two 
or three times bent bick his gleunir g neck as tiiough dc sirous 
of descending to tht level f round 

But whe n the^c 1 mts of rebehion declared themselves m the 
tremors running through the scaly twists of his body, I ysii 
looked uj)y — and it ouce, compelled as it were by involuntary 
attraction, “Nagaya the Divine'’ looked down llie strange, 
subtle, mesmeric sjeepy tyes of the woman met the glittering 
green mouruul eves of the snake, — and thus the two beautiful 
creatures regarded tarh other steadfastly and with an ap| irent 
vague sympathy, <ill the “deity,” evidently overcome by a 
Strom er will than his own, and resigning himself to the in 
evitable, twisted his radiant head baek again to the top of 
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the ebony stafli and again surveyed the kneehng crowds of 
worshippers. 

Presently his glistening jaws opened, — his darted 

forth vibratingly, — and he gave vtnt to a low his<;ing sounds 
erecting and depressing his crest with extraordinary rapidity, so 
that it flashed like an aigrette of rare gems. Then, with slow 
and solemn step, the Priest ZH achanced to the front of the 
Shrine, and spreading out his Lands in the manr*cr of one 
pronouncing a benediction, said loudly and with tmplIa^ls ; — 

Nag&ya the DtviTU doth hear the prayers of his people I 

“ Nagaya the Supreme doth accept the offered SacriJ re / 

•‘Brimg forth the Viciim!'* 

The last words were spoken with stem authoritativeness, and 
scarcely had they been uttered when the greit entrance d<v>rsof 
the Temple flew open, and a procession of children appvared, 
strewing flowers and singing, 

“ O happy Bride^ we hung thee unto joy and peace ! 

“ To thee a'^t opened the Pakmes of the Atr, 

The beautiful sihnt Paluus whre the bright ^tan r//,'— 

“ O happy Bride of Nag^\ a ! how fatr a fate is th^ I 

Pausing, they flung wreaths and garlands among the people, 
and continm d — 

** O happy Bride f for ^ee are past all S'^r'* iv aii ^ 

** Thou shalt ?imt knoa) ^harnty or pain or g i j jr the 
weariness of tears ; ~ 

""lor thee no husband shall pt rve filsey no childitn prove 
ungrateful , — 

** O happy Bride of Nagdyal how glad a fate is thine! 

** O happy Bride / when thou art wedded to the I a .ajui god^ 
the god of Rest y — 

** Thou shalt forget all trouble a*id dwell among sweet dreams 
for ei^cr I , 

“ 2 hou art the blessed oncy chosen for the love-embraces of Nagdyat 

^ O happy Bride / — how glorious a fate is thine / 
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Thus they sang in the soft, strange vowel-language of AI- 
Kyris, and tripped along with that innocent, unthinking gaiety 
usual to such young creatures, up the centre aisle towards the 
Sanctuary. They were followed hy four priests in scarlet 
robes and closely masked, — and walking steadfastly between 
these, came a slim girl rlad in white, veiled from head to foot 
and crowned with a wreath of lonis-lilies. All the congregation, 
as though moved by one impulse, turned to look at her as she 
passed, — but her features were not as yet discernible through 
the mist-hke draperies that enfolded her. 

The singing children, always preceding her and scattering 
flowers, having arrived at the steps of the Shrine, grouped 
themselves on either side, — and the red garmented Priests, 
after having made several genuflections to the glittering 
Python that now with reared neck and quivering fangs, seemed 
to watch everything that was going on with absoihed and 
crafty vigilance, proceeded to unveil the maiden martyr, and 
also to tie her slight hands behind her back by means of a 
knotted silver cord. Then m a firm voice tTie Piiest Z^l 
proclaimed — 

“ Beholi the eUi ted Bride of the Sun and the Divine Naghya ! 

“ She beans away from the aty the burden of your %ins^ O ye 
people j and by her death the godis are satisfied ! 

Rejoice greatly^ for ye are absolved^ — and by the Silver Veil 
and the Bye of Rafhon 7ve pronounce upon all here present the 
blessing of pardon and peace ! ” 

As he spoke, the girl turned round as though in obedience 
to sorpe mechanical impulse, and fully confronted the multi- 
tude, — her pale, pure face, framed in a shining aureole of 
rippling fair hair, floated before Theos's bewildered eyes like a 
vision seen indisty:ictly in a magic crystal, and he was for a 
moment uncertain of her identity ; —but quick as a flash Sah- 
Iflrna’s glance lighted upon her, and with a cry of horror that 
sent desolate echoes through and through the arches of the 
Temple, he started from his seat, his arms outstretched, and 
bis whole frame convulsed and quivenng. 
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•* Niphrita ! — NiphrUta ! ” — and his rich voice shook with a 
passion of appeal, “ O ye gods 1 — what mad, blind, murderous 
cruelty! Zephoranim!” — and he turned impetuously on the 
astonished monarch, — ^*As thou livesl crowned King, I say 
this maid is mine! — and in the very presence of Nagiya, I 
swear she shall not die 1 ’’ 


XVI II 

THE SACRIFICE 

A SOLEMN silence ensued. Consternation and wrath were 
depicted on every countenance. The Sacred Service was 
interrupted I — a defiance had been hurled as it were in the 
very teeth of the god Nagaya 1 — and this horrible outrage to 
Religion and Law had been actually committed by the 
Laureate of the realm 1 It was preposterous, — incredible ! — 
and the gaping nowds reached over each other’s shoulders to 
stare at the otu nder, pressing forward eager, wondering, startled 
fares, which to Theos looked far more spectral than real, 
seen in the shimmering green radiance that was thrown flicker- 
ingly ujjon them from the luminous Arch above the Altar. 
The priests stood still in eechless indignation, — Lysia moved 
not at all, nor raised her eyes —only hei lips parted in a very 
slight cold smile. 

Seized with mortal dread, Theos gazed helplessly at his 
reckless beautiful poet-friend, who, with nead erect, and visage 
white as a waning moon, haughtily confronted his Sovereign 
and audaciously asserted his right to be heard, even in the 
Holy place of worship ! The King was the first to break the 
breathless stillness ; — his words came harshly from his throat, 
— and the great muscles in his net k <;eemed to swell visibly 
with his hardly-controlled anger. 

“ Peace 1 — Thou art suddenly distraught, Sah-lAma ! ” — he 
said, in half- smothered, fierce accents — “How darest thou 
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uplift ihy clamorous tongue thus wantonly before NagAya, and 
interrupt the progress of his Sacred Ritual ! — Check thy mad 
speech I — if ever yonder maid weie thine, *tis certain she is 
thine no longer ; — she hath offered herself, a voluntary sacnfice, 
and the gods are pleased to claim what thou perchance hast 
failed to value 1 ” 

P'or all answer, Sah IQraa flung himself desperately at the 
monarch’s feet 

“Zeplioranun ’ ** he cried again — I tell thee she is mine ! — 
mine, as truly mine as l.ove can make her 1 O she is chaster 
than lily buds in her sweet body ^ — but m her sj int she is 
wedded — wedded to me, SihMma, whom thou, O King, hast 
ever delighted to honour* And now must I kne^l to thee m 
vain ? — thou whose victories I have sung, whose praises I have 
chanted in burning words that shall cairy th) nime tor ever 
with triumph down to unborn generations ? — Wilt thou become 
inglorious? — a wariior stricken stremgthless by the mummeries 
of priestcraft, —the juggkncs of a pcnshinu cre^d ? Thou art 
the ruler of Al Kyns, — thou and thou onl) * Restore to me 
this innocent vugiii life that has scarcely >et begun to bloom * 
— speak but the word and she is saved 1 — and her timely 
rescue shall add lustre to the record of thy nobl deeds * ” 

HiS matchless voice, full of passionate pulsations, exercised 
for a moment a resistless influence and magnetic charm The 
Kings loweimg brows rehxed, — and a gleam ot pity passed 
like light a<ross his countenance Iristinctnely he extended 
his hand to raise Sih Idma horn his humble altdiidt , as tliemgh, 
even in his wiath. he were conscious of the immense inteh 
lectual superiority of a great Poet to ever so great a King 
and a thrill of involuntary compassion seemed at the same 
time to run sympithetic illy through the vast congregation 
Thcos drew a qu</k breath of relief, and glanetd at Niphrdta, 
— how cold and unconcerned was her demeanour 1 D'd she 
not hear vSah Iflma’s pleading m her behalf?— No matter I— 
she would be saVed, he thought, and all would yet be well ' 

And truly U now appeared as if merry, and not cruelty, were 
to be the order of the hour, — for just then the Priest Zfel, after 
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having exchanged a few inaudible words with Lysia, advanced 
again to the front of the Shrine and spoke in distinct tones of 
forced gentleness and bland forbearance : 

“ Hear me, O King, Princes and People ! Whereas it hath 
unhappily occurred, to the wonder and sorrow of many, that 
the holy spouse of the divinC' Nagiya is delayed in her desired 
departure, by the unforest*en opposition, and unedifying con. 
tiimacy of Sah-lOma, Poet Laureate of this realm ; — and lest it 
may be perchance imagined by the uninitiated, that the maiden 
is in any way unwilling to fulfil her glorious destiiw, the High 
and Immaculate Priestess of the Shrine doth bid me here 
pronounce a respite ; — a brief interval wherein, if the King and 
the People be willing, he who is named Sah-lOnia shall, by 
virtue of his high renown, be permitted to address the Virgin- 
victim and ascertain her own wishes from her own Kps. In- 
justice cannot dwell within this Sacred Temple, — and if, on 
trial, the maiden chooses the transitory joys of Earth in 
preference to the everlasting joys of the Palaces of the Sun, 
then in Nagaya’s name shall she go free ! — inasmuch as the 
god loves not a reluctant bride, and better no Sacnfice at all, 
than one that is grudgingly consummated ! ’’ 

He ceased, — and Sah liima sprang erect, his eyes sparkling, 
his whole demeanour that of a man unexpectedly disburdened 
from some ci'ushing grief. 

“ Thanks be unto the benevolent destinies ! ” he exclaimed, 
flashing a ipiick glance of gratitude towards Lysia, — the 
statuesque Lysia, on whose delicaU iy curved lij)S the faintly 
derisive smile still lingered, — “And in return for the life of 
my Niphrata I will give a thousand jeVels rare beyond all 
price to deck Nagoya’s tabernacle ! — and I will pour lil)ations 
to the Sun for twenty days and nights, in token of my hearPs 
requital for mercy well bestowed ! 

Stooping he kissed the King’s hpnd, — whereupon, at a sign 
from Zbl, one of the priests attire<l in scarlet, unfastened 
Niphrita’s bound hands, and led her as one leads a blind 
child, straight up to w'here Sahdflma and Theos stood, close 
beside the King, who, together with many others, stared 
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curiously upon her. How fixed and feverishly brilliant were 
her large dark-blue eyes ! — how set were the sensitive lines 
of her mouth! — how indifferent she seemed, how totally un- 
aware of the Laureate’s presence! The priest who brought 
her, retired into the background, and she remained where he 
left her, quite mute and motionless. O, how every nerve in 
Theos^s body throbbed with inexpressible agony as he beheld 
her thus ! The wildest remorse possessed him, — it was as 
though he looked on the dim picture of a ruin which he himself 
had recklessly wrought, — and he could have groaned aloud in 
the horrible vagueness of his incomprehensible despaii ’ Sah- 
Iftma caught the girl’s hand, and peered into her white still 
face. 

“Niphrata !— -Niphratal*^ he said in a tremulous half whisper, 
“ I am here, — Sah-lOinia ! Dost thou not knov^ me?” 

She sighed, — a long .shivering sigh, — and smiled, — what a 
strange, wistful, dying smile it was ! — but she made no answer. 

“Niphrala I ’’—continued the Laureate passio»'ately, juessing 
the little cold fingers that lay so passively in his “ Look 

at me 1 -I have come to save thee 1 — to lake Ihee home again, 
— home to thy flo'wers, thy birds, thy harp, — thy pretty chamber 
with its curtained nook, where ihy friend Zoralin wahs and 
weejis all day for thee ! — O ye gods ! — how weak am I ! ” — and 
he fiercely dashed away the drops that glistened on his black 
silky lashes,— “ Come with me, sweet one!” he resumed ten 
derly — “Come! — Why art thou thus silent? — thou whose voice 
hath many a time out-rivalled the music of the nightingales ! 
Hast thou no word for me, thy lord ? — Come I ” and Tbeos, 
struggling to repress his own rising teais, heard his friend’s 
accents sink into a still lower, more caressing cadence, — “ Thou 
shalt never again have cause for grief, my Niphrata, never ! — 
We will never part ! — Listen ! — am I not he whom thou 
lovest ? ” 

The poor child’s set mouth trembled, — her beautiful sad 
eyes gazed at him uncomprehendingly. 

“ He whom I love is not here ! ” — she said in tired soft* 
tones. “ I left him, but he followed me ; and now, he waits 
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for me, — ^yonder 1” And she turned resolutely towards the 
Sanctuary, as though compelled to do so by some powerful 
mesmeric attraction, — “See you not how fair he is !** — and she 
pointed with her disengaged hand to the formidable Python, 
through whose huge coils ran the tremors of impatient and 
eager breathing, — “ How tenderly his eyes behold me I — those 
eyes that 1 have worshij^ped so patiently, so faithfully, and yet 
that never lightened into love for me till now ! 0 thou more 

than beloved !--“How beautiful thou art, my adored one, ray 
hearths idol > ” and a look of pale exaltation lightened her 
icatures, as she fixed hei wistful gaze, like a fascinated bird, on 
the shadowy recess whence the Serpent had emerged — “There, 
— there thou dost rest on a couch of fadeless roses ! — how 
softly the moonlight enfolds thee with a radiance as of out- 
spread wings ! — I hear thy voice charming the silence ! — thou 
dost call me by my name, — O once poor name made rich by 
thy s^eet utterance ! Yes, my beloved, I am ready! — 1 come I 
1 shall die in thy embiaccs,— nay, I shall not die but sleep! 
— and dream a dream of love that shall last for ever and 
everl No more sorrow — no more tears, — no more heartsick 
longings ” 

Here she stopped in her incoherent speech, and stiove to 
release her hand from Sah-lfima\s her blue tycs filling with 
infinite anxiety and distress. 

“ I pray thee, good stranger/' she entreated with touching 
mildness, — “w^iosocver thou art, delay me not, but let me go! 
I am but a poor love-sorrowful maid on whom Love hath at 
last taken pity ’ — be gentle, therefore, and hinder me not on 
my way to Sah-lfima. I have waited for Viappiness so long ’ — 
so long 1 ” 

Her young plaintive voice quavered into a half sob, — and 
again she endeavoured to break away from the Liiureate’s hold. 
But he, overcome by the excess of his own grief and agitation, 
seized her other hand, and drew her close up to him. 

“Niphi^ta, Niphiata!’' he cried despairingly, “What evil 
hath befallen thee? Where is thy sight, — thy memory? — 
Look! — Look straight in these eyes of mine, and read there 
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my truth and tenderness 1 — I am Sah-ldma, thine own Sah- 
Ifima! — thy poet, thy lover, thy master, thy slave, — ^all that 
thou wouldst have me be, I am I Whither wouldst thou 
wander in search of me? Thou hast no further to go, dear 
heart, than these arms, — thou art safe with me, my singing- 
bird, — come ’ — Let me lead thee hence, and home ! 

She watched him while he spoke, with a strange expression 
of distrust and uneasiness. Then, by a violent effort, she 
wrenched her hands from his clasp, and stood aloof, waving 
him back with an eloquent gesture of ama/ed reproach 

“Away!” she said, in firm accents of sweet severity, — 
“Thou art a dMiion that dost seek to tempt my soul to ruin I 
Thou Sih Ifima'” — and she lifted her lily crowned htad with a 
movement of proud rejection, — “ Nay thou mayest wear his 
look, Ins bunic, — thou nia)est even borrow the clear heaven 
lustre of his eyes, — but I tell thee lliou art fiend, not angel, 
and 1 will not follow thee into the tangled ways of sin ’ O 
thou knowest not the meaning of true love, thou ’ — Ihere is 
treachery cn tliy lips, and thy tongue is trained to utter 
honeyed falsehood ’ Mcthinks thou hast w^antonly broken 
many a faitlif 1 iieait * — and made light jest of many a bLtrayed 
virgin’s sorrow ’ And thou darcst to call tliyself mv Poet, — 
my Snh Iftnia, in whom there is no guile, and who would die a 
thousand deaths rather than wound the frailest soul that trusted 
him • I )c } art t’-orn thou hypocrite in Pof t s guise * — thou 
exuel phintom of iny love^ — Bad to that darkness where tliou 
dost belong, and trouble not my peace ’ ” 

Sah ifima recoiled Irom her, ama/ed and stupefied. Theos 
clenched his hands together in a sort of jibysual effort to keep 
down the storm of emotions working witlon him, — for Niphrata’s 
words burnt into his brain like fire, — too well, too well he 
understood their /nil inU nsily of meaning I Slie loved the 
ideal Sah-lfima, — the Sahdfima of her own pine fancies and 
desiies, — not the real man as he was, wnth all his haughty 
egotism, vainglory and vice, — ^vice in which he took more pnde 
than shame. Perhaps she had never known him in his actual 
character, — she, like other women of her lofty and ardent type, 
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had no doubt set up the hero of her hfe as a god in the shrine 
of her own holy and enthusiastic imagination, and h^d there 
endowed him with resplendent virtues, which he had never 
once deemed it worth his while to practise O the loving 
hearts of women * — How much men have to ans^iser for, when 
they voluntarily break these Uear mirrors of affection, wherein 
they, all unworthy, have been for a time reflected angel wise, 
with all the warmth and colour of an innocently adoiing 
passion shining about them like the prismatic rays in a vase of 
polished crystal ^ To Ni])hrita, Sah Iflma remamea as a sort 
of splendid divinity, for whom no devotion Mas too vast, too 
high oi too complete,— be tter, O surely far better that she 
should die in her beautiful self deception, than live to see her 
t lc( ted idol descend to his true level, and openly display all 
the weaknesses of his volatile, flippant, godless, sensual, yet 
alas* — most fascinating and gemus gifted nature, — nature, 
which, overflowing as it was with potentialities of noble deeds, 
\et lacked suflicient intrinsic faith and force to accomplish 
them* I Ins thought stung Iheos like a sharp arrow pnek, 
and filled him with a strange, indescribable pcntence, and he 
stood in dumb misery, remorsefully eyeing his fnend^s con- 
st ( rnation, disippointmcnt, and pained bewilderment, without 
being able to offer him the slightest consolation 

S ih Iflma was indeed the very picture of disiniy, — if he had 
never suflered iri hxs life before, surely he siiflered now * 
Niphra*a, the tender, the hunil 1} adoring Niphrata positively 
rejected him * re 1 used to recognise his actual presence, and 
turned insanel) away ^rom him towards some dream ideal Sah- 
iCima wliom she fin< ltd could only be foifnd in that unexplored 
country bordered by the cold nver of Death * Meanwhile, the 
silence in the Temple was intense, the priests were like so 
many wax figures fastened in fixed positions — the King, lean- 
ing slightly forward in his ehair, had the pp nance of a 
massively moulded image of bronze, — and to Thtos’s over- 
wrought condition of mind, the only actually living things 
present, seemed to be the monster Serpent whose scaly folds 
palpitated visibly m the strong light, — and the hideous ** Eye * 
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of Rkphon,” that blazed on Lysia’s breast with a menacing 
stare, as of a wrathful ghoul. All at once a flash of compre 
hension lightened the Laureate’s sternly perplexed face, — a 
bitter laugh broke from his lips. 

“She has been drugged!” he cried fiercely, pointing to 
Niphrkla’s white and rigid foim,-^** Poisoned by some deadly 
potion, devised of devils to twist and torture the quivering 
centres of the brain 1 Accursed work 1 — Will none undo it?” 
and springing forward nearer the Shrine, he raised his angry 
impassioned eyes to the dark and inscrutable ones of the High 
Priestess, who met his troubled look with serene and irrespon- 
sive gravity, — “Is there no touch of human fiity in things 
divine? — no mercy in the icy fate that rules our destinies? — 
This child knows naught of what she does, — she hath been led 
astray in a moment of excitement and religious exaltation, — 
her mind hath lost its balance, —her thoughts float disconnect- 
edly on a sea of vague illusions, — Ah ! —by tlie gods 1 — I 
understand it all now I ” and he suddenly threw himself on his 
knees, his appealing gaze resting, not on the SnA ' Deity, but 
on the lovely countenance of Lysia, fair and brilliant as a 
summer-morn, with a certain wavering light of tnuinj^h about 
It, like the reflected radiance of sunbeams, — “ She is under the 
influence of R^phon ! — O withering madness * — O cureless 
misery I — She is ruled by that most horrible secret force, un- 
known as yet to the outer world of men ^ — and she hears 
things that are not, and sees what has no existence I O Lysia, 
Daughter of the Sun ‘—I do beseech thee, by all the inborn 
gentleness of womanhood, unwind the Mystic Spell 

A senous smile of 'feigned, sorrowful compassion parted the 
beautiful lips of the Priestess ; — but she gave no word or sign 
in answer, — and the weird Jewel on her breast at that moment 
shot forth a myriad scintillations as of pointed sharp steel. 
Some extraordinary power in it or in Lysia herself, was mani- 
festly at work, — for with a violent start Sah-lflma rose from his 
knees, and staggered helplessly backward, — one hand pressed 
to his eyes as though to shut out some blinding blaze of 
' lightning ! He seemed to be vaguely groping his way to his 
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former place beside the King, and Theos seeing this, quickly 
caught him by the arm and drew him thither, whispering 
anxiously the while — 

“ Sah l{lma ’ — Sah-Kima t — What ails thee?** 

The Laureate turned upon him a bewildered, piteous face, — 
white with an intensity of spe^^chless anguish. 

“ Nothing — he faltered, — “ Nothing • — 'tis over, — the child 
must die ’ — Then all suddenly, the hard drawn lines of his 
countenance relaxed, — great tears gathered in his eyes, and fell 
slowly one by one, — and moving aside, be shrank away as far 
aa possible into the shadow cast by a huge column close by, — 
‘*0 Niphiata Niphrata 1” — TIilos heaid him say m a voice 
broken by despair, — “ Why do I love thee only now, — now, 
wl en thou art lost to me for ever • ” 

The King looked after him half compassionately, half sul- 
lenly ; — but presently paid no further heed to las distress, 
Theos, however, kept rear him, whispering whatever poor sug- 
gestions of comfort he could, in the extremity of liis own grief, 
devise, — a hopeless task, - for to all his offered solace Sah Ifima 
made but the one repl^ 

let me weep* Let me weep for the untimely death of 
Innocence * ** 

And now the cithern playing which had ceased, commenced 
again, accompanied by the mysterious thrilling bass notes of 
the invisible organ like instrument, whose sound resembled the 
roll and rush of huge billows breaking into foam. As the rich 
and solemn strains swept grandly through the spacious Temple, 
Niphr§.ta streti bed out her hards towards the High Priestess, 
a smile of wonderful beauty lighting up her fair child-face. 

” Take me, O ye immortal gods * " she cried, her voice ring- 
ing m clea' tune above all the other music, —“Take me, and 
bear me away on your strong swift w mgs te the Everlasting 
Palaces of Air, wherein all sorrows have end, and patient love 
meets at last its long delayed reward * Take me — for lo ! I 
am ready to depart * My soul is wounded, atid weary of its 
prison, — it struggles to be free ! O Destiny, I thank thee for 
thy mercy I — I praise thee for the glory thou dost here unveil 
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before mine eyes ! Pardon my sins I — ^accept my life I — 
sanctify my love I ” 

A murmur of relief and rejoicing ran rippling through the 
listening o'owds, — a weight seemed lifted from their minds, — 
the victim was willing to die after all ! — the bacrifice would be 
pioceeded with. There was a slight pause, — during which the 
priests crossed and re-crossec the Sanctuary many times, one 
of them descending the steps to tie Niphrata's hands behind 
her back as before. In the immediate interest of the moment, 
Sah-liima and his hot interference seemed to be almost for- 
gotten, — a few i>eo[)le, indeed, cast injured and indignant looks 
towards the corner where he leaned dejectedly, and once the 
wrinkled, malicious head of old Zabastes peeieJ at him, with 
an expression of incredulous amazement, — but otherwise no 
sympathy was manifested by any one for the popular Laureate^s 
suffering and discomfiture, fli^ was the nation's })iip))ct,”~ its 
tame bird, whose business was to smg when bicUiei’, — but he 
was not expected to have any voice m matters ol religion or 
policy, — and still less was he supposed to iiUrtuIe any of his 
own personal griefs on the public noticf^ Let him sing ’ —and 
smg well, — that was enough ; but let him dare to be atihcled, 
and annoy others with his wants and troubles, why then, he at 
once bec-iine uninteresting 1 — he might even die for all an) body 
cared I This was the unspoken sullen thought tliat Thcos, 
sensitive to the cote on his fnend^s behalf, in^tinr lively felt to 
be smouldering m the heart of the mighty nmltmide,- -and he 
resented the h df implied, latent ungratefulness of the people 
with all his soul. 

“Fools he muttered undei his breath, — “For you, and 
such as you, the wisest sages toil in viin 1 — on \<)u Art wastes 
her treasures of suggestive loveliness > — low giovelltrs m earth, 
ye have no eyes for heaven I O ignorant, ungent i:ous, fickle 
bypoentes, whose rulmg passion is the greed of gold ^ — Why 
should great mcm perish, that ye may live < — And yet — your 
acclamations riiake up the thing called Fame ! Fame ? — Good 
God 1 — *tis a brief shout in 1)46 universal clamour, scarce heard 
and soon forgotten 1 ” 
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And filled with strange bitterness, he ga/ed disconsolately at 
Niphrita, who stood like one in a trance of ecstasy, patiently 
awaiting her doom, her lovely innocent blue eyes gladly up- 
turned to the long, jewel like head of Nagaya, which, twined 
ijund the summit of the ebony staff, seemed to peer down at 
her in a sort of drowsy ref-ctiveness. 1'hcn, all suddenly, 
Lysia spoke, — how’ enchanting was the ex^jUibiie modulation of 
thrt slofW, languid, silvery vo’ce I 

** Come hither^ O Afaiden fair^ pure^ and faithful / 
deshe of thy soul is panted ' 

Btjore ihte a)e iht Gates of the unknown World! 

Ahendy they open to admit thee , 

Ihioug/i their i^olden bars gleams the glory of t)>y future ! 

Sptak , — What set si thou I ” 

A moment of breathless silence ensued,- all present ^seemed 
to ])e siiajning thor ears to catch tlie victim’s answer. It 
c*ime,“ soft and clear as a bell, — 

“I see a wondious Lind, o’cr-canopied with skies of gold 
and azure -white floi\crs grow in the fragrant fields, —there 
are many trees, — I hear the warbling of many birds; — I see 
fair fac'es that smile uj)on me and gentle handb that beckon ! — 
Figures that w^ear glistening robes, and carry garlands of roses 
and mjrtle, pass slowly, singing they go !— H )w beautiful 
they are ! I low strange ' - ' ow sw'eel > 

And as she uttered the^e words, in accents of dreamy delight, 
she ascended the fiist >tep of the Shrine. Tin O'*, looking, 
held his bieith in wonder and fear, while Sah Idina with a 
groan, turned hiraselt resolutely away, and, piessing hi*> forehead 
against the great column wliere he stood, hid las eyes in his 
clasped hands. 

The High Priestess continued : 

Come hither^ O Maiden of chaste and patient life! 

Rejoice gr tatty ^ for thy virtue hath p leasee^ the gods 
The undisco7'Cf ed marvels of the Stars are thuie^ 

Earth has no more control over thu : 
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HtaDen is thine absolute Heritage / 

Behold / The Ship of the Sun awaits thee / 

Speak 1 — What seest thou ? ” 

A soft cry of rapture came from the girl’s lips. 

*‘0, 1 see glory everywhere — she exclaimed, — ** Light 
everywliere 1 — Peace everywhere 1 — O joy, joy I — Fhe face of 
my beloved shines upon me, — he calls, — he bids me come to 
him ! — Ah ! we shall be together at last, — we twain sliall be as 
one, never to part, never to doubt, never to sutler more I O 
let me hasten to him ! — Why should 1 linger thus, when I 
would fain be gone ! " 

And she sprang eagerly up the second and third steps of 
the Sanctuary, and faced Lysia, — her head thrown back, her 
blue eyes ablaze with excitement, her bosom heaving, and her 
delicate features transfigured and illumined by unspeakable, 
inward, delirious bliss. Just then the Priest Zel lifted the 
long, jewcl-hilted knife from the black cushion where it had 
lain till now, and crouching stealthily in the shadou' behind 
Lysia, held it in botli hands, pointed straightforward in a 
level line with Niphrdta’s breast. Thus armed, he waited, 
silent and immovable. 

A slight shudder of morbid expectancy seemed to quiver 
through the vast congregation, — but Thec^s’s nerves were strung 
up to such a pitch of frenzied horror, tliat he could neither 
speak nor sigh, — motionless as a statue, he could only watch, 
with freezing blood, each detail of the exUaordhiary scene. 
Once more the High Priestess spoke : 

Come hither^ O happy Maiden^ whose griefs are ended: 

The day of thy triumph and rewaf^d has dawned ! 

I*ar thee the Immortals unveil the mysteries of beings — 

To ihee^ they openly declare all secrets ^ — 

To thee the hidden things of Wisdo7n are made manifest : 
For the last time ere thou leavest us^ hear^ and answer 
Speak I— What seest thou ? ” 

"LOVEl" replied Niphrita in a tone of thrilling and 
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solemn tenderness, — LOVE, the Eternal All, in which dark 
things are made light ! — Love, that is never served in vam I — 
LOVE wherein lost happiness is rediscovered and perfected! 
— O, DIVINE LOVE, by whom the passion of my heart is 
sanctified I Absorb me in the quenchless glory of thine 
Immortality * — Draw me to '^hyself, and let me find in Thee 
my Soul's completion ! ” 

Her voice sank to a low prayerful emphasis, — her look was 
as of a rapt angel waiting for wings. Lysia's gaze dwelt upon 
her with slow dilating A\onder and contempt, — su^h a devout 
and earnest supplication was evidently not commonly heard 
from the Ups of Nagiyi's victims At that instant, too, Nagiya 
himself seemed curiously excited and disturbed, — his great, 
glittering coils quivered so violently, as to shake the rod on 
which he was t^Mned, — and when his Priestess raised her 
mesmeric, reproving eyes towards him, he bent back his head 
rebellious! V, and sent a vehement hiss through the silence, like 
the noise in ide by the whirl of a scimitar 

Suddenly, and with deafening abruptness, a clap of thunder, 
short and sharp as a quick volley of miisketiy, craslicd over- 
head, — accompanied ty a >trange circular sweep ol lightning 
that bla/ed through the windows of the Temple, illumining 
It from end to end with a brilliant blue glare. The superstitious 
crowds exchanged startled looks of terror, — the King moved 
uneasily and glanced frowningly about him, — it was plainly 
manliest that no one had ^argotten the disastrous downfall of 
the Obelisk, — and there seemed to be a contagion of alarm in 
the very air. But Lysia was perfectly self-possessed, — in fact 
she appeared to accept the threat of a ^tonn as an imposing, 
and by no means unde^rable adjunct to the mysteries of the 
Sacrificial Rite, for riveting her basilisk eyes on Niphrita, she 
said in firm clear, decisive accents ; 

“ The gods grow impatient > — Wherefore, O Pnnees and 
People of A1 Kyns, let us hasten to appease their anger 1 
Depart, O stainless Maid ! — depart hence, and. betake ttiee to 
the Golden 'I hrone of the Sun, our Lord and Ruler, — and in 
the name of Nagiya, may the shedding of thy virginal blood* 
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avert from us and ours the wrath of the Immortals < Linger 
no longer, — Nagoya accepts thee! — and the Hour strikes 
Death » » 

Witli the last word, a sullen bell boomed heavily through 
and through the leinple, — ind, at once, — like a frenzied bird 
or butterfly winging its way into scorching flame, — Niphrita 
rushed forward with swift, unhesitating, dreadful precision 
straight on the knife oulh*»ld by the untreniblin^ ruthless 
hands of the Pnest Zh\ One second, — and 1 heos, sick with 
horror, saw speeding thus, — the next, — and the whole 
place was enveloped in dense darkness 1 


XIX 

Till rup OF WRATH AND TRSMIUING 

A FLA^'H of tiin^, — an instant of bhek, horrid » Oipse, too 
bnef for the ultciancc of cm n a word of < ij, and then, 
— with an appalling roar, as of the splitung of huge rocks and 
the tearing asunder of mighty mountains, the murk> i^loom w rs 
lifted, rent, devoured, and swept away on all sides by a sudden 
bursting forth of fire ’ Fiic leaped up alive in twent> different 
parts of the building springing aloft in spiral coils from the 
marble pavement that yawned ciashingly opt*i to give the im 
petuous flames then rapid egrtss, — Fire chmlxd lithe ly round 
and round the immense carven columns, and ran, nimbly dancing 
and crackling its way among the painted and begemmed decor 
ations of the dome, — Fire enwrapped the s.de altars, and 
shnvelled the bejewelled idols at a breath, — Fire unfastened 
and shook down the swin^ina lamps, the garlands the splendid 
draperies of silk and cloth of gold — lire— fire cverj where’ — 
and the madly affrighted multitude stunned by the abrupt 
shock of terror, tSiood fora second paralysed and inert, — then, 
with one desperate yell of wild brute fear and ferocity, they 
rushed headlong in a struggling, shrieking, cursing, sweltering 
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swarm towards the great closed portals of the central aisle. 
As they did so, a tremendous weight of thunder seemed to 
descend solidly on the roof with a thudding burst as though 
a thousand walls had been battered down at one blow, — ^the 
whole edifice rocked and trembled in the terrific reverber- 
ation, — and almost simulUn ously the doors were violently 
jerked open, wrenched from their hinges, and hurled, dll burn 
mg and split with flame, against the forward fighting crowds I 
Several hundreds fell under the fiery mass, a charred heap of 
corpses, —the raging remainder pressed on in fren/ied haste, 
^ lambcnng over piles of burning dead,- -trampling on scorched 
disfiguied faces that perhaps but a moment since had been 
dear to them, — each and aJt bent on forcing a wav out to the 
open air. In the mi 1st of the overwhelming awful ness of the 
scene, 1 heos still retained sufficient presence ol mind to re- 
member, that whatever happened, his fiist care must Le for 
Sah lama — alw'ays for S«ih Ifima, no matter who else perished ^ 
--and ne now held tliat beloved comrade closely ciasped by 
the arm, while he eagerly fdanced about him on every side for 
some outlet through which to make a good and swift escape. 

The most immediate place of safety seemed to be the Inner 
Sanctuary of Nagaya, — it was untouched by the flames, and its 
titanic pilhrs of bias.s and bronze suggested, in their veiy 
massiveness, a neaily in»pregnable harbour of refuge The 
King had fled thither, and now stood, like a statue of un- 
daunted gloomy ama/tmen*., beside L>sia, who on her part 
appeared literally frozen with terror. Her large, startled eyes, 
roving here and there in helpless inxiety, alone gave any 
animition to the deathly naid white 'ess of her face, and she 
still mechaiually supper ted the Sacred Ebony Staff, without 
apparent l> bt ing aware <>f the fact, that the ^riake DtUy, con- 
vulsed through all his coils with fright, had begun to make 
therefrom his rapid desunt Ihe priests, the v'rgins, — the poor 
unhappy httle singing children, — flocked hurriedly together, 
and cLirted to the hack of the great Shnne, irt the manifest 
intention of reaching some private way of egress known only 
to themselves, — but their attempts were evidently frustrated, 
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for no sooner had they gone than they sped back again, their 
faces scorched and blackened, and, uttering ones and woeful 
lamentations, they flung themselves wildly among the strugghng 
crowds in the mam body of the Temple, and fought for life in 
the jaws of death, every one for Self, and no one for another I 
Volumes of smoke rolled up ffom the ground in thick and 
suffocating clouds, accomp* nied by incessant sharp reports like 
the close finng of guns, — jets of flame and showers of cinders 
broke forth fountain like, scattenng hot destruction on every 
hand,— while a few flying sparks caught the end of the 
“ Silver Veil ” — and withered il into nothingness with one bright 
resolute flare • 

Half maddened by the shr^^lts and dying groans that 
resounded everywhere about him, and )et all the time feeling 
as though he were some spectator set apart, and condemned 
to watch the progress of a ghastly phantasmagoria in Hell, 
Theos was just revolving in his mind whether it would, or 
would not be possible to make a dptermined climb for escape 
through one of the tall painted windows, some of which were 
not yet reached by the lire when, with a sudden passionate 
exclamation, Sah Iflma broke from his hold and rushed to the 
Sanctuary Quick as lightning, Theos followed him, — followed 
him close, as he sprang up the steps and confronted L)Sia with 
eager, outstretched arms. The dead Niphrata lay nCc^r him, — 
fair as a sculptured saint, with the cruel wound of sacrifice in 
her breast, — but he seemed not to see that piteous corpse of 
Faithfulness 1 His grief fur her death had been a mere tran 
sient emotion, — his stronger earlhl> passions reasseited their 
tempestuous sway, — and for sweet things perished and gone to 
heaven he had no further care. On I.»ysia, and on Lysia^s 
living beauty alone, his eyes flamed their ardent glory. 

“ Come ’ — Come 1 ” he cried, — “ Come, my love — my life * — 
Let me save thee * — Or if I cannot save thee, let us die 
together ' ” 

S( arcely haef the words left his lips, when the King, with a 
swift forward movement like the pounce of some desert panther, 
turned fiercely upon him, — amazement, jealousy, distrust, 
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revenge, all gathering stormily m the black frown of his bent, 
vindictive brows His great chest heaved pantingly — his 
teeth glittered volfishly through his jetty beard,— and in the 
terrible nerve tension of the moment, the fury of the spreading 
conflagration was forgotten, at any rate, by Fheos, who stricken 
numb and ngid by a shock oi aiaim too poignant for expression, 
stared aghast at the three figures before him, — Sah Iflr-ia, T jsia, 
Zepnoranim, — especially Zephoranim, whose bursting wrath 
threatened to choke his utterance 

'‘What sajest thou, Sahlflma?” he demanded in a sort of 
ferocious, gasping whisper, — “Repeat thy words ‘—Repeat 
tht-m ” — and his hand clutched at his dagger hilt, while his 
restless, lowering glance flashed from Lysia to the Laureate 
and from the laureate back to L)sia again, — “Death en 
compasses us, — this is no time for IriPing ‘ Speak — and 
his voice suddenly rose to a frantic shout of rage,'" “ Speak I 
W h it IS this woman to thee ? ” 

“ E\cr> tiling ‘ ” — returned Sah Iflma widi prompt and passion- 
ate fcailcssness, his glorious c>cs blazing a proud defiance as 
he spoke — “Ever>thirig tbit woman can be, or ever shdl be, 
unto man’ Call her by whatsoe\cr name a foolish creed 
enjoins, — Virgin Daughter of the Sun, or High Priestess of 
Nasrija, — she is nevertheless mine’ — and mine only’ lam 
her lover ’ ” 

“ niOU ’ ” and with a hoarse cry Zephoranim sprang upon, 
and seized him by the throat, “Thou liest ’ I, — 1, crowned 
King of A1 Kjmj, / am her lover ’—chosen by her out of all 
men ’ — and do-»t thou dare to pretend that she hath preferred 
thee, a mere singer of mad songs, to me ? — 1 liou unscrupulous 
knave ’ — 1 tell thee she is mine ’ — Dost hear me ? — Mine, — 
mine, — mine and he shrieked the last word out in a perfect 
hurricane of passion, — “ My Queen ’ — my m stress ’ — heart of 
my heart ’ — soul of my soul ’ — Let the city burn to ashes, and 
the whole land be utteily consumed, — in death as in life 
Lysia IS mine ’ —and the gods themselves shall* never part her 
from me ’ ” 

And suddenly releasing his grasp, he hurled Sah iflma away ' 
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as he might have hurled aside a toy figure, — and a peal of 
reckless musical laughter echoed mockingly tlirough the vaulted 
shrine. It was Lysia’s laughter! — and Theos’s blood grew 
cold as he heard its cruel, silvery ring, — even so had she laughed 
when Nir-j^is died ! 

Sah-l^ima reeled backward froiii the King’s thrust, but did 
not fall; — white and trembling, with his sad and splendid 
features frozen as it were into a sculptured mask of agonized 
beauty, he turned upon the treacherous woman he loved, the 
silent challenge of his eloquent eyes. Oh, that look of piteous 
pain and wonder! A whole life-time’s wasted opportunities 
seemed concentrated in its unspeakable reproach ! She met 
it with a sort of triumphant, tranquil indifference, — an un- 
controllable wicked smile curved the corners of her red lips, — 
the sacred Ebony Staff had somehow slipped from her hands, 
and it now lay on the ground, the half uncoiled Serpent still 
clinging to it, in glittering lengths that appeared to be quite 
motionless. 

Ah, Lysia, hast thou played me false I ” — cried the unhappy 
Laureate at hist, as with a quick impulsive movement, he 
caught her round, jewelled arm in a resolute grip, — “After all 
thy vows, thy endearments, thy embraces, hast thou betrayed 
me? Speak truly ! — Art thou not all in all to me ? — hast thou 
not given thyself, body and soul, into my keeping ? To this 
braggart King I deign no answer — one word of thine will 
suffice ! — Be brave, — be faithful I — Declare thy love for me, 
even as thou hast oft declared it a thousand remembered 
times ! ” 

Over the face of \he beautiful Priestess swept a strange 
expression of mingled fear, antagonism, loathing, and exult- 
ation. Her eyes wandered to the red-tongued, leaping flames 
that tossed in eddying rings round the Temple, running every 
second nearer to the place where she stood, and in that one 
glance she seemed to recognise the hopelessness of rescue and 
certainty of death. A careless, haughty acceptance of her fate 
manifested itself in the pallid resolve of her drawn features, — 
• but as she allowed her gaze to return and dwell on Sah-lfima, 
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the old malicious mirth flushed and gave lustre to her loveliness, 
and she laughed again, — laugh of uttermost bitter scorn. 

“ Declare my love for thee ! ” she said in thrilling accents — 
Thou boaster 1 Let the gods, who have kindled this fiery 
end for us, bear witness to my hatred 1 I hate thee ! — Aye, 
even thee !” — and she point^fd at him jeeringly, as he recoiled 
from her in wide-eyed anguish and amazement r — “ No man 
have I ever loved, but thee have I hated most of all ! All 
men have I despised for their folly, greed and vain-glory, — I 
have fought them with their own weapons of avarice, cunning, 
cruelty and falsehood, — but thou hast been even beneath my 
contempt I ^Twas scaieely woith my while to fool thee thou 
wert so easily fooled 1 — ^'Fwas idle sport to rouse thy passions, 
they w^cre so easily roused I Poet and Perjurer, — Singer and 
Sophist I Thou to whom the Genius of Poesy was as a pearl 
set in a swine’s snout ! — thou wert not woithy to l>e my dupe, 
seeing that thou earnest to me already in bonds, the dtlpe of 
thine own Self! Niphrata loved thee,— and thou didst play 
with and torture her moie unmercifully than w^ild beasts play 
with and torture their jirey ; — but thou couldst never trifle with 
Me 1 O thou who hast taken such pride in the breaking of 
many women’s hearts, learn that thou hast never stirred one 
throb of passion m mine I — that I have loathed thy beauty 
while caressing thee, and longed to slay thee while embracing 
thee ! — and that even now I would I saw thee dead before me, 
ere 1 myself am torced to die I ” 

Pausing in the swift torrent of her words, her white breast 
heaved violently with the rise and fall of her panting breath, — 
her dark brilliant eyes dilated, while the symbolic Jewel she 
wore, and the crown of serpents’ heads in her streaming hair, 
seemed to glitter about her like so many points of hghtning. 
At that instant one side of the Sanctuary split asunder, giving 
way to a bursting wreath of flames. Seeing this, she uttered a 
piercing cry, and stretched out her arms, — 

“ Zephoranim ! — Save me I ” • 

In a second, the King sprang towards her, — but not before 
Sah-liima, wild with wrath, had interposed himself between them.* 
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“Back!” he exclaimed passionately, addressing the infun- 
ated monarch, — “While I live, Lysia is mine! — let her hate 
and deny me as she will I — and sooner than see her in thine 
arms, O King, I will slay her where she stands ! ” 

His bold attitude was magnificent, — his countenance more 
than beautiful in its love-betrayed despair, — and for a moment 
the savage Zephorinim paused irresolute, his scowling brows 
bent on his erstwhile favourite Minstrel with an expression that 
hovered curiously between bitterest enmity and reluctant rever- 
ence. There seemed to be a struggling consciousness in his 
mind, of the immortality of a Poet as compared with the evan- 
escent power of a King, — and also a quick realization of the 
truth, that let his anger be what it would, they twain were 
partakers in the same evil, and were mutually deceived by the 
same false woman I But ere his saving sense of justice could 
prevail, a ripfile of discordant delirious laughter broke once 
more from Lysia's lips, — her eyes shone vindictively, — her 
whole face became animated with a sudden glow of fiendish 
triumph. 

“ Zephor^nim * ” she cried, ** Hero Waitior I — King ! — 
Thou who hast risked thy crown and tbrone and life for my 
sake and the love of me '—Wilt lose me now? — Wilt let me 
pensh in thest raging flames, to satisfy this wanton liar and 
unbeliever in the gods, to whose disturbance of the Holy 
Ritual we surely owe this present fiery disaster ! Save me, O 
strong and noble /ephoranim 1 — Save me, and with me, save 
the city and the people ’ Kill Sah-luma I ” 

O barbarous, inexorable words ! — th^^y rang like a desolating 
knell in the ears of ’the bewildered, fear stricken Theos, and 
startled him from his rigid trance of speechless misery. Utter- 
ing an inarticulate dull groan, he made a violent effort to rush 
forward — to serve as a living shield of defence to his adored 
friend, — to ward off the imminent blow ! Too late 1 too late I 
— Zephorinim's dagger glittered in air, and rapidly descended, 
— One gasping -cry I — and Sah-lClma lay pi one, — beautiful as a 
slain Adonis, — the rich red blood pouring from his heart, and 
faint stern smile frozen on the proud lips whose dulcet 
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<inging-speech was now struck dumb for ever ! With a shriek 
of agony, Theos threw himself beside his murdered comrade, 
— heedless of King, Priestess, flames, and all the outbreaking 
fury of earth and heaven, he bent above the motionless form, 
and gazed yearningly into the fair colourless face. 

“ Sah-ldma ! — Sah-lftma I 

No sign I — No tremulous stir of breath I Dead — dead, — 
dead in his prime of years — dead in the zenith of his glory 1 — 
all the delicate dreaming genius turned to dust and ashes ! — all 
the ardent light of inspiration quenched in the never-lifting 
darkness of the grave ! — and in the first delirious paroxysm of 
his grief Theos felt as though life, time and the world were 
ended for him also, with this one suddenly-destroyed existence I 

“O thou mad King I” he cried fiercely, ‘‘Thou hast slain 
the chief wonder of thy realm and reign ! Die now 'when 
thou wilt, thou shalt only be remembered as the murderer of 
Sah-lfima! — Sah-lClma, whose name shall live when thine is 
covered in shameful oblivion I ” 

Zcphoranim frowned, —and threw the blood-stained dagger 
from him. ^ 

“ Peace, clamorous fool ! ” he said, “ Sah-lfima hath gone 
but a moment before me, — ^as Poet he hath received prece- 
dence even in death! When the last hour comes for all of 
us, it matters not how we die, — and whether I am hereafter 
remembered or forgotten I care not ! I have lived as a man 
should live,— fearing not! ing and conquered by none, — except 
perchance by Love that hath brought many kings ere now to 
untimely min!'’ Here his moody eyes lighted on Lysia. 

“ How many lovers hast thou had, fair soul ? ” — he demanded 
in a stern yet ti emulous voice, — “ n thousand ? — I would swear 
this dead Minstrel of mine was one, — for though 1 slew him 
at thy bidding I saw the truth in his dying eyes! — No 
matter 1— W^’e shall meet in Hades, — and there we shall have 
ample time to urge our rival claims upor thy favour! — Ah!'* 
and he suddenly laid his two strong hands on her white 
uncovered shoulders, and ga/ed at aer reproachfully as she 
shrank a little beneath his close scrutiny, — “Thou divine"^ 
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traitress! Have 1 not challenged the very heavens for thy 
sake ? — and lo ! the prophecy is fulfilled and Al-Kyris must 
fall I How many men would have loved ihee as I have loved ? 
None! not even this dead Sah-lfima, slam like a dog to give 
thee pleasure’ Come! — Let me kiss thee once again ere death 
makes cold our lips! False or true, thou art nevertheless fair! 
— and the wrathful gods know best how I worship thy 
fairness ! ” 

And folding his arms about her, he kissed her passionately. 
She clung to him like a lithe serpentine thing, — her eyes ablaze, 
her mouth quivering with suppressed hysterical laughter. 
Pointing to Sah-lfima^s body, she said in a strange excited 
whisper : 

“ Nay, hast thou slam him m very truth, 7ephorinim ^ slain 
him utterly ? For I have heard that poets cannot die, — they 
hve when the whole world deems them dead, — they rise from 
their shut giaves and re invest the earth with all the secrets of 
past time, — ()h’ my brain reels’ — I talk mere madness’ — 
there is no afterwards of death ’ — No, no ! No gods, no any- 
thing but blaiiknes's, -to^-gafulncss, — and silence us, and 
for all men ’ — How good it is ’ — how excellently devised a jest’ 
— that the whole wide Universe should be hut a cheat ot time’ 
a bubble blown mt > Space, to float, break and perish, — all for 
the idle sport of some unknown, and shapeless Devil-Mystery’” 

Shuddering, half laughing, half wreeping, she (Lisped her 
hands round the monarches throat and hid her wild eyes m his 
breast, while he, unnerved by her distraction and his own 
inward torture, glared about him on all sides for some glim- 
menng chance of rescue, but could see none The flames 
were now attacking the Shrine on every side like a besieging 
army, — their leaping darts of blue and crimson gleaming here 
and there with indescribable velocity, — and still Theos knelt by 
Sah lOma’s corpse in dry-eyed despair, endcavounng with fever- 
ish zeal to stanch the oozing blood with a strip from his own 
garments, and listening anxiously for the feeblest heart-throb, 
or smaller pulsation of smouldenng life m the senseless, 
^stiffening clay, 
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All at once a hideous scream assailed his ears — ^another, and 
yet another rang above the crackling roar of the gradually- 
conquering fire, — and half lifting Sah-lflma’s body in his arms, 
he looked up, — horror, horror! his nerves contracted, — his 
blood seemed to turn to ice in his veins, — his head swam 
giddily, — and he thought the moment of his own death had 
come, for surely no man could behold the sight he saw and yet 
continue to live on 1 Lysia the captor was made captive at 
last! — bound, helpless, imprisoned and hopelessly doomed, — 
Nagaya had claimed his own ! The huge Snake, terrified be- 
yond all control at the bursting breadth of fire environing the 
Siirine, had turned in its brute fear to the mistress it had for 
years been accustomed to obey, and had now, with one stealthy, 
noiseless spring, twisted its uppermost coil close about her 
waist, where its restless head, alarmed eyes and darting fangs 
all glistened together like a blazing cluster of gems I The 
more she struggled to release herself from its deathful embrace, 
the tigliter its body contracted and the more maddened with 
fright it became. Shriek upon shiiek broke from her lips and 
pierced the suffocating air, — while with all his great muscular 
force Zephordnim the King strove in desperate agony to tear 
her from the awful clutch of the monster he had but lately 
knelt to as divine! In vain — in vain! — the strongest efforts 
were useless, — the cruel, beautiful, pitiless Priestess of Nagoya 
was condemned to suffer the same frightful death she had so 
often mercilessly decreed for others ! Closer and closer grew 
the fearful Python’s constricting clasp, — nearer and nearer swept 
the dancing battalion of destroying flames! For one fleeting 
breath of time Theos stared aghast at the horrid scene, — then 
making a superhuman efi'ort he raised Sah-ifima’s corpse entirely 
from the ground and staggered with his burden away, — ^away 
from the burning Shrine, — the funeral pyre, ar it vaguely seemed 
to him, of a wasted Love and a dead Passion ! 

* ♦ ♦ * 

♦ « • ♦ 

Whither should he go? — Down into the blazing area of the* 
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tast-pcrishing Temple ? Surely no safety could be found there, 
where the fire was raging at its utmost height ^ — yet he went on 
mechanically, as though urged forward by some force supenor 
CO his own, — always clinging to the idea that his friend still 
lived, and that if he could only reach some place of temporary 
shelter, he might yet be able to restore him It was possible 
the wound was not fatal, — far more possible to his mind than 
that so glonously famed a Poet si ould be dead I 

So he dimly thought, while he stumbled di/zily along, — Ins 
forehead wet with clammy dews, — his limbs trembling under 
the weight he bore,— his eyes half blinded by the hot, flying 
sparks and drifting smoke, — and his soul shaken and appalled 
by the ghastly sights that met his view wheresoever he turned 
Crushed and writhing bodies of men, women and children, 
halt living, half dead, — heaps of coq)ses, fast blazing to ashes, 
— broken and falling columns, — yawning gaps in the ground, 
from whieh were cast forth volleys of red cinders and streams 
of lava, — all these multitudinous horrors surrounded him, as 
with uncertain, faltering steps he moved on like a suk man 
walking in sleep, earring his prcciou^ burden He knew 
nothing of where he was bound, — he saw no outlet anywhere 
— no corner wherein the hire fiend had not set up devouring 
dominion, — but nevertheless he steadily continued his diffi 
cult progress, clasping Sah IQma’s corpse with a stran ;t tenacity, 
and concentrating all his attention on protec tiiij^ it from the 
withering touch of the ravenous flames All at orict as he 
strove to force his way over a fallen altar from which the hide 
ous, presiding stone idol had toppled headlong killing in its 
descent some twenty or thiit} people whose bodies lay crushed 
beneath it, — a fare horribly disfigured and tortured into a mere 
burnt sketch of its former likeness, twistt d itself up jnd peered 
at h'm, — the face^>f ZabSstes the Critic His protruding eyes 
glistened with something of their old malign expression as he 
perceived whose helpless form it was, that was being earned by 
“What’ — is the famous Sah Iftma gone?” he ga'^ped, his 
words half choking him in their utterance as he stretched out a 
‘skinny hand and caught at Theos’s garments — “Good youth, 
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stay! Stayl — Why burden thyself with a corpse when thou 
mightst rescue a living man ? Save me / — Save me / — I was 
the Poet’s adverse Critic, and who but I should wnte his 
Lulogy now that he is no more ! Pity, — Pity, — most courteous 
gentle sir 1 — Save me, if only for the sake of Sah Idma’s future 
honour • Thou knowest not how warmly, hoi\ generously, how 
nobly, I can praise the Dead * ” 

Theos ga/td down upon him in unspeakable melancholy 
scorn, — was it only through time serving creatures such as this 
mreiable Za bastes, that the after glory of perished poets was 
proclaimed to the world ? What then was the actual worth of 
Fame? 

Shuddenng, he wrenched himself away, and passed on silently, 
heedless of the savage curses the despairing scribe yelled after 
him as he went, and he involuntarily pressed the dear ( orpse 
of his beloved friend closer to his heart, as though he thought 
he could reanimate it by this mute expression of tenderness * 
Meanwhile the fire raged continuously, — the Temple was fast 
becoming a pdlarfd mass of flames — and presently — choked 
and giddy w ith the \plphureous vapours, — he stopped abruptly, 
struggling for breath IIis time had comt at last, he thought, 
— he, with Sah Iflma, must die > 

Just then a loud muttering and rolling of thunder swept in 
eddying vibrations round him,— followed by a sharp splitting 
noise, — raising his aching eyes, he saw straight before him, a 
yawning gloomy archway, ^he solemn portal of a funeral 
vault, — d irk, yet with a white ghmmer of steps leading outward, 
and a dim sparkle as of stars in heaven A rush of new \ »gour 
inspired hun at this sight, and he re amed his wa}, stumbling 
over countless corpses strewn among fallen bl >cks of maible, 
— and every now and then looking back in awful fascination, 
to the fiery furnace of the body of the Temple, where of all 
the vast numbers that had lately crowded it from end to end, 
there were only a hundrea or so remaining ahve, — and these 
were fast perishing m frightful agonv Th^ Shrine of Nagftya 
was enveloped m thick black smoke, crossed here and there by 
flashes of flame, — the bare outline of its titanic architecture 
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was scarcely discernible I Yet the thought of the dreadful end 
of Lysia, the loveliest woman he had ever seen, moved him 
now to no emotion whatever — save, — gladness ! Some deadly 
evil seemed burnt out of his life, — moreover, her command 
had slain Sah-lAma I — Enough ! — no fate, however horrible, 
could be more so than she in her wanton wickedness deserved i 
Rut alas 1 her beauty ! — He dared not think of its subtle 
slumbrous charm ! — and stung to a new sense of desperation, 
he plunged recklessly towards the dusky aperture he had seen, 
which appeared to enlarge itself mysteriously as he approached, 
like the opening gateway of some magic cavern. 

Suddenly a faint groan at his feet startled him, — and looking 
down hastily he perceived an unfortunate man lying half- 
crushed under the ponderous fragment of a split column, which 
had fallen across his body in such manner, that any attempt to 
extricate him would have been worse than useless. By the 
bright light of the leaping flames, Theos had no difficulty in 
recognising the ])allid countenance of his late acquaintance, 
the learned Professor of Positivism, Mira-Khabflr, who was 
evidently very near his woeful and most positive end * Struck 
by an impulse of compassion he paused, — yet what could he 
say ? In such a case, w here rescue was impossible, all comfort 
seemed mockery, — a?jid while he stood silent and irresolute, be 
fancied the Professor smiled ^ It was a very ghastly smile, 
nevertlieless it had in it a curious touch of bland and scrupulous 
inquir}’. 

“Is not this — a very — remarkable occurrence?” asked a 
voice so feeble and far-away that it was difficult to believe it 
came from the lips of the suffering sage, — Of couise — it 
arises from — a volcanic eruption 1 — and the — mystery of the 
red river — is — solved I ” Here an irrepressible moan of anguish 
broke through his l^eroic effort at equanimity ; — “ It is not a 

phenomenon ! ” and a gleam of obstinate self-assertion lit 

up his poor glazing eyes, “ Nothing is phenomenal 1 — only I 

am not able — to explain 1 have no time no time — to 

analyze — my very — singular — sensations ! ” 

•A rush of blood choked his utterance — his throat rattled, — 
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he was dead I — and the dreary speculative smile froze on his 
mouth in the likeness of a solemn sneer. At that moment, a 
terrific swirling, surging noise, like the furious boiling of an 
underground whirlpool, rumbled heavily through the air, — and 
lo ! — with a sudden swift shock that sent Theos reeling forw'ard 
and almost falling, under ^he burdensome weight he carried 
the earth opened — disclosing a huge pit of black nothingness, — 
an enormous chasm — into which, with an appalling clamour as 
of a hundred incessant peals of thunder, the whole main area 
of the Temple, together with its mass of dead and dying 
nurnan beings, sank in less than five seconds, — the ground 
closing instantaneously over its prey with a sullen roar, as 
though it were some gigantic beast devouring food too long 
denied. And instead of the vanished fane arose a mighty 
Pillar of Fire ! — a vast increasing volume of scarlet and gold 
flame that spread outward and upward, — higher and higher, 
in tapering lines and domedike curves of living light — while 
Theos, being hurled along resistlessly by the force of the 
convulsion, bad reached, though he knew not how, the dark 
and quiet cell -like portal with its out-leading steps, — the only 
visible last ho[)e anS chance of safety, — and he now leaned 
against its cold stone arch, trembling in every limb, clasping 
the dead Sah-lClma close, and looking back in affrighted awe at 
the tossing vortex of fury from which he had miraculously 
escaped. And,— as he looked, — a host of spectral faces seemed 
to rise whitely out of the flames and wonder at him ! — faces 
that were solemn, wistful, warning, and beseeching by turns I — 
they drifted through the fire and smiled, and w^ept, and 
vanished, to reappear again and yet ‘gcfin I — and as, with pain- 
fully beating heart, he strove to conJiat the teiror that seized 
him at this strange spectacular delusion, all suddenly the 
heavy wTtuitlis of smoke that had till now hung over the Inner 
Shrine of Nagaya, parted like drapery drawn aside from a 
picture — and for a bnef breathing-space of diicst agony he saw 
Lysia once more, — i.ysia, in a torture as horrible as any ever 
depicted in a bigot’s idea of his eneni> 's Hell ! Round and 
round her wTitliing form the sacred Serpent was twined in ail 
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his many coils, — with both hands she had grasped the creature's 
throat in her frenzy, striving to thrust back its quivering fangs 
from her breast, whereon the evil Eye of Rkphon still 
gleamed distinctly with its adamantine chilly stare, — at her 
feet lay the body of the King her lover, dead and wrapped in 
a nng of flames > Alone, — all, all alone, she confronted Death in 
its most appalling shape, — her countenance was distorted, yet 
beautiful still with the beauty of a maddened Medusa — white 
and glittering as a fair ghost invoked from some deadly gulf of 
pain, she stood, a phantom figure of mingled loveliness and 
horror, circled on every side by fire 1 

With wild, straining eyes Theos gared upon her thus, — for 
the last time ! For with a crash that seemed to rend the very 
heavens, the great bronze columns surrounding her, which had 
up to the present resisted the repeated onslaughts of the flames, 
bent together all at once and fell in a melting rum, — and the 
victorious fire roared loudly above them, enveloping the whole 
shrine anew in dense clouds of smoke and jets of flame ; — Lysia 
had perished * All that proud loveliness, that daz/hng supre- 
macy, that superb voluptuousness, that triumphant tlouunion, — 
swept away into a heap of undiscoverable ashes 1 And Zephori- 
nim^s haughty spirit too had fled, — fled, stained with guilt and 
most unroyal dishonour, all for the sake of one woman's fair- 
ness — the fairness of body only — the brilliant masK of flesh 
that too often Hides the hideousness of a devil's nature ! 

For one moment Theos remained stupefied by the sheer 
horror of the catastrophe, — then, recalling his bewildered vsus 
to his aid, he peered anuously through the archway where he 
rested, — there seemed to be a dun red glow at the end of the 
dowmward-leading steps, as well as a dusky azure tint, like a 
patch of midnight sky. The 'Femple was now nothing but a 
hissing, shrieking pyramid of flame, — the hot and blinding 
glare was almost too intense for his eyes to endure, — yet so 
fascinated was he by the sublime terror and grandeur of the 
spectacle, that he could st'arcely make up his mind to turn 
away from it I The thought of Sah-lQma, how'ever, gave the 
r*eedful spur to his flagging energies, and without pausing to 
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consider where he might be going, he slowly and hesitatingly 
descended the steps before him, and presently reached a sort 
of small, open court paved with black marble. Here he 
tenderly laid his burden down, — a burden grown weightier with 
each moment of its bearing, — and letting his aching arms drop 
listlessly at his sides, he looked up dreamily, — not all at once 
comprehending the cause of the vast lurid light that crimsoned 
the air like a wide aurora borealis everywhere about him, — 
then, — as the truth suddenly flashed on his mind, he uttered a 
loud irrepressible cry of amazement and awe ! 

Far as his gaze could see, — east, west, north, south, the 
whole city of Al-Kyris was in flames I — and the burning 1 emple 
of Nagaya was but a mere spark in the enormous breadth of 
the general conflagration ! Palaces, domes, towers and spires 
were tottering to red destruction, — fire, — fire everywhere I — 
nothing but fire, — save when a furious gust of scorching wind 
blew aside the masses of cindery smoke, and showed glimpses 
of sky and the changeless shining of a few cold quiet stars. 
He cast one desperate glance from earth to heaven, — how was 
it possible to escape from this kindling furnace of utter annihi- 
lation ! — Where all were manifestly doomed, how could he 
expect to be saved ? And moreover, if Sah-lflma was indeed 
dead, what remained for him but to die also 1 

« » • • 

« « * 
m ^ 0 ^ 

Calming the frenzy of his thoughts by a strong effort, he 
began to vaguely wonder why and how it happened that the 
place where he now was, — this small and insignificant court, — 
had so far escaped the fire, and was as cool and sombre as a 
sacred tomb set apart for some hero, — or Poet ? Poet I — The 
word acted as a stimulant to bis tired, struggling brain, and he 
all at once remembered what Sah-lflma had said to him at their 
first meeting: '‘There is but one Poet in Al-Kyns, and I 
am he 1 ” • 

O true, true I Only one Poet I — Only one glory of the great 
city, that now served him as funeral pyre I — only one name* 
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worth remembering in all its perishing history, —the name of 
SAH-LtyMA J Sah-ldma, the beautiful, the gifted, the famous, 
the beloved, — he was dead I This thought, m its absorbing 
painfulness, straightway drove out all others, — and Theos who 
had earned his comrade’s corpse bravely and unshrinkingly 
through a fiery vortex of imminent penl, now sank on his 
knees, all desolate and unnerved, his hot tears dropping fast 
on that fair, still, white face that he knew would never flush to 
the warmth of life again 1 

“ Sah Ifima I Sah Ifiina ^ ” he whispered. “ My fnend, — My 
more than brother ’ Would I could have died for thee * — 
Would thou couldst have lived to fulfil the nobler pionii'^c of 
thy genius 1 — Better far thou hadst been spared to the world 
than 1 1 — for I am Nothing, — but thou wert Ever> thing I ” 

And taking the clay cold hands in his own, he kissed them 
reverently, and, with an unconscious memory not born of his 
recent adventures, folded them on the dead Laureate’s breast 
in the fashion of a (^ross I 

As he did this, an icy spasm seemed to contract h’s heart,— 
seized by a sudden insufferable anxiety, he st^fted like one 
spell bound into Sah Idma’s wide-open, fised and glassy eyes. 
Dead e>es ^ — yet how full of mystenous significance ’ What — 
what was their we^rd secret, their imminent meaning?— Why 
did their dark and frozen depths appear to retain a strange, 
living under gleam of melting, sorrowful, beseeching sweetness? 
— like the e)ts of one wno prays to be remembered, though 
changed, after long absence * What hot and ttinbie delirium 
was this that snatched at his whirling brain as he bent closer 
and closer over the marble-quiet countenince, and studied 
with a sort of fierce intentness, every line of those delicate, 
classic features, on which high thought had left so marked an 
impress of dignity and power 1 What a marvellous, half 
reproachful, half appealing smile lingered on the finely curved 
set hps ’ — How wonderful, how beautiful, how beloved beyond 
all words was this fair dead god of poesy on whom he razed 
with such a passion of yearning * 

* Stooping more and more, he threw his arms round the 
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senseless form, and partly lifting it from the ground, brought 
the wax-pallid face nearer to his own, — so near, that the cold 
mouth almost touched his, — ^then filled with an awful, unname- 
ahle misgiving, he scanned his murdered comrade's peiished 
beauty in puzzled vague bewilderment, much as an ignorant 
dullard might perfilexedly scan the incomprehensible characters 
of some hieroglyjihic scroll. And as he looked, a sharp pang 
shot through him like a whizzing ball of fire, — a convulsion of 
mental agony shook his limbs, — he could have shrieked aloud 
in the extremity of his torture, but the struggling cry died gasp- 
ing in his throat. Still as stone, he kept his strained steadfast 
gaze fixed on Sah-lfima’s coipse, slowly absorbing the full horror 
of a tremendous Suggestion, that like a scorching lava-flood, 
swept into every subtle channel of his brain ! For the dead 
Sah Idma's eyes grew into the se^nblance of his own eyes 1 — the 
dead Sah-lidma^s face smiled spectrally hack at him in the image 
of his own fau ! — tt was as though he beheld the Picture df Him- 
self slain^ and reflected in a magician's mirror I Round him 
the very heavens seemed given up to fire, — but he heeded it 
not; — ^the world might be at an end and the Day of Judgment 
proclaimed,— nothing Vould have stirred him from where he 
knelt, in that dreadful stillness of mystic martyrdom, drinking 
in the gradual glimmering consciousness of a terrific Truth, — 
the amazing, yet scarcely graspable solution of a supernatural 
Enigma, —an enigma through which, like a man lost in the 
depths of a dark forest, he hrd wandered up and down, seeking 
light, yet finding none ! 

Oh God ! " he dumbly prayed, Thou, with whom all 
things are possible, give eyes to this bnnd trouble of my heart 1 
1 am but as a grain of dust before \ hce, — a poor perishable 
atom, devoid of simplest comprehension ! — Do thou of Ih) 
supernal pity teach me ivhat 1 must know!” 

As he thought out this unuttertid petition, a tense cord 
seemed to snap suddenly in bis brain, — a rush tears came to 
his relief, and through their salt and bitter haze the face of 
Sah-lfirna appealed to melt into a thin and spiritual brightness, 
— mere aerial outline of what it had once been, — ^the glazed# 
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dark eyes seemed to flash living lightning into his, — the whole 
lost Personality of the dead poet seemed to environ him with a 
mysterious, potent, incorporeal influence, — an influence that he 
felt he must now or never repel, reject and utterly resist! 
With a shuddering cry, he tore his reluctant arms away from 
the beloved corpse, — with trembling tender fingers he closed, 
and pressed down the white eyelids of those love-expressive 
eyes, — and kissed the broad pcetic biow ! 

Whatever thou wert or art to me, Sah-lflma,” he murmured 
in sobbing haste, — “thou knowest that I loved thee, though 
now I leave thee ! P'arewell ! — and his voice broke in its 
strong agony — “ 0 how much easier to divide body from soul 
than part myself from thee! Sah-lOma, beloved Sah-Klma! 
God give thee good rest I — God pardon thy sins, — and mine ! ** 
And he pressed his lips once more on the folded, rigid hands, 
—as he did so, he inadvertently touched the writing-tablet, that 
hung from the dead Laureate’s girdle. The red glow of the 
fire around him enabled him to see distinctly what was written 
on it, — there were about twenty lines of verse, in exquisitely 
clear and fine caligraphy, — and as he read, he krTew them well, 
— they were the last lines of the poem “ Nourk^ima^* / 

He dared trust his own strength no longer, — one wild, 
adoring, lingering, parting look at his dead rival in song, whom 
he had loved better than himself, — and then, — full of a name- 
less fear, he fled I — fled recklessly, and with swift, mad fur)% as 
though demons followed in pursuit, — fled through the h ning 
city, as a lost and frenzied spirit might speed through the 
deserts of Hell ! Everywhere about him resounded the crack- 
ling hiss of flames, arid the crash of falling buildings, — mighty 
pinnacles and lofty domes melted and vanished before his eyes 
in a blaze of brilliant destruction I — on — on he went, meeting 
confused, scattered crowds of people, whose rushing, white- 
garmented figures looked like ghosts flying before a storm, — 
the cries and shrieks of women and children, and the groans of 
men were minglted with the restless roaring of lions and other 
wild beasts burnt out of their dens in the Royal Arena, the 
'distant circle of which could be dimly seen, surrounded by 
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fountain-Hke jets of fire. Some of these maddened animals 
ran against him, as he sped along the blazing thoroughfares, — 
but he made no attempt to avoid them, nor was he sensible of 
any other terror than that which was within himself and was 
purely mental. On 1 — On ! — Still on he went, — desperate 
lonely man, lost in a hideouu nightmare of flames and fury, — 
seeing nothing but one vast flying rout of molten red and gold, 
— speaking to none, — utterly reckless as to his own fate, — only 
impelled on and on, but whither he knew not, nor cared to 
know ! 

All at once his strength gave wa^ his nerves seemed to 
break asunder like so many over wound harp-stnngs, a sudden 
silvery clanging of bells rang in his ears, and with them came a 

sound of multitudinous soft small voices : ‘‘ Kyrie Eleison / 

Kyrie Eleison!^' 

♦ 

« « 

^ 

Hush I — Wiint was that? — What did it mean? Halting 
abruptly, he gave a ^vild glance round him, — up to the sky, 
where the flaring flames spread* in tangled lengths and webs of 
light, — then, straight before him to the City of Al-Kyris, now a 
wondrous vision of redly luminous columns and cupolas, with 
the wet gleam of the river enfolding its blazing streets and 
towers : — and while he yet beheld it, lo 1 It receded from his 
vieu / Further, — further !- oirliier away, till it seemed nothing 
but the toppling and srnouldeiing of heavy clouds after the 
conflagration of the sunset ! 

Hark, hark again! — ^ Kyrie Eidson! Kyrie Eleison!'^ 
With a sense of reeling rapture and awe he listened, — he under- 
stood I — he found the Name he had so long forgotten ! 

“Christ, have mercy upon me I” he cried, and in that one 
urgent supplication he uttered all the pent-up anguish of his 
soul ! Blind and dizzy with the fevered whirl of his own 
emotions, he stumbled forward and 11 1 — fdl heavily over a 
block of stone, — stunned by the shock, he lost consciousness, 
but only for a moment ; — dull aching in his temples roused 
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him, — and making a feint effort to rise, he turned slowly and 
languidly on his arm, — and with a long, deep, shuddering sigh, 


^AWOKE I 


m * 'I ♦ ♦ 

He was on the ‘‘ Field of Ardath.” Dawn had just broken. 
The east was one wide, shimmering stretch of warm gold, and 
over it lay strips of blue and grey, like fragments of tom 
battle- banners. Above him sparkled the morning star, white 
and glittering as a silver lamp, among the delicate spreading 
tints of saffron and green, — and beside him, — her clear, 
pure features flushed by the roseate splendour oi the sky, 
her hands clasped on her breast, and her sweet eyes full 
of an infinite tenderness and yearning, knelt Edris I — 
Edris, his flower-crowned Angel, whom last he had seen 
drifting upwards and away like a dove, through the gloiy of 
the Cross in Heaven 1 


XX 

SUNRISE 

E ntranced in amazed ecstasy he lay quite quiet, — afraid 
to speak or stir ! This gentle Presence, — this fair beseech- 
ing face, might vanish he moved ! So he dimly fancied, as he 
gazed up at her in mute wonder and worship, his devout eyes 
drinking in her saintly loveliness, from the deep burnished gold 
of hei hair, to the soft white blimness of her prayerfully-folded 
hands. And while he looked, old thoughts like home-returning 
birds began to hover round his soul, — sweet and dear remem- 
brances, like the*sunset lighting up the windows of an empty 
house, began to shine on the before semi-darkened nooks and 
erannies of his brain. Clearer and clearer grew the reflecting 
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nairror of his consciousness, — ^trouble and perplexity seemed 
passing away for ever from his mind, — a great and solemn 
peace environed him,— and he began to believe he had crossed 
the boundary of death and had entered at last into the Kingdom 
of Heaven ! O let him not break this holy silence ! — Let him 
rest so, with all the glory of that Angel-visage shed like summer 
sunbeams over him ! — Let him absorb into his innermost being 
the exquisite tenderness of those innocent, hopeful, watchful, 
starry eyes whose radiance seemed to steal into the golden 
morning and give it a sacred poetry and infinite marvel 
of meaning ! So he mused, gravely contented, — while all 
through the brightening skies overhead, came the pale pink 
flushing of the dawn, like a far fluttering and scattering of rose- 
leaves. Everything was so still that he could hear his own 
heart beating forth healthful and regular pulsations, — but he 
i^as scarcely conscious of his own existence, — he was only aware 
of the vast, beautiful, halcyon calm that encircled him shelter- 
ingly and soothed all caie away. 

Gradually, however, this deep and delicious trantjuillity began 
to yield to a sweeping rush of memory and comprehension, — 
he knew who he was and whekk he was, — though he did not as 
yet feel ab'jolutely certain of life and life's so calh‘d realities. For 
if the City of A1 Kyns with all its vivid wonders, its distinct 
experiences, its brilliant pageantry, had been indeed a Dream, 
then surely it was possible he might be dreaming still ’ — never- 
theless he v/as able to gatli - up the fragments of lost recollec- 
tion consecutively enough to realize by gentle degrees, his actual 
identity and position in the world,- he was Iheos Alwyn, — a 
man of the nineteenth century after Cfinst. Ah ! thank God 
for that ! — After Christ ^ — not one who had lived hve thousand 
years before Christ’s birth ! And this quiet, patient Maiden at 
his side, — who was she ? A Vision ? — or an actual existent 
Being? Unable to resist the craving de.>irp of his heart, he 
spoke her name as he now remembered it, — spoke it in a faint, 
awed whisper. 

“ Edris ! ” 

^ Theos, my Beloved I ^ 
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O sweet and thrilling voice ^ more musical than the singing 
of birds in a sun-filled Spring * 

He raised himself a little, and looked at her more intently . 
— ^she smiled, — ^and that smile so marvellous in its pensive 
peace and lofty devotion, was as though all the light of an 
unguebsed paradise had suddenly fiashed upon his soul * 

“ Edns ^ he said again, trembling in the excess of mingled 
hope and tear — “ Hast thou tl en returned again from heaven, 
to lift me out of darkness ? — ^Tell me, fair Angel, do I wake or 
sleep ? — Are my senses deceived ? Is this land a dream ? — Am 
I myself a dream, and thou the only manifest sweet 1 ruth in a 
world of dnfting shadows ? Speak to me, gentle Saint * — In 
what vast mystery have 1 been engulfed? — in what timeless 
trance of soul-bewilderment ? — ^in what blind uncertainty and 
pain ? — O Sweet ! resolve my wordless wonder • Where have 
I strayed? — what have I seen? — Ah, let not my rough speech 
fright thee back to Paradise ’ — Stay with me ! — comfort me I — 
I have lost thee so long * — let me not lose thee now^ > ” 

Smiling still, she bent over him, and pressed her warm 
delicate fingers lightly on his brow and lips Tfien softly she 
arose and stood erect 

**Fear nothing, my beloved'” she answered, her siUery 
accents sending % throb of holy tnurriph through the air, — 
“ Let no trouble disquiet thee, and no shadow of misgiving dim 
the brightness of thy waking moments ' Thou hast slept one 
night on the ^ Field oj Ardath' m the Valley of Vision but 

lo I the Night is past ' ” and she pointed towards the 

eastern horizon now breaking into waves c f rosy gold, “ Rise ! 
and behold the dawnirig of thy new Day I ” 

Roused by her touch, and fired by her tone and the grand 
unworldly dignity of her look and bearing he sprang up, — but 
as he met the full, ,pure splendour of her divine eyes, and saw, 
wavenng round her, a shining aureole of amber radiance like a 
wreath of woven sunbeams, his spirit quailed within him, — he 
remembered all his doubts of her, — his disbelief, and falling at 
her feet, he hid his face in a shame that was better than all 
glory, — a humiliation that was sweeter than all pride. 
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‘*Edrisl Immortal Edris!” — ^he passionately prayed, **As 
tftou art a crowned saint in Heaven, shed light on the chaos of 
my soull hiom the depths of a penitence past thought and 
speech I plead with thee * Hear roe, my Edris , thou who an 
so maiden meek, so tender-patient J — hear me, help me, guide 
me, — 1 am all thine * Say, didst thou not summon me to meet 
thee here upon this wondrous Field of Ardath?— did 1 not 
come hither according to thy words ? — and have I not seen 
things that 1 am not able to express or understand? Teach 
me, wise and beloved one ^ — I doubt no mo^e^ I know 
Myself and Thee — thou art an angel, — but I • — alas, what am 
I? A gram of sand in thy sight and in God’s, — a mere 
Nothing, comprehending nothing, — unable even to realue the 
extent of my own nothingness I Edns, oh Edris ’—IHOU cans! 
not love me ’ — thou maysl pity me perchance, and paidon, and 
bless me gently in Christ’s dear Name ^ — but love ’ — T hy love ! 
— O ^et me not aspire to such heights of joy, where I have no 
right, no worthiness 

No worthiness ' ” echoed Edns, — what a rapture trembled 
through her sweet caressing voice* — ** My 7heos, who is so 
worthy to win bacic ^hat is thine own, as thou? All Heaven 
has wondered at thy voluntary exile, — thy place in God’s 
supernal Sphere has long been vacant, — thy right to dwell 
there none have questioned, — thy throne is empty, — thy 
crow n unclaimed * 1 hou art an Angel even as I * — but 

thou art in bonds while I im free * Ah, how sad and 
strange it is to me to see thee here thus fettered to the 
Sorrowful Star, wheji countless aeons since thou mightest 
have enjoyed full liberty in the Lier«ai Light of the ever 
lasting Paradis^ * ” 

He listened, — a strong sweet hope began to kindle in him 
like fliine, — but he made no answer Only he caught and 
kissed the edge of her garment, — its soft grt y cloudy texture 
brushed his lips with the odorous coolness jf a furled rose- 
leaf She seemed to tremble at h s action, — but he dared 
not look up Piesently he felt the pulsing pressure of her 
bands upon his head, and a rush of strange, warm vigour 
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thrilled through his veins like an electric flash of new and 
never-ending life. 

“ Thou wouldst seek after and know the Truth ! ” she said, 
‘‘Truth Celestial, — Truth Unchangeable, — Truth that permeates 
and underlies all the mystic inward workings of the Universe, 
— workings and secret laws unguessed by Man 1 Vast as 
Eternity is this Truth, — ungraspable in all its manifestations by 
the merely mortal intelligence^ — nevertheless, thy spirit being 
chastened to noble humility and repentance, hath risen to new 
heights of comprehension, whence thou canst partly penetrate 
into the wonders of worlds unseen. Did I not tell thee to 
‘ leant from the perils of the Past^ the perils of the Future * f — 
and understandest thou not the lesson of the Vision of 
Al-Kyris ? Thou hast seen the Dream-Reflection of thy 
former Poet-fame and glory in old time; — ^'Phou wert Sah- 

An agony of shame possessed him as he heard. His soul 
at once seized the solution of the mystery, — his quickened 
thought plunged plummet-like straight through the depths of 
the bewildering phantasmagoria, in which mere Reason had 
been of no practical avail, and straightway sounded its whole 
seemingly-complex, but actually-simple meaning ! He was 
Sah-lUmal — or iather, he had been Sah-lQraa in some far 
stretch of long-receded time, — and in his Dream of a single 
night, — he had loved the brilliant Phantom of his Former Self 
more than his own present Identity 1 Not less remarkable 
was the fact that in this strange Sleei>-Mirage, he had imagined 
himself to be perfectly w;zselflsh, whereas all the while he had 
honoured, flattered and admired the mere Appearance of 
Himself more than anything or everything in the world 1 
Aye I — even his occasional reluctant reproaches to Himself in 
the ghostly impersonation of Sah-lflma, had been far more 
tender than severe! 

O deep and bitter ingloriousness 1 — O speechless degradation 
of all the higher capabilities of Man ! — to love one’s own 
ephemeral Shadow-Existence so utterly as to exclude from 
tjiougfat and sympathy, all other things whether human or 
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divine! And was it not possible that this Spectre of Self 
might still l>e clinging to him ? Was it dead with the Dream 
of Sah-ltima ? — or had Sah-ltima never truly died at all ? — and 
was the fine fire-spun Essence that had formed the Spirit of 
the Laureate of Al-Kyns, yet part of the hving Substance of 
his present nature, — he, a world-unrecognised English poet of 
the nineteenth century? Did all Sah-IDma’s light follies, idle 
passions and careless cruelties remain inherent in him ? Had 
he the same pride of intellect, the same vain-glory, the same 
indifierence to God and Man ? Oli no, no ! — he shuddered at 
the thought ! — and his head sank lov\er and lower beneath the 
benediction -touch of Her whose tenderness revived his noblest 
energies, and lit anew m his heart the pure, bright fire of 
heaven-encompassing Aspiration. 

^*Thou WERT Sah-l6ma I” went on the mildly earnest voice, 
“And all the wide ungrudging fame given to EarthS great 
poets in ancient days, was thine ! Thy name was on all men’s 
mouths, —thou wert honoured by kings— thou weit the chief 
glory of a great people, — great though misled by their own 
false opinions, — and the City of Al-Kyris, of which thou wert 
the enshnned jewel, t?as mightier far than any now built upon 
the earth ! Christ had not ronie to thee, save by dim types 
and vague prefigurements which only praying prophets could 
disetrn, — but G(;d had spoken to thy soul in quiet moments, 
and thou wouldst neither hear Him nor believe in Him ! 1 

had called thee, but the wculdst not listen, —thou didst 
foolishly prefer to hearken to the clamorous tempting of thine 
own beguiling human pnssions, — and wert altogether deaf to 
an Angel’s whisper I Ihnigs of aie» caith eaitby gamed 
dominion o\er thee, — bv them thou w'ert led astray, deceived, 
and at last forsaken, — the genius God gave thee thou didst 
misuse and indolently waste, — thy bnet life came, as thou hast 
seen, to sudden piteous end, — and the proud City of thy 
dwelling was destroyed by fire! Not a trace of it w^as left to 
mark the spot where once it sV od * — the foundations ol 
Babylon were laid upon it, and no man guessed that it had 
ever been. And thy Poems, — the fruit of thy heaven-sent bqj 
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cardessly-accepted inspiration, — who is there that remembers 
them ? No one 1 — save Thou I Thou hast recovered them 
like sunken pearls from the profound ocean of limitless 
Memory, — and to the world of To-Day thou dost repeat the 
self-same music to which Al-Kyris listened entranced so many 
thousands of generations ago ! ” 

A deep sigh that was half a groan broke from his lips, 

he could now take the measure, ment of his own utter littleness 
and incompetency I He could create nothing new / Everything 
he had wntten, as he fancied only just lately, had been written 
by himself before I The problem of the poem “ Nourhalmaf 
— was explained, — he had designed it when he had played his 
part on the stage of life as Sah-ldma, — and perhaps not even 
then for the fiist time ! In this pnde^rushjng knowledge 
there was only one consolation, — namely, that if his Dream 
were a true rcil^'ction of his Past, and exart in details as he 
felt it must be, tlien Nourhalma^^ had not been given to 
Al-Kyris, — it had been composed, but not made public 
Hence, so far, it was new to the world, though not new to 
himself. Vet he had considered it wondioa>ly new’ — a 
** perfectly original” ideal Ah I— who dares to boast of any 
idea as humanly ^‘original” — seeing that all ideas whatsoever 
must be referre'i back to God and admitted as H’S and His 
only I What is the wisest man that ever lived, but a small, 
pale, ill-reflecting mirror of the Paternal Thought that controls 
and dominates all things 1 He remembered with conscience- 
stricken confusion, what pleasure he had felt, what placid 
satisfaction, what unquahfied admiration, w^hen listening to 
his own works rented 'by the ghost presentment of his Former 
Self I — pleasure that had certainly exceeded wdiatever pain he 
had suffered by the then enigmatical and perplexing nature of 
the incident. O what a foolish A^om he now seemed, viewed 
by the standard of his newdy-aroused highei consciousness ! — 
how poor and passive a slave to the glittering, beckoning 
Phantasm of his* owm perishable Fame ! 

'1 hus on the Field of Ardath ” he drained the cup of 
bumiliation to the dregs,— the cup which like that offered to 
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the Prophet of Holy Wnt was as it were with water^ hu^ 
the colour of it was like fire^ ” — ^the water of tears — the fire of 
faith, — and with that prophet he might have said, — “ When 1 
had drunk of i/, my heart uttered understandings and wisdom 
grnv in my breast ^ for my spirit strengthened my memory ” 

Meanwhile Edris, still keeping her gentle hands on his bent 
head, went on 

“ In such wise didst thou, my Beloved, as the famous Sah- 
Ifima, mournfully pensh— and the nations remembered thee no 
more * But thy spiritual indestructible Es^eiK e lived on, and 
wandered dismayed and torlorn through a m\riad forms of 
existence in the depths of Perpetual Dirkness which Must be, 
even as the Everlasting Lirht is Ihy nnmorlal but perverted 
Will bore thee alw furthf‘r from God, —further from Him, 
and so far from me, that thou wert at times beyond even an 
Angel’s ken ’ Ages upon ages rolled away, — the centuries 

between Earth and Earth’s purposed Redemption passed, 

and, — though in Hea\en these measured spaces oi time that 
appear so great to men are as a mere world’s month of summer, 
— still, to me, for once Gods goMcn da>s seemed long • I had 
lost Fhfe* Ihouwert my soul’s other soul, — mv king ’—my 
immortality’s completion ’ — and though thou wert, alas! a fallen 
Brightness, }et I held fast to ni> one hope, — the hope in thy 
dniner nature, which tliough sorely overcome, was not and 
could not be wholly destroyed I knew the fate in store for 
thee, — I knew that thou th other erring spirits wert bound 
to live again on earth when Christ had built His Holy Way 
therefrom to Heaven,*— and never d d I cease for thy dear sake 
to wait and watch and pray 1 At L st 1 found thet, — but ah I 
how I trembled for th) destiny ’ 1 o thee had been delivered, 

as to all the children men, the final message of salvation,— 
the Message of Love and Pardon which made all the angels 
wonder ’ — but thou didst utterly reject it — a» d with the same 
wilful arrogance of thy former self, SihlUma, thou wert blindly 
and desperately turning anew into Ot ^nessl* O my Beloved, 
that darkness might have been eternal I — ^and crowded with 
memories dating from thy very beginning of life I — Nay, let me 
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not speak of that Supernal Agony, since Christ hath died to 
quench its terrors ! . . . Enough f — by happy chance, through 
uiy desire, thine own roused better will, and the strength of 
one who bath many friends in Heaven, thy spirit was released 
to temporary lil)erty, — ^and in thy vision at Dariel which was 
no vision but a Truth, I bade thee .meet me here. And why? 
Solely to test thy power of obedience to a divine impulse un- 
explainable by human reason^ — and 1 rejoiced as only angels 
can rejoice, 'when of thine own Free-Will thou didst keep the 
tryst I made with thee I Yet thou knewest me not ! — or rather 
thou wouldst not know me, — till I left thee ! *Tis ever the way 
of mortals, to doubt their angels in disguise ! ” 

Her sweet accents shook with a liquid thrill suggestive of 
tears, — but he was silent. It seemed to him that he w'ould be 
well content to hold his peace for ever, if for ever he might 
hear her thus melodiously speak on ! Had she not called him 
her “other soul, her king, her immortality^s completion!” — and 
on those wondrous words of hers, his spirit hung, impassioned, 
dazzled and entranced beyond all Time and Spac^ and Nature 
and Experience! 

After a brief pause, during which his ravished mind floated 
among the thousand images and vague feelings of a whole Past 
and Future merged in one splendid and celestial Present, she 
resumed, always softly and with the same exquisite tenderness 
of tone:^ — 

“ I left thee, Dearest, but a moment, — and in that moment, 
He who hath Himself shared in human sorrows and sym- 
pathies, — He who is the Embodiment of the Essence of God's 
T-/)ve, — came to my aidf Plunging thy senses in deep sleep, 
as hath been done before to many a saint and prf)phet of old 
time here on this very Field of Ardath, — He summoned up 
before thee the phantoms of a portion of thy Past, — phantoms 
which, to thee, seemed far more real than the living presence 
of thy faithful Edris 1 — alas, my Beloved I — thou art not the 
only one on the Sorrowful Star who accepts a Dream for Reality 
and rejects Reality as a Dream!” 
tShe paused again, — and again continued: — “Nevertheless, 
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in some degree thy Vision of Al-Kyns was true, inasmuch as 
thou wert shown therein as in a mirror, one phase, one only, of 
thy former existence upon earth The final episode was chosen, 
— as by the end of a man’s days alone shall he be judged * As 
much as thy dreaming sight was able to see, — as much as thy 
brain was able to bear, — app ared before thee, — but that thou, 
slumbering, wert )et a conscious Personality among Phantoms, 
and that these phantoms spoke to thte, charmed thee, be 
wildered thee, tempted thee, and swayed thee, — this was the 
Divine Masters work upon thine own retrospective 1 bought 
and Memory fie gave the shadows of thy b}gone life seem 
mg colour, sense, motion, and speech, -He blotted out from 
thy remembrance His own most Holy Name, — and, shutting 
up the Present from ihy ga/e. He sent thy spirit back into the 
Past There, thou, perplexed and sorrowful, didst painfully 
re weave the last fiigmenls of thy former history, — and nut till 
thou hadst abindontd the Sfiado v oj T/tystif^(l\d*^t thou escape 
from the te ir of destruction * J I en, when apparently all alone, 
and utterl) forsaken, a cloud of angels circled lound thee, — 
then, at thy lust repent int cry for help, He who has never left 
an eaiPLSt pra\er unanswered, bacie me descend hither, to 
waken and comfort thee*— O never was His bidding more 
joyously oIk yed I Now I have plainh shown dice the inter- 
pretation of thy Dream -and dost thou not comprehend the 
intention uf thf Highest in it unto thee? Remember 

the words of Gods I’rophcw of old — 

* Behold tnc fu thou thoughUsi Oarnn^ hoiv gtcat a ry 
hath the moon umuk /*/ ^ 

'''‘'‘And 1 beheld and was Sc/c amazed ^ f yr 1 uas no longer 
My self^ but Anoth< r 

And tht s v'yri of itath wa\ in that Otfief \ souL — and yet 
that Other was hut J/> self tn pain 

'^^Andl kmw not the thirii^s uhich were c* e fami/tar, aid 
my heart faikd within me for very fea'^ 

She spoke the quaint and m)stic lines with a grave, pure, 
rhythmic utterance that was like the far-off singing of swee^ 
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psalmody ; — and when she ceased, the stillness that followed 
seemed quivering with the rich vibrations of her voice, — the 
very air was surely rendered softer and more delicate by such 
soul-moving sound I 

But Theos, who had listened dumbly until now, began to 
feel a sudden sorrowful aching at his heart, — sense of coming 
desolation, — a consciousness that she would soon depart again 
and leave him, — and, with a mingled reverence and passion, 
he ventured to draw one of the fair hands that rested on his 
brows, down into bis own clasp. He met with no resistance, 
and half-happy, half-agonized, he pressed his lips upon its soft 
and dazzling whiteness, while the longing of his soul broke 
forth in words of fervid, irrepressible appeal. 

“ Edris ! ” he implored, — “ If thou dost love me, give me my 
death 1 Here, — now, at thy feet where I kneel ! — of what avail 
is it for me to struggle in this dark and difficult world? — O 
deprive me of this fluctuating breath called Life and let me 
live indeed! 1 understand, — I know all thou hast said, — I 
have learned my own sins as in a glass darkly, — I have lived 
on earth before, and as it seems, made no good use of life, — 
and now, — now I have found Thee I l"hen why must I lose 
thee? — thou who earnest to me so sweetly at the first? — Nay, 
I cannot part from thee — I will not ! — If thou leavest me, 1 
have no strength to follow thee ; I shall but miss the way to 
thine abode I ” 

“lliou canst not miss the way!” responded Edris softly, — 
“ Look up, my Theos, — be of good cheer, thou Poet to whom 
Heaven’s greatest gifts of Song are now- accorded I Look up 
and tell me, — is not the way made plain ?” 

Slowly, and in reverential fear, he obeyed, and raised his 
eyes, still holding her by the hand, — and saw behind her, a 
distinctly marked shadow that seemed flung downw^ards by the 
reflection of some brilliant light above, — the shadow of a Cross, 
against which her delicate figure stood forth in shining outlines. 
Seeing, he understood, — but nevertheless his mind grew more 
and more disquieted. A thousand misgivings crowded upon 
Jbim, — he thought of the world, — he remembered what it was, 
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— he was living in an age of heresy and wanton unbelief, where 
not only Christ's Divinity was made blasphemous mock of, but 
where even Cod's existence was itself called in question, — and 
as for angels ! — a sort of shock ran through his nerves as he 
reflected, that though preachers preached concerning these 
supernatural beings, — thoughdhe very birth of Christ rested on 
Angels’ testimony, — though poets wrote of them, and painters 
strove to delineate them on their most famous canvases, each 
and all thus practically demonstrating the secret instinctive 
intuition of Humanity that such celestial Forms are^ — yet it 
was most absolutely certain that not a man in the prosaic 
nineteenth century, would, if asked, admit to any actual belief 
in their existence ! Inconsistent ? — yes > — but are not men 
more inconsistent than the very beasts of the field their 
tyranny controls? What, as a rule, do men believe in? — 
Themselves ! —only themselves I They are, in their own 
opinion, the JJe All and the End-All of everything ! — as if the 
Supreme Creative Force called God, were incapable of design 
ing any Higher Form of Thinking-Life than their pigmy bodies 
which strut on two le^s, and with two eyes and a small, quickly- 
staggered biain, profess to understand and weigh the whole 
foundation and plan of the Universe ! 

Crowing swiftly conscious of all that, in the Purgatory of the 
Present, awaited him, Thr*os felt as though the earth-chasm 
that had swallowed up A! Kyris in his dieam, had opened 
again before him, affrighting him with its black depth of 
nothingness and annihilation, — and in a sudden agony of self- 
distrust, he gazed yearifingly at the fair, wistful face above him, 
— the divine beauty that was his aftti all,* if he only knew how 
to claim it I Something, he knew' not what, filled him with a 
fiery restlessness, — a passion of protest and aspiration, which 
for a moment was so strong that it seemed to him he must, 
with one fierce effort, wrench himself free from the trammels of 
mortality, and straightway take upo»'i him the majesty of 
immortal nature, and so bear his Angel love company whither- 
soever she went 1 Never had the fetters of flesh weighed upon 
him with such heaviness 1 — but in spite of his feverish longings 
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to escape, some authontative yet gentle Force held him 
pnsoner 

“ (xod I he muttered, — " Why am I thus bound ? — why can 
I not be fr^e ? 

“ Because thy time for freedom has not come * said Edns, 
quickly answering his thought, — Because thou hast work to 
do that IS not yet done I Thy poet labours have, up till now, 
been merely repetition,— the repetition of thy I ormcr Self, — 
Go * the tired world waits for a new Gospel of Potsv, — a new 
song that shall rouse it from its apathy, and bring it ciosei unto 
God and all things high and fair ! Write > — tor the nations 
wait for a trumpet voice of Truth 1 — the greit poets are dead, — 
their spirits are m Heaven,— and there is none to leph' t them 
on the Sorrowlul Star save Thou ’ Not for fame do thy work, 
— nor for Wealth, —but for I^ve and the Glory of God^ for 
Love of Humanit), for Love of the l^eautiful the I urc, the 
Holy let the race of men hear one more fudiful \postle of 
the Divine Unseen, ere I arth is lost m the witht iing light of a 
lar<^t.r Urt at on I Go f — perform thy Ion*, negle^^cd mission, 
that mission of all poets woithy the name,— raise the uorid ^ 
Thou shalt not lack strength nor fervour, so lorg as thou dost 
write for the Ixnifit of others Serve God and livt ’ serve 
Self and die » -^uch is the Lternal I^w of Sphen^s JimsiUe, — 
the less thou set st oi Self, the more thou st cst ol Heaven •- 
thrust belt a\»a\, and lo ’ — Cxod invests thee with His Presence ^ 
Go forth into the world, — a King uru row ned,— a Master of 
Song, — and (ear not that I, Edns, will forsake thee, -I, who 
have loved thee ^‘ince the birth of 'limel” 

He met her beaunful, luniinous, inspired e>es, with a sad 
interrogative] less in his own What a hard fate was meted ou^ 
to him’ Jo ttach the world that stuffed at Ic iching I — to 
rouse the gold thirsting mass of men to a new scn>e of things 
divine 1 O vain task I — O dreary impossibility I Enough 
surely, to guide his own Will aright, without making any 
attempt to guide the wills of others > 

Her mandate seemed to him almost cruel, — it was like 
(driving him into a howling wilderness, when with one touch, 
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one kiss, she might transport him into Paradise ! If she were 
in the world, — if she were always with him — ah ! then how 
different, how easy life would be ! Again he thought of those 
strange entrancing words of hers , — ** My other soul, — my king 
— my immortality’s completion I ” — and a sudden wild idea 
took swift possession of his bmin. 

“Edris!” he cried, — “If I may not yet come to thee, then 
come THOU to me ’ - Dwell thou with me ! — O by the force of 
my ^ove, Tshich God knoweth, let me draw thee, thou bir 
T jght, into riiy heart’s gloom ! Hear me while I swear my 
faith to thee as at some holy shnne I — As I live, with all my 
soul I do accept thy Master Christ, as mine utmoi.t good, and 
Ills Cross as my proudei-t gloiy ! — but yet, bethink thee, Ediis, 
bethink thee of this world, — its wilful sin, its scoin of God, and 
all the evil that like a spreading thunder cloud darkens it day 
by day 1 O wilt thou leave me desolate and alone? Fight as 
1 will, [ shall often sink under blow^s,— coiiqm r as I may I 
shall suffer tht solitude of conquest, unless thou art with 
me! O speak is there no d<‘eper divine intention in the 
marvellous dt btiny that has brought ns together' — thou, pure 
Spirit, and I, weak Mortal? Has Love, the primal mov-^r of 
all things, no hold upon thee?— If I am, as thou sa^^est, thy 
Beloved, loved by thee so long, even while foigetlul of and un- 
woithy of thy love, ran I not now, —now when I am all thine, 
— persuade thee to compas*?? mat^- the rest of my brief life on 
earth ? — Thou art in woman’s shape, here on this Field of 
Ardath, — and v<'t thou art not woman 1 O could my love con- 
si^rain thee in Crod’s Name, to wear the mask of mortal body 
for my sake, would not our union even no^, make the Sorrow- 
ful Star seem fair? — Love, love, love ! Come to mine aid, and 
teach me how to shut the wings of this sw^eet bird of paradise 
in mine own breast ! God I — Spare her to me for one of Thy 
swift moments which are our raoital ’ — Christ, who 

became a mere child for pity of us, let me learn from Thee the 
mystic spell that makes Thine angel mine ! ’* 

Carried away by his own forceful emotion he hardly knew 
what he said, — but an unspeakable dizzy joy flooded his soul, 
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as be caught the look she gave him ! — a wild, sweet, amazed, 
half-tender, half-agoni/ed, wholly human look, suggestive of the 
most marvellous possibilities ! One effort and she released her 
hand from his, and moved a little apart, her eyes kindling with 
celestial sympathy in which there was the very faintest touch of 
self-surrender. Self surrender ? — what ! — from an Angel to a 
mortal ? Ah no ! it could not he, — yet he felt filled all at 
once with a terrible sense of power that at the same time was 
mingled with the deepest humility and fear. 

“ Hush ’ ” — she said, and her lovely low voice was tremulous, 
** Hush ’ — Thou dost speak as if we were already in God’s 
World 1 I love the e, Theos 1 — and truly, because thou art 
prisoned here, 1 love the sad Earth also ’ — but dost thou 
think to what thou wouldst so eagerly persuade me? To live 
a mortal life ? — to die ? — to pass through the darkest pha:se of 
world-existence known in all the teeming spheres? Nay!” — 
and a look of pathetic sorrow came over her face, — ** How 
could J, even for thee, my Theos, forsake my home in 
Heaven?” 

Her last w’-ords were half questioning, half hesitating, — her 
manner was as of one in doubt — and Theos, kneeling still, sur- 
veyed hfT in worshipping silence Then he suddenly remem- 
bered what the Monk and Mystic, Hehobas, had said to him 
at Dariel on the morning after his trance of soul liberty • — If, 
as I conjecture, you have seen one of the fair inhabitants of 
higher spheies than ours, you would not drag her spiritual and 
death-unconscious brightness dow n to the level of the ‘ i cahty ’ 
of a merely human life? — Nay, if yoi> would >ou could not’” 
And now, strange to‘say, hc' felt that he could ^ but would not , 
and he was overcome with remorse and penitence for the 
egotistical nature of his own appeal. 

*‘My love — m^y life ’ ” he said brokenly, — “Forgive me,— 
forgive my selfish prayer ’ Self spoke, —not I, — yet I had 
thought Self dead, and buried for ever ’ ” A faint sigh escaped 
him, — “Beliewe me, Sweet, 1 would not have thee lose one 
hour of Heaven’s ecstasies, — I would not have thee saddened 
, by Earth’s wilful miseries, — no ! not even for that lightning- 
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moment which numbers up man's mortal days ! Speed 
back to Angel-land, my Edris ! — I will love thee till I die, and 
leave thee Afterwards to Christ. Be glad, thou fairest, dearest 
One I — unfurl thy rainbow wings and fly from me ! — and wander 
singing through the groves of Heaven, making all Heaven 
musical, — perchance in the silence of the night I may catch 
the echo of thy voice and fancy thou art near ! And trust 
me, Edris 1 — trust me ! — for my faith shall not falter, — my 
hope shall not waver, — and though in the world 1 may, I 
must have tribulation, yet will I belie\e in Him who hath, by 
simple Love, overcome the world ! ” 

He ceased, — a great quiet seemed to fall upon him, — ^the 
quiet of a deep and passive resignation. 

Edris diew nearer to him, — timidly as a shy bird, yet with a 
wonderful smile quivering on her lips, and in the clear depths 
of her starry eyes. Very gently she placed her arms about his 
neck, and looked down at him with divinely compassionate 
tenderness 

“ 'riiou beloved one ^ ” she said, “ Thou whose spirit was 
formerly equal to mine, and to all angels, in God's sight, 
though through pride it fell ! Learn that thou art nearer to 
me now than thou hast been for a myriad ages ! — between us 
are renewed the strong sw'eet ties that shall nevermoie be 

broken, unless, ” and her voice faltered, — “ Unless thou, 

of thine owm Free Will, break them again in spite of all my 
praters’ bor, because thou art immortal even as I, though 
thou art pent up in mortality, e\en so must thy Will remain 
immortally unfetterLd,*and what thou dost firmly elect to do, 
God will not pi event. The Dream of thy Past was a lesson, 
not a command, — thou art free to forget or remember it as 
thou wilt while on earth, since it is only after Death that 
Memory is ineflaceable, and with its companion Remoise, 
constitutes Hell. Obey God, or disobey Hun; — He will not 
force thee either way, — constrained love hath no value f 
Only this is the Univcisal I^w, — that whocoever disobeys, 
his disobedience recoils on his owm head as of Necessity it 
MUST ; — whereas obedience is the working in perfect harmony 
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with all Nature, and of equal Necessity brings its own reward. 
Cling to the Cross for one moment — the moment called by 
mortals, Life, — and it shall lift thee straightway into highest 
Heaven I "I here will I wait for thee, — ^and there thou shalt 
make me th ne own for e\er * * 

He sighed and ga/cd at her fully 
“ Alas, my Edris ’—Not till th^ n ? ” he miirmurc d 
She bent over him and kissed his forehead,- a caress as 
brief and li.^ht as the passing flutter of a birdS wing 

“ Not till then • " - she whispered — “ Unless the longing of 
thy lo\ e compels ’ * 

He started A\Tiat did she mean? — His eves flashed eager 
mquii) into lurt,, so soft and biilliantly dear, wuh the h{.ht of 
an eteroil peace dwelling in their liquid m^sttiious loveliness, 
— and me< ting his questioning look, the angelic smile bright 
ened more gk nou‘=’ly round her lios But tl ert w is now 
something altogether uneiithl) in her beiiU), — a wondrous 
inward himmousness bc^in to tran'^tigure her fice and foim, — 
he saw htr gaim nts white n to a sparkling radiance x of sun 
beams on snov;, the halo round her biight hair citepened nlo 
flame like glory her s^^atine grew lofuer, and be canit is it were 
endowed with supr^m^- and splendid majesty, — and the ex 
quisiLc fa mess of her countenance waxed warmly trinsparenl, 
with the delu ate hue of a white rose, through which the [link 
colour fiintlv flu lies soft iiggestions of ruddiei life Hi‘ g-ize 
dwelt uj)on her m unspFakiblc wondmng adoration, mingled 
with a sense of irreiiressiblt sorrow and heaviness of heart, — 
he felt she wa^ about lo leave him, -and was it not a parting 
of soul from soul ^ 

Ju^t then the Sun stepped royally forth from between the red 
and gold curtains of the c and in that blaze of earth’s life 
radiance her figure became rcsplendently invested with vivid 
rays of roseate luMre that ur surpassed the amber shining of 
the Orb of day ’ Awed, da//k d and utterly overcome, he yet 
strove to keep bis straining eyes steadily upon her,- conscious 
that her smile still blessed him with its tenderness, — he made 
? wild efi )rt to drag himself nearer to her, — ^to touch once more 
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the glittering edge of her robe, — to detain her one little little 
moment longer ! Ah ! bow wistfully, how fondly she looked 
upon him ! — ^Almost it seemed as if she might after all consent 

to stay ! He stretched out his arms with a pathetic gesture 

of love, fear, and soul p.issionate supplication. 

“Ediis* — Edris!” — he uied half despair ngly. “O V>y the 
strength of thme Angelhood have pity on the weakness of my 
Manhood!” 

Surely she heard, or seemed to hear! — and yet she gave no 
answei ! No sign’ — no promise! — no gesture of hirewelP — 
v^nlya look of divuie, «.ompassionating, perfect love, — a look 
so pure, penetrating, so true, so rapturous, that flesh and 
blood could hear tlie glory of her transfigured Presence no 
longer, - and blind wuh the hnimng effulgence of her beauty, 
he shut his eyes and covered his face. He knew now, if he 
had never known it before, what was meant by an Angel 
stand If: g tn ine ^un / ” ^ Moreover he also knew that what 
Humanity Calls “mirndes* arc possible, iind do happen, — and 
that instead of beiiig violations of the Law of Nature as we 
understand it, they are but confirmations of that Law in its 
deeper depths, -depths wduch, controlled by Spiritual Force 
alone, have not as yet V>een sounded by the most searching 
scientists And what is Material Force, but the visible mani- 
festation of the Spiritual behind it? — He who accepts the 
Material and denies the Spiritual, is in the untenable position of 
one who admits an l.fieet and denies a Cause! And if both 
Spiritual and Material be ac cepted, then how can we reasonably 
dare to set a limit to the inanifcstations of either the one or 
the other ? • 

n n m 

* ♦ * 

When he at last looked up, Kdris had vanbhed ! He was 
alone —alone on the “Field of Ardalh” — the field tliat was 
“ barren ” in very truth, now she, his Angel, had been drawn 
away, as it seemed, into the sunlight, — ^absorbed like a paradise- 
^ Revdation chap. xix. ▼.17, , 
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pearl into those rays of lite-giving gold that ht and warmed the 
reddenihg earth and heaven > 

Slowly and dizzily, he rose to his feet, and gazed about him 
/n vague bewilderment. He had passed oni night on the 
field ’ One night only • — and he felt as though he had lived 
through years of experience’ ^ow, the Vision was ended. — 
Edris, the Reality^ had fled, — and the World was before him, 
the World, with all the unsatisf>ing things it grudgingly ofieis, 
— the World in which A1 Kyns had been a “City Magnificent'* 
in the centuries gone, — and in which he too, had played his 
part before, and had w on tame to be forgotten as soon as dead ’ 
Fame ’ — how he had longtd and thirsted for it’— ard what a 
foolish, undesirable distinction it seemed to him now ’ 

Steady mg his thoughts by a few moments of calm reflection, 
he remembered whit he had in charge to do,— /c? redetm htk 
Fast lo use and expend whatever force was in him for the 
good, the help, the consolement, and the love of otlurs , — twi 
to benefit himsrli ’ Tnis was his task,— and the vtry LCjmpre 
hension of it j ive him a rush of vigour and virik. energy that 
at once lifted the cloud of love loneliness from his soul 

My Edris he whispered, — “Ihou shalt have no ciuse to 
weep for me in Heaven again’ — with Ciocis help I will win 
back my lost heritage ’ " 

As he spoke the words, his eyes caught a glimpse of some 
thing white on the turf where, but a moment since, his \ngtl 
love had stood, -lie stooped towarus it, -it was one half 
opened bud of the wonderful '‘Ardath flowers" that had 
covered the field in such singular prc^fusion on tlu previous 
night when she first* appeared. One only ’ — might he not 
gather it? 

He hesitated, -then ver)^ gently and reverently broke it off, 
and tenderly bcjre it to his lips W hat a be lutiful blossom it 
was ’ — its fragrance w is unlike that of an> other flower, — its 
whiteness was more pure and soft thin that of the rarest 
edelweiss on AJpine snows, and its partially disclosed golden 
centre had an almost luminous brightness As he held it in 
^his hand, all sorts of vague delicious thoughts came sweeping 
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across his brain, — thoughts that seemed to set themselves to 
music wild and strange and new^ and suggestive of the sweetest, 
noblest influences ’ A thnll of expectation stirred in him, as 
of great and good things to be done, — ^grand changes to be 
wrought in the complex web of human destiny, brought about 
by the quickening and de’^elopment of a pure, unselfish, 
spintual force, that might with saving benefit flow into the 
perplexed and weary intelligence of man, — and cheered, in 
vigon^ed and conscious of a circling, widMunj, everpresent 
Supreme Power that with all surrounding lo\e was ever on the 
side of work clone for loves sake, he gently shut the flower 
within his breast, resolving to carry it with him wheresoever he 
went as a toke n and proof ot the “ signs and wonders ” of the 
Prophets hicld 

And now he prepared to quit the scene of his mystic Vision, 
in wdurh he Ind followed with prescient pain the brief, bright 
career, the use less fanu , the evil love passion, and final fate of 
hiS Former Self, — and crossing the field with lingering tread, 
he looked bick monv times to the fallen block of stone where 
he h'ld first pen eivcd God's maiden Edris, stepping softly 
through the bloom When should he again meet her? Alas ' 
— not till Death, the beautiful and beneficent Herald of true 
liberty, summoned him to those loft) heights of Paradise 
where she had habitation Not till then, unless, — unless, — 
and his heart beat with a siidd» n tumult as he recollected her 
last words, ~ '‘'‘unless the longing of thy lin^e compflsf* 

Could love compel her, he wondered, to come to him once 
more while ytt he lived on earth? Peihaps’— and yet if he 
indeed had such power of love, would it* be generous or jivt to 
exert it? No 1 — lor to draw her down from Heaven to Earth 
seemed to him now a sort of sacnlege, — dearer to him was het 
joy than his own* Put suppose the possibiht) of her being 
actually happy with him in mortal existence — suppose that 
Love, when absolutely pure, unselfishly mutual, helpful and 
steadfast, had it in its gift to make e\en the Sorrowful Star a 
Heaven in miniature, what then? 

He would not trust himself to think of this! — the 
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shadowy suggestion of such supreme dehgbt filled him with 
a strong passion of yearning, to which, in his accepted creed 
of Self abnegation, he dared not yield* restraining, 

lesjsting and renouncing his own dt sires, he mentally raised a 
holy shnne for her in his soul, — a shrine of pure faith, warm 
with eternal aspirations and bright with truth, wh< rem he 
hallowed the memory of her t#=‘auty with a sense of devout 
lover like gladness She was safe, —she was conUnt, — she 
blossomed flower like in the highest Gardtn of God where all 
things fared well,- enough for him to worship her at a dis 
tanee, — to keep the clear reflection of htr loveliness in his 
mind, — and to live, so that he might dt serve to follow and find 
her when his woik on earth was done Moreover, lhav'en to 
him was no longer a vague mythical r^ilm, illdchntd by the 
prosy dcstripUons of church preac hcis,— it wi m actual 
WoRi D to which wis linked, -in which Ae hsd poos< ssions, 
of which wss a native, and for the pc rf»etuation ar d enlarge 
merit of whose splendour all worlds existed * 

Armed at iht-* bound iry of the h Id, the spo<t mark* d by 
the broken hilf buried pill ir of red grinPe Hihobas had 
ratnliontd, l e paused, thinking dreamily of the words of 
Esdias, who in ai swer to his Angel visitant's inqiin> H /ly 
art thou so disquieted 7** had replied — Betau^^e i/uu hist for 
saken m , and yet I did according!; to tny uords a? d [ uei t into 
the field ari lo f — I I aie seen an I yet so, th it 1 am not alh to 
express Wheieupon the Angel had said, “ Stand up manfuiiy 
and I will ad I ise thee * ” 

Stand up manfulh / ” Yes *— this is<iwhat ht , "1 licos Mwyn, 
meant to do He \iould “stand up manfully" a^^ainst the 
howling iconoclasm and atheism of the Age, —he would be 
Poet henceforth in the tiue meaning of the word, namely 
Maker, — he would ina\e^ not brcik the grind idc il hopes and 
heaven climbing ambitions of Humanity * — he would endeavour 
his utmost best to be that “ Hierarch and Pontiff of the world" 
— as a modern rugged Apostle of Truth has nobly said, — “ who 
Prometheus like can shape new S>mbols and bring new fire 
^rom heaven to fix them into the deep infinite faculties of Man." 
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With a biief silent prayer he turned away at last, and walked 
slowly in the lovely silence of the early Eastern morning, back 
to the place from whence he had last night wandered, — the 
Hermitage of Elzt^ar, near the Ruins of Hab>lon. He soon 
came in sight of it, and also perceived Elz(far himself, stooping 
over a small plot of ground ii front of his dwelling, apparently 
gathering heibs. When he approached, the old man looked 
up and smiled, gi^mg him a silent, expressively-courteous 
morniiiC' gi'eeting, — by his manner it was evident that he 
thought his guest had merely been out for an eaily stroll ere 
the heat of the day set in. And yet Al-Kyris ' — How real had 
seemed that dream -existence in that dream-city I The figure 
of Elz(5ar looked scarcely more substantial than the phantom- 
forms of Sah-lQina, Zephoranim, KhosrOl, Zuriel or Zabastes — 
while 1 ysia’s exquisite face and seductive torm, Niphrata's 
pensive beauty, and all the local characteristics of the place, 
were stamped on the drearneds memory faithfully as scenes 
flashed by the sun on tlie plates of photography ! True, the 
pictures were perhaps now slightly fading into the similitude of 
pale negatives, — but would not ever) thing that happened 

in the actual vrorld, merge into that same undecided dimness 
with the l.q)se of time? 

He thought so, — and smiled at the thought,— the transitory 
nature of earthly things was a subject for joy to him now, — 
not regret. With a kindly word or tv\o to his venerable host, 
he went through the open door of the Hermitage, and enteied 
the little room he had left only a few houis [previously. It 
appeared to him as familiar and v«fanuliar as Al-Kyns itself! — 
till raising his eyes he sav the great Ciuciftx against the wall, — 
the sacred Symbol whose meaning he had forgotten and hope- 
lessly longed for in his Drean, — and from wiiich, before his 
visit to the “ field of Ardalh,” he had turned with a sense of 
bitter scorn and proud rejection. But now ’ Now he gazed 
upon it in unspeakable remorse, — in tendcrest desire to atone, 
— the sweet, grave, patient Eyes of the holy Ffgure seemed to 
meet his with a wondrous challenge of love, longing, and most 
fraternal, sympathetic comprehension of his nature — he paused,* 
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looking, — and the pre-eminentjy false words of George Herbert 
suddenly occurred to him “ Thy Saviour sentenced joy / ” O 
blasphemy ! — Sentenced joy? Nay! — ^rather re-created it, and 
invested it with djvine certainties, beyond all temporal change 
or evanishment ^ — Yielding to a swift impulse, he threw himself 
on his knees, and with clasped btnds, leaned his brows against 
the feet of the sculptured Chn. t. There he rested in wordless 
peace — his whole soul entranced in a divine passion of faith, 
hope, and love, — there with the “Ardath flower” in his breast, 
he consecrated his life to the Higliest Good, — and there in 
absolute humility, and pure, child like devotion, he crucified 
Self for ever I 
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POET AND ANC-EX. 

r* Golden Hatr ^ . O Gladiu fjr oj an 

J/itie /l^sh and hlo}i f " 

• « « « « ^ 

Wh-y of Of \ anti the Jor,.e of love 

Ani ^/iou fi( f nea*', tny maid “ti mindtd dovet 
li\tL all th coxnesSy atl the beatU\ shte?i ^ 

Of thy ftipf tare / A fearless vtri^tn i/Uten, 

A juetn of ft ace art thru^ — ami on thy ^ ead 
J he pddtn i^ht of all thy hair ts shed 

A/ok* nimlu ~^ihe, and most su^^^tsf^‘ze too 
Of } Old hfu toi nt x ers h ? zm a an i ^ arlanded 

♦ • ^ # • • * 

Ouf tkougnts art fri^e^ — and mine hav^ found at last 
t^hezf apt solution j and ftom out the Past 
J here set ms to shine as ^hiteie a beacon fife: 

And all the land ts lit with lar ^ desire 
Of 'ambent ^iory, alt the qm^icrin:^ st a 
Is big ’With Toaves that loait tht A/orn*s decfct 
As /j tky ziassa* zvuti th\ bet/ on in ir xmile 
Ath-'vart the xplendoue e of my dr cams of the /” 

A J^jePs Missal — Kric Mack. AY. 




! 

mESH LAURELS 

I T was a d5«imal Mirch evening I ondon lay swathed m a 
nichncholy fog,— a f)g too dense to be more than tern 
poranly disturbed even by the sudden gusts of tb* bitter east 
\\ ind Rain tell steadiK, sometimes changing to sleet, that drove 
in sharp ‘howets on "he slippery roads and pa\tmcnts, bewilder- 
ing the tired hotses, and ‘^Inniig up mu( b irritation in the minds 
of those ill fated foot passengers whom business, certainly not 
pleasure, fviiccd to encounter the imcn\cmencesor the weather. 

one house in particular, — old fashioned irregular 
building situated in a somewhat out-of the way but pi( tiiresque 
part of Kensington, the cold wet bl ist blc^^ wiMi specially keen 
feifx Jty, as though it were angered by the si imds within, — 
souniis tint m truth ralii r resembled its own cross groaning. 
Curious hort grunts and plaintive cries, interspersed with an 
occasional pathetu long drawn whine, suggested dimly the 
idea that somebody* was playing or trying to play, on a 
refnetory stringed instrument, tae Veil w irn compcMtion 
known as Raff’s “Cavatina’’ And, in fact, had the vexed 
wind been able to break through tl e wall and embody itself 
into a substciiitul being, it would ha\e discovered the producer 
of the half fierce, hilf moiiinful noise, m the pernm of the 
Honourable Prank Vilhers, who, vith that amazingly serious 
ardour so often displa)ed by amauur lovers of music, was 
persistently endeavouring to combat the difficulties of the 
violoncello. He adored his big instrument, — the more un- 
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manageable it became in his hands, the more he loved it Its 
grumbling complaints at his unskilful touch delighted him,— 
when he could succeed in awakening a peevish dull sob from 
its troubled depths, he felt a positive thrill of almost profes- 
sional triumph, — and he refused to be daunted in his efforts by 
the frequently barbaric clamour his awkward bowing wrung 
from the tortured strings. He tried every sort of music, easy 
and intricate — and his happiest hours were those when with 
glass in eye and brow knitted in anxious scrutiny, he could 
peer his way through the labyrinth of a sonata or fantasia much 
too complex for any one but a trained artist, enjoying to the 
full the mental excitement of the discordant struggle, and com- 
fortably conscious that as his residence was “detached,’^ no 
obtrusive neighbour could either warn him to desist, or set up 
an op])osition nuisance next door by constant practice on the 
distressingly over-popular piano. One thing very much in his 
favour was, that he never manifested any desire to perform in 
public. No one had ever heard him play, — he pursued his 
favourite amusement in solitude, and was amply satisfied, if, 
when questioned on the subject of music, he could find an 
opportunity to say with a conscious-modest air, “ instrument 
is the 'cello.” That was quite enough self-assertion for him, — 
and if any one ever urged him to display his talent, he would 
elude the request with such charming grace and diffidence, that 
many people imagined he must really be a great musical genius 
who only lacked the necessary insolence and aplomb to make 
that genius known. The ’cello apart, Villiers was very generally 
recognised as a discerning dilettante in most matters artistic. 
He was an excellent judge of literature, painting and sculpture, 
— his house, though small, was a perfect model of ta.sce in 
design and adornment, — he knew where to pick up choice bits 
of antique furniture, dainty porcelain, bronzes and wood- 
carvings, while in the acquisition of rare books he was justly 
considered a notable connoisseur. His delicate and fastidious 
instincts were displayed in the very arrangement of his numerous 
volumes, — none were placed on such high shelves as to be out 
of hand-reach, — all were within close touch and ready to com- 
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mand, ranged m low carved oak cases or on revolving stands, 
— while a few particularly rare editions and first folios were 
shut in cunous little side-niches with locked glass doors, some- 
what resembling small shnnes such as are used for the reception 
of sacred relics. The apartment he called his den ” — where 
he now sat practising the “ Cavatina ” for about the two hun- 
dredth time, was perhaps the most fascinating nook in the 
whole house, inasmuch as it contained a little bit of everything, 
arranged with that perfect attention to detail which makes each 
object small and great appear not only ornamental but positively 
necessary In one corner a quaint old jar overflowed with the 
brightness of fresh yellow daffodils, — m another a long, tapering 
Venetian vase held feathery clusters of Afncan grass and fern, 
— here the medallion of a Greek philosopher or Roman 
emperor gleamed whitely against the sombrel> painted wall, — 
there a Rembrindt portrait flashed out from the seihi obscure 
background of some rich, carefully disposed fold of drapery, — 
while a few admirable casts fiom the anPque lit up the deeper 
shadows of the lOom, such as the immortally youthful head of 
the Aj olio Tlelvedere, the wisely seiene countenance of the 
Pallas Athene that Goethe loved, — and the Cupid of Praviteles 
Judging from his outward appearance only, few would have 
given Vilhers credit for being the man of penetiative and almost 
classic rehnement he really was, — he looked far more athletic 
than aesthetic Broad sh '^uld ^red and deep c hested, with a 

round, blunt head flrrulv set on a full, strong throat, he had on 
the whole a somewhat obstinate and pugilistic air which totally 
belied his nature His featuies, o en and rudd), were, with 
out being handsome, decidedly attraT:tive — the mouth was 
rather large yet good tempered, —the eyes bright, blue and 
sparkhngly suggestive of a native inborn love of humour. There 
was something fresh and piquant in the very expression of naive 
bewilderment with whu h he now adjusted hi’> t ye glass, a wholly 
unnecessary appendage, and set hirself strenuously to examine 
anew the chords of that extraordm iry piece of music which 
others thought so easy and which he found so puzzling, — he 
could manage the simple melody fairly well, but the chords 1 ^ 
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••They are the very devil !” — ^he murmured plaintively, star- 
ing at the score, and hitching up his unruly instrument more 
securely against his knee, — “Perhaps the bow wants a little 
rosin.” 

This was one of his minor weaknesses, — he could never quite 
admit that false notes were his own fault “ They couldn't be, 
you know * ” he mildly argued addressing the obtrusive neck 
of the *cello, which had a curious stubborn way of poking itself 
into his chin, and causing him to wonder how it got there, — 
surely the manner in which he held it ha<l nothing to do with 
this awkward occurrence’ “I’m not such a fool as not to 
understand how to find the nght notes after all rn / j>ractice ' 
There's something wiong with the strings, — or the bridge has 
gone awry, -or”v and this was his last resource — “the bow 
wants mote rosui ’ ” 

Thus he hugged himstlf in deliciously wilful ignorj net of hii 
own shortcomings, and shut his ears to thf whispiied r^j 'oichea 
of musical conscjonce. Had he been married, his wife would 
no doubt hive lost no time in enliglitenmg hi^, — she would 
have told him he was a wretched player, that his scnpings on 
the 'cello were enough to dii\e one mad, and sundry other 
assurances of the peifectly conjugal type of frankness,— but as 
It chanced, he was a hap}>y bachelor, a free and independent 
man with more than suflicient means to gratify his particular 
tastes and v\hims lie was pailner in a steadily prosperous 
banking concern, and had just enough to do tu keep him 
pleasantly and profitably occupied Asked why he did not 
many, he itplied with blunt and almost • inital hon( sty that he 
had never yet met a" woman whose conveisation he could 
*?tand for moie than an hour. 

“ Silly or clever,” he said — “ they are all possessed of the same 
infinite tedium. It^ather they say nollting or they say every- 
thing, — they are always" at the two extremes, and announce 
themseKes as dunces or blue stockings One wants the just 
medium, — the dmnty commingling of simplicity and wisdom 
that shall yet be pure womanly,— -and this is precisely the jewel 
* ^ar above rubies * that one cannot find. Fve given up the 
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search long ago, and am entirely resigned to my lot- I like 
women very well, I may say very much, as friends, but to take 
one on chance as a comrade for life ’ — No, thank you * ” 

Such was his fixed opinion and consequent rejection of 
matrimony, — and for the rest, he studied art and literature and 
became an authonty on both, so much so that on one occasion 
he kept a goodly number of people away from sisiting the 
Royal Academy Exhibition, he having voted it a “disgrace 
to Art ” 

“ I n/hsh artists occupy the kst grade m the whole School 
of Painting,’' he had said ind gnantly, with that decisive manner 
of his which somehow or other earned conviction, — “ The very 
Dutch surp iss them, and nistead of trying to raise their standard 
each year ^ es them grovelhng in lower tiepths, ’'I he Academy 
\s bcfoming a mere gallery of portraits, printed to pVase the 
capnecs of vain men and women, at a thousand or t^^o thou 
s\nd guineas apiece; — ugly portraits too, woodeny portraits, 
utterl) unirittr sting jiorlrails of piusaic nobodies ^^ho cares 
to set* No 1^4 Mrs 1 lumrni r\ in her po s( ntatioii dress ' — 
except Mrs Flumm n own pi»t]tulai friends? -or *283 
Miss iTiC V eldest daugi tt r of Froh ssor A T bmov,’ or * 540 
Bain« s Kr>ct, Esq'? Who ts Baines Bryce ?- Nobod v ever 
heard of him before He may be a retired pork butcher for all 
any one knows > Portrals, even of celebiiiies, are a mistake 
Take Swinlurne, for insj mce ihe man who in his youth 
wrote ^oinf oi the grandest lines n the English language, — 

had his portrii< ui thi Acadruiy, and everybody ran away 
from It, It was such a« unutt^raiiy hideous disappointment 
It was a libel of course, -- Swinl uin 5 has certainly not 
much beauty, but instead of id^abzing t) e poet in him, the 
silly artist jiainted him as if hr had no more intellectual 
distinction than a billstieV e- ’ —Lnclish art’ — pooh' — don’t 
speak to int about it ' CaO to Sj un, Itah, Lavaria — see 
what Z/iey can do, and then say a Ahseterc for the sms 
of the RA's ' 

Thus he would talk, and his criticisms carried weight with 
a tolerably large circle of influential and wealthy persons, who,* 
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when they called upon him, and saw the perfection of his 
house and the rarity of his art-collections, came at once to the 
conclusion that it would be wise, as well as advantageous to 
themselves, to consult him before purchasing pictures, books, 
statues or china, — so that he occupied the powerful position 
of being able with a word tq 8i^.art an artist’s reputation or 
depreciate it, as he chose, — jt, distinction he had not desired, 
and which was often a source of trouble to him, because there 
were so few, so very few, whose work he felt he could con- 
scientiously approve and encourage. He was eminently good- 
natured and sympathetic, — he could not give pain to others 
without being infinitely more pained himself, — and yet, — for 
all his amiability, there was a stubborn instinct in him which 
forbade him to promote, by word or look, the fatal nineteenth- 
century spread of mediocrity. Either a thing must be truly 
great and capable of being measured by the highest standards, 
or for him it had no value. This rule he carried out in all 
branches of art, — except his own ’cello-playing. That was not 
great, — that would never be great, — but it was Ws pet pastime, 
lie chose it in preference to the bi]lia.rds, betting and bar 
lounging that make up the amusements of the majority of the 
hopeful manhood of London, — and as has already been said, 
he never inflicted it on others. 

He rubbed the rosin now thoughtfully up and down his 
bow, and glanced at the quaint old clock, an importation from 
Niimberg, that ticked solemnly in one corner near the deep 
bay-window, across which the heavy olive-green plush curtains 
were drawn, to shut out the penetrating’ chill of the wind. It 
wanted ten minutes to nine. He had given orders to his 
man-servant that he was on no account to be disturbed that 
evening, — no matter what visitors called for him, none were to 
be admitted. H^ bad made up his mind to have a long and 
energetic practice, — and he felt a secret satisfaction as he 
heard the steady patter of the rain outside, — *he very weather 
favoured his desire for solitude, — no one was likely to venture 
forth on such a night. 

Still gravely rubbing his bow, his eyes travelled from the 
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clock in the comer to a photograph on the mantelshelf— the 
photograph of a man’s face, dark, haughty, beautiful, yet 
repellent in its beauty, and with a certain hard sternness m its 
outline, — the face of Theos Alv\yn From this portrait his 
glance wandered to the table where, amidst a picturesque 
litter of books and papers, ’av a square, simply bound volume 
with an ivory leaf cutter thrust in it to mark the place where 
the reader left off, and its title plainly lettered in gold at the 
back “ Nourhai m\ ” 

“ I wonder where he is > ” — he mused, his thoughts naturally 
reverting to the author of the book — “ He cannot know what 
all London knows, or surel> he would be back here like a 
shot • It lb SIX months ago now since I received his letter and 
that Poem in ininu^eni t from lifiis in Armenia, — and not 
another line has he sent to tell me of his whereabouts ’ Cunous 
fellow he is* — but by Jove* — what a genius* No ivonder he 
lias besuged Fame and taken it by stonn I don’t remember 
an\ similar nstance, except that of B}ron, in i^huh such an 
unprecedented reputation was made so sudden 1) * And in 
Byron’s case it was yiore the domestic scandal about him than 
nib actual merit thit made him the rage, — now the world 
knows literally nothing about Alwyn’s pnvate life or character, — 
there’s no woman in his history that I know of, — no vice, — he 
hasn’t outiaged the 1 iw, upset morals, flouted at decency, or 
done anything that < ^rding to modern fa'-hions ou^ht to 
have made him famous na*— he has simply produced a 
perfect Poem, stattl), g^and, pure and pathetic, — and all of a 
sudden some secre*^ spring in the r man heart is touched, some 
long closed valve o^ ned, and lo ancf behol 1, all intellectual 
society IS ravu’g about him, — his name is in ever) body’s 
moui^h, his book in every one s hands I don t altogether liKe 
his being made the siib)ect of a ‘ craze ’ — expeneiice shows 
me It’s a kind of th ng that doesn’t la^l In fict it catCt 
last, — the reaction invariably sets ’ i And the English public 
IS of all publics the most insane m its periodical frenzies, 
and the most capricious Now, it is all agog for a * shilling 
sensational ’ — then it discusses itself hoarse over a one sidgd 
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theological novel made up out of theories long ago propounded 
and exhaustively set forth by Voltaire, and others of his 
school, — anon it revels in the gross descriptions of shameless 
vice depicted in an ‘accurately translated' romance of the 
Paris slums, — now it writes thousands of letters to a black 
man, to sympathize with him because he has been called 
black ! — could anything be mote absurd 1 — it has even followed 
the departure of an elephant from the Zoo in weeping crowds ’ 
However, I wish all the crazes to which it is subject were as 
harmless arid wholesome as the one that has seized it for 
Alwyn's book, — for if true Poetry were brought to the front 
instead of being, as it often is, sneered at and kept in the 
background, we should have a chance of regaining the lost 
Divine Art, that, wbeiever it has been worthily followed, has 
proved the glory of the greatest nations. And then we should 
not have to put up with such detestable inanities as are 
produ( ed every day by persons calling tiiemselves poets, who 
are scarcely fit to write mottoes for dessert crackers,— and we 
nnght escape for good and all from the infliction^of ‘ magazine'* 
rerse/ which is emphatically a positive affront to the human 
intelligence. Ah me ’ what wretched upholders we are of 
Shakesi^eare’s standard 1— Keats was our last sj^lendour, — then 

there is an unfilled gap, bridged in part by Tennyson, and 

now cc*Tiics Alwyn blazing abroad like a veritalile meteor,- * 
only I beheve he w.ll do more than merely flare across the 
heavens, — he promises to become a notable hxed slard' 

Here he smiled, somewhat pleased with his own skill in 
metaphor, and having rubbed his bow’enougli, he drew it 
lingenngly across the V6II0 strings. A long, svveet, shuddenng 
sound rewarded him, like the upward wa\e of a wind among 
high trees, and he heard it with much gratification. He would 
try the “Cavatina” again now, he decided, and bringing his 
music-stand closer, he settled himself in readiness to begin. 
Just then the Nurnberg clock commenced striking the hour, 
accompanying each stroke with a very soft and mellow little 
chime of bells that sent fairy-like echoes through the quiet 
rqcun, A bright flame started up fiom the glowing fire in the 
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grate, flinging ruddy flashes along the walls, — a rattling gust 
of rain dashed once at the windows, — ^the tuneful clock ceased 
and all was still. Villiers waited a mornent, — then with heed- 
ful earnestness, started the first bar of Raffs oft murdered 
composition, when a knock at the door disturbed him and 
considerably ruffled his equanimity. 

“Come in ! — he called testily 

His man servant appeared, a half pleased, half guilty look on 
his staid countenant e 

“Please, sir, a gentleman called, ” 

“Well' — you said I was out? 

“No, sir’- b istways I thought you mi^ht be at home to 
him, sir » 

“Confound you ** exclaimed Villicr> petulantly, throwing 
down his bow m disgust,— “What business hid you to think 
anything about it? — Didn't I tell you I wasnt at home to 
anybody ?” 

“Come, come \ illiers i” said a mellow \oiLe outside, with 
a Tipple ot ‘^uppressed laughter in its tone, — “Don't be 
inhospitable* Im sure you are at home t> me’’' 

And, pissing by the servant who at onec retired, the speaker 
entered the apartment, lifted his hat and smiled Vilhers 
snrang from his chair in dehgh^ed astonishment 

AIwvnT' he cried— and the two friends, whose friendship 
dated from boyhood, clasjicd each other's hands heartilv, and 
were for a moment both siknt,- had ashamed of those afiec 
tionate emotioi s to whah impulsive women may frctly give 
vent, but to which rn^n may not yield without being supposed 
to lose somewhat of the dignity of nanhood 

“By Jove said Villiers at last, drawing a deep breath, 
“ Ibis IS a surpnse ! Only a few minutes ago I was consider- 
ing whcthti we should not have to note you down in the 
newspapers as one of the ‘mysterious dls^ppca^anc cs ' grown 
common of late * Where do you come from, old fellow ? 

“From Prills just directly,'' — responded Alwyn, divesting 
himself of his overcoat, and stepping outside the door to hang 
It on an evidently familiar nail in the passage, and then re- 
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entering, — ** But from Bagdad in the first instance. I visited 
that city, sacred to fairy-lore, and from thence journeyed to 
Damascus like one of our favourite merchants m the Arabian 
Nights^ — then I went to Beyrout, and Alexandna, from which 
latter place I took ship homeward, stopping at delicious Venice 
while on my way.” , 

'‘Then you did the Holy Land, I suppose?” queried 
Vilhers, regarding him with sudden and growing inquisitiveness. 

“ My dear fellow, certainly not ’ The Holy Land, in 
vested by touts, and over run by tourists, would neither appeal 
to my imagination nor my sentiment, — and in its present state 
of vulgar abuse and unchristian sacrilege, it is brtUr left unseen 
by those “w ho wish to revere us asso^ lations,- don^t you think so?^' 
He smiled as he put the question, and, drawing up an old 
fa‘5hioncd oak chair to the fire, seated himself \ lUurs mean 
w^hile stared at him m unmitigated amazement, — what had 
come to the fellow, he wondered? How had he managed 
to invest himsdf with such an overpowering distinction of 
look and grare of bearing? He had always^b^tn a hind 
some man, — )e , — but there was certainly soim thing more 
/han handsome about him now There was a singular magnet 
isin in the flash Of tliC fine, soft eyes — a marvellous sv\ectness 
m the firm lines of the perfect mouth,— a royal grandt lu and 
freedom in the very poise of his well knit figure and noMe 
head, that certainly had not before been apparent in him. 
Moreover, that was an odd remark for him to make about 
“wishing to revere ” the associations of the Hol> Land, — very 
odd, considering his formerly sceptical thec^rics ’ 

Rousing himst If fro’m his momentary bewilderment, Vilhers 
remembered the duties of hospitality 

“ Have you dined, Alwyn ? ” —he asked, with his hand on 
the bell 

“ Excellently ! ” was the response, accompanied by a bright 
upward glance — “ I went to that big hotel opj^osite the Park, — 
had dinner, left the surplus of my luggage in charge, selected 
one small portmanteau, took a hansom and came on here, 

resolved to pass one night at least under your roof ” 

464 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SE: 


"One night!” interrupted Villiers — “YouVe very much 
mistaken, if you think you are going to get off so easily! 
YouHl not escape from me for a month, I tell you ! Consider 
yourself a prisoner I ” 

“ Good ! Send for the luggage to-raorrow ! ” laughed 
Alwyn, flinging himself back in his chair in an attitude of lazy 
comfort, “ I give in ! — I resign myself to my fate 1 But what 
of the 'cello?” 

And he pointed to the bulgy-looking casket of sweet sleeping 
sounds — sleeping generally so far as V'^illicrs was concerned, — 
but ready to wake at the hrst touch of the master-hand. Villiers 
glanced at it with a comical air of admiring vanquishment. 

“ O never mind the 'cello ! ” he said indifferently, “ That 
can bear being put by for a while. It’s a most curious instru- 
ment, — sometimes it seems to sound better when I have let 
it rest a little. Just like a human thing, you know, — it gets 
occasionally tired of me, I suppose 1 But, I say, why didn’t 
you come straight here, bag, baggage and all ? — what business 
had you to stop on the way at any hotel ? — Do you call that 
friendship ? ” 

Alwyn laughed at*his mock-injured tone. 

** I apologize, Villiers ! — I really do I But I felt it would be 
scarcely civil of me to come down upon you for bed, board 
and lodging, without giving you previous notice, and at the 
same time I wanted to lake you by surprise, as I did. Besides, 
I wasn’t sure whether I siiould find you in town — of course I 
knew I should be welcome if you were 1 

“ Rather ! ” assent^:d Villiers shortly and with affected gruff- 
ness, — “If you were sure of nothing •else in this world you 
might be sure of that i ” — He paused, — squared his shoulders, 
and put up his eye-gkxss, through which he scanned his friend 
with such a persistently scrutinizing air, that Alwyn was 
somewhat amused, 

“ What are you staring at me for ? ” he demanded gaily, — 
“ Am T so bronzed ? ” ^ 

“Well, — you rather brown*' — admitted Villiers slowly, — 
But that doesn’t surprise me. The fact is, — it’s very odd 
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and I can’t altogether explain it, — ^but somehow I find you 
changed, — positively very much changed too ^ 

“ Changed ? In appearance, do you mean ? How ? ” 

“ ‘ Look here upon this picture and on this,’ ” quoted Villiera 
dramatically, taking down Alwyn’s portrait from the mantel- 
shelf, and mentally companng it with the smiling onginaL 
•‘No two heads w« re ever more alike, and yet more distinctly 
unhVt Here” — and he tapped khe photograph, you have 
the appearance of a modern Tiinon or Orestes, — but now, as 
you actually are, I see more resemblance in >our face to that,' 
— and he pointed to the serene and splendid bust of the 
“Apollo” — “than to this ‘counterfeit presentment’ of your 
fonner self.” 

Alwyn flushed, — not so much at the implied compliment, as 
at the words jot mtr seif*' But qni< kly shaking oiT his em 
barrassuient lie ::;larKtd round at the “ Apollo” and lifted his 
eyebrows incicdcuously 

“Then all I tan say, mv dtar boy, is, that that eve glass of 
vours rcprc'^ents objects to your view in a (lassie belit which 
IS entirely deceptive, foi 1 fail to trace tlie faintest s. in ilitude 
between my own features and that of the sunburn Lord of 
Laurels ” 

“O. you may not tiace it,” siid Vdliers calmly, — “but 
nevertheless others will Some p(M])le say that no ni m knows 
what he rtally is like, and that even his own reflet lion in the 
glass deceives him Besui< s, it is not so mu«.h the actual 
contour of the features that imprtssts one, — it is the iook , — 
you hove the iook of the Oi ck god, — khe look of conscious 
power and inward hapfwnt^-s ” 

He spoke seriously, thoughtfully, — surveying his friend with 
a vague ftchrig of admiration akin to reverence 

Alwyn stooped, and stined the fire into a bnghtcr blaze. 

“ Well, so far my looks do not belie mi — he said gently, 
after a pause, — “ I am conscious of both power and joy ’ ” 

“Why, naturally ' ” — and Villiers laid one hand afferlionately 
on his shoulder, — “ Of course the face of the whole world has 
changed for you now that you have won such tremendous fame!" 
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‘*Fame’” — Alwyn sprang upright so suddenly that Villiers 
was quite startled, — “ Fame ! Who says I am famous ? ” And 
his eyes flashed forth an amazed, almost haughty resentment. 
His friend stared, — then laughed outright 
” Who says it ? — Why all London sa) s it * Do you mean 
to tell me, Alwyn, that youVe not seen the English papers and 
ma n/ines, containing all the (ritual re\icws iiid discussions 
on )()ur poem of * Nourhalma ’ 1 ” 

Alwyn winced at the titk,— what a 1 ast of strange rntmones 
It rc( aMed ’ 

*‘1 have seen nolliing,'^ he replied h irritdly, “I hive niad‘ 
It a pou t to ItKjt St no papers kst 1 should chance on my 
own name coiiplid, as it Iia> been before, with the 1 inguid 
abuse common to crili isra in this country Not th it I ‘ hould 
have c ired, i ow ’ ” and i si ght smile } layed on his Iqis, — 
In fact 1 have c<ascd to cire Moreover, as I knov^ modern 
surcis*^ in lit nMiit is chiefly command d by the praise of a 
‘clique* or the se’-vu s of ‘log roller and as I am not m 
eluded in any ot the ]»)urnahstic iings, I have neither hoped 
nor expecUd any particular lavour or rceo^riKion from the 
public ** 

‘ Then,” s ud Viliiers excitedly, seizing him by the band- 
elet me he tlu first to rongratulite you ’ It is often the way 
that when we no longer specially crave a thing, thit thing is 
suildenly thrust upon us whether wc will or no, and so it has 
hapj tn d m your <^se I taiO, ti ereforc, my dc ii fellow, that 
your roem which you sent to me from lifli , and V7hi< h was 
published under my jupcrvision about four months ago, has 
already run through six editions, and ft now in its -seventh 
Seven editions of a poem, a poem mark you ’ — in four months, 
isn t bad, — moreover the demand continues, and the long and 
short of It IS, that your n ime is actually, at the present moment, 
the most celebrated in all London, — in fact you are very 
geneially icknowledged the greatest poet of the dayi And,” 
continued Viihers, wnnging hs friends hand jsnth uncommon 
fervour, — “ 1 say, God bless you, old boy • If ever a man 
deserved success, you do i ‘ Nourhalma * is magnificent ! — such 
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a genius as yours will raise the literature of the age to a higher 
standard than it has known since the death of AdonoiS.^ You 
can’t imagine how sincerely I rejoice at your tnumph 1 ” 

Alwyn was silent, — he returned his companion’s cordial 
hand pressure almost unconsciously. lie stood, leaning against 
the mantelpiece, and looking grarely down into the fire. His 
first emotion was one of repugnance , — of rejection, — what did 
he need of this will-o’-the-wisp called Fame, dancing again 
across his path, — this transitory torch of world approval ! 
Fame in l^ondon ! — What was it, what could it be, compared 
to the brilliancy of the fame he had once enjoyed as Laureate 
of Al-Kyns » As this thought passed across his mind, he gave 
a quick interrogative glance at Villiers, who was obseivaig him 
with much wondering intentness, — and his handsome face 
lightened with sudden laughter 

“Dear old boy ' ” he said, with a very ttncler inflection in 
his mellow, mirthful voice— “You are the best of good fellows, 
and 1 thank you heartily for your news, which if it seem satis- 
factory to you ought certainly to be satisfactorj tP tne ’ But 
tell me frankly,-— if I am as famous as you say, how did 1 
become so ?- -how was it worked up ? ” 

“Woiked up?” Villiers was completely taken baek by the 
oddity of this question. 

“ Come > ” continued Alwyn persuasively, his fine eyes 
sparkling wnth mischievous good>humour,— “You can’t make 
me believe that ‘All England* took to me suddenly of ils own 
accord,— it is not so loraantic, so poetry-loving, so independent, 
or so gentious as that ’ Ho\\ was my ‘'cekhrity ’ first started? 
If my book, — whuh has all the disadvantage of being a poem 
instead of a novel, — has so suddenly leaped into high favour 
and renown, why, then some leading critic or other must have 
thought that I myself was dead I ” 

The whimsical merriment of his face seemed to reflect itself 
on that of Villiers. 

“You’re too « quick-witted, Alwyn, positively you are!” he 
remonstrated with a frankly humorous smile, — “But as it 
, » Keats 
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happens, youVe perfectly right 1 Not one critic, but three, — 
three of our most influential men too, — thought you were 
dead* — and that ^Nourhaima^ was a posthumous work of 
pertsked genius!^ 


II 


ZABASTESISM AND PAULISM 

T HF delighted air of tnumiihant conviction with which 
Alwjn received this candid stiterncnt i\as irresistible, 
and Villicrs s attempt at equanimity cntucly gave way before it 
He broke into a ruir of laughter, — laughter in which his fiund 
)oined,— and for a minute or t\\o, the room rang with the 
ec hoes of their mutual mirth 

“It wasnt my doing,’* said Villicrs at last i\hcn he could 
control himself a little, and even now I don t in the least 
know how the misconf option arose! Now hilma^ was pub- 
lished, according to }our ins^^ructions, as rapidly as it could 
be got thiough the piess, and I had no prelimin iry ‘puffs’ or 
announcements of any kind circulated in the papers, I merely 
adveitised it with a notable siirphcity thus ^ Nourhalma A 
Jove Je^enJ of the Past A Poem By Iheos Atayu ’ \ hat 

i\as all Well, when it < mie out, copies of it were sent, 
according to custom, round to ail the leiding newspaper offices, 
and for about three \vecks after its publuation I siwnot a word 
eorcerning it anywhere Meanwhile •! went on advertising 
One day 'll the Const tutional Club, while ghncmg over the 
Pafthinon^ I suddenly opied in it a long review, occui)>ing four 
columns and headed ‘A Wonder roem,’ and just out of 
curiosity, I to read it I remember, —in fact I shall 

never forgtt its opening sentence, — it wao so original*” and 
he laughed again “ It commenced thus ‘.It has been truly 
said that those whom the gods love die young * ’ and then 
on It went, dragging in memories of Chatterton and Shelley 
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I 

and Keats, till I found myself yawning and wondering what 
the deuce the wnter was driving at Presently, about the end 
of the second column, I came to the assertion that * the post 
humous poem of “ Nourhalma ** must be admitted as one of 
the most glorious productions m the English language ’ This 
woke me up considerably, — and I, read on, groping my way 
through all sorts of wordy phrase’- and used up arguments, til^ 
my mind gradually grasped the fact tnai the critic of the 
Fartkenon had evidently never heard of 1 heo^s Alwyn before, 
and being astonished and pcrhips perplexed by the or ginal 
oeauty and glowing sl)le oi ^ Nourhalma^' had lumped without 
warrant, to the conclusion that its author must be dead The 
wind u]) of his lengthy dissertation was, as far ts I ran 
recollect, as follows — *Jt isathousind pities this gifud ]>oet is 
no more SpVndid as the work of his youthtul genius is, there 
IS no doubt but ihit, had ht lived, he would have endowed the 
world an w with an inheritance of Iboughl Aoithy ot the 
giandest mister minds' Well, when 1 had fulK realized tht 
situation, 1 to th nk to my^^elf, shall I enlieh), n ih s Sir 

Oracle of de Press, ind tell him the ^ dtad author he so 
enthusiastic lily eulogizfs is alive and well, or was so at an> 
rate, the last lime 1 heaui from him? I debated the (Question 
senousl), and alter much cogitation, decided to leave him, 
the present, in ignorance 1 irst vt all, because cntics like to 
considei themselves tlic wi<>tst me m the world, and hate to 
be told aiiylhing,- se» ondly, because I rather cnju)tci the fun 
The publisher of * Naur hamay a very evccllcnt fellow, i>ent 
the cntique, and wrott a^'kmg me whether" it w is true that the 
author of the poem wib leal!) :iou 1, and if not, whethei he 
should contradict the report 1 waited a bit before answenng 
that letter, and while T wuted, two moie cnticpn s aj)peartd in 
two of the most asscrtivcl) pompous and du tatorial journals of 
the day, echoing the eulo les of the Parthenon, — dechinng 
‘this dead poet’ woithy ‘to rat k with the highest of the 
Immorta^b’ — andji number cf other similar grandiose dtclar 
ationsL One reviewer took an infinite deal of pains to prove 
‘that if the genius of Theos Alwyn had only been spared to 
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England he must have infallibly been elected Poet-Laureate as 
soon as the post became vacant, and that too, without a single 
dissentient voire, save such as were raised m envy or malice. 
But being dead continued this estimable scribe — ‘all we 
can say is that he ytt speaketh, and that NourJiMma** is a 
poem of which the literary world cannot be otherwise than 
justly proud IaH the tears that we shed for this gifted singer’s 
ui timely decease be mingled with gratitude for the priceless 
value of the work his creative genius has bequtathed to us ^ * ” 

Here Villiers paused, his blue eyes spiikhng wnh inward 
A nusement, and looked at Alwyn, who^e face, though perhdly 
serene, Y id now the faintest, softest shadow ot a grave pathos 
hovering about it 

“By this time,” he continued, — “I thought we had had 
about enough sjiort, — so I wrote off to the publisher to at 
once conti id’ct tne erroneous rumour B it now that piililisher 
had hs story to tell He called upon me, and with a blandly 
persuasive air said, that as ^ Nourhilmi^ vvis having an extra 
ordinary sale, was it \vf»rth while to deny the state intnt (}f your 
death just ycl ? —lie vv as very anxious,— but I vas firm, -and 
lest he should waver, 1 wiote se\/tra^ letters i vsell to the 
leading journals, to establish the certainty, so fir as I was 
aware, of yc ur being in the land of the living And then, 
what do you think happened?’’ 

\lwyn met his bright satiia il glance with a look that was 
half questioning, half wistful, uut ^aid nothmg 

“It was the most hughable and at the same time the most 
beautifully instiuctive Wesson evtr taught by the whole annals 
of iiuinahsm’ 1 he Press turned roam'd hke a weathercock 
with the wind, and exhausted every epithet of abuse they 
could find in the dutionaiies Noitrhalma' was a ‘poor, ill 
conceived woik,’ — ‘an outrage to intellectual fierception,’ — 
* a good idea, sjioilt m the treatment , an am^/ingly obscure 
attempt at sublimity ,’ — et cetera ^ — but there* you can your- 
self peruse ail the criticisms both tavoar ible and adverse, for 
I have acted the part of the fond granny to you in the careful 
cutting out and pasting of everything I could find wntten 
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concerning yuu and your work, in a book devoted to the purpose, 
— ^and I believe Tve missed nothing. Mark you, however, the 
Parthenon never reversed its judgment, nor did the other two 
leading journals of literary opinion, — it wouldn't do for such 
big wigs to confess they had blundered, you know < — and the 
vituperation of the smaller fry was just the other weight in the 
balance which made the thing equal. The sale of ^ Nourhhlma" 
grew fast and furious, — all expenses were cleared three times 
over, and at the presf nt moment the publisher is getting con 
scientiously anxious (for some puhlisheis are more conscien- 
tious than some authors will admit) to hand you over a nice 
little cheque for an amount which is not to be despised in this 
workaday vorld, I a^suie you 

“ 1 did not write foi money,” — interrupted Alwyn quietly, — 
Nor shall 1 ever do so ” 

“Of course not,” assented Villiers promptly — **No poet, 
and Midi ed no author whatsoever who lays claim to a fraction 
of conscience, wnU s for money only dhose with whom 
money is the first consideration, debase th( ir Ast into a coarse 
huckstering trade, and are no better than contentious bakers 
and cheesemongers, who lostle each other in a vulgar struggle 
as to which shall sell perishable goods at the highest profit. 
None of the lasting works of the world were writttn so 
Nevcithelcss, if the public voluntarily choose to lavish what 
they can of thnr >)tst on the author who impart‘d to them 
inspired thouj^hts and noble teachings, then that author must 
not be churlish, or slow to accept the gratitude implied I 
think the most appropriate maxim for [;oct to addiess to his 
readers is, ‘hreely ye nave received, freely give.*” 

Thcie was a moment’s silence. Alwyn resumed his seat iii 
the chair near the fire, and Villicrs, leaning one arm on the 
mantelpiece, still stood, looking down upon him 

“Such, my dear fellow,” he went on complacently, — “is the 
history of the success of ^ Nouthalma^ It certainly began 
mth the belief that you were no longer able to bentht by 
the eulogy received, — but all the same that eulogy has been 
uttered and cannot be un uttered. It has led all the lovers of 
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the highest literature to get the book for themselves, and to 
prove your actual worth, independently of press opinions, — 
and the result is an immense and steadily widening verdict in 
your favour. Speaking personally, I have never read anything 
that gave me quite so much artistic pleasure as this poem of 
yours except '‘Hyperion^ — onlv '‘Hyperion * is distinctly classical, 
while ^ Nourhaima' takes us oack into some hitherto un- 
explored world of antique paganism, which, though essentially 
pagan, is wonderfully full of pure and lofty sentiment. When 
did tne idea first stnke you?” 

A long time ago ! ” returned Alwyn with a slight, serious 
smile, — “ I assure you it is by no means original 1 " 

Villiers gave him a quick, suri)rised glance. 

“ No ? Well, it seeiiis to me singularly original ! ” he said, — 
**In fact, one of your critics says you are too original I Mind 
you, Alwyn, that is a very serious fault in this injitative 
age ! ” 

Alwyn laughed a little. His thoughts were very busy. Again 
in imagination he beheld the burning “Temple of Nagaya” in 
his Dream of Al-Kyris, — again he saw himself carrying the 
corpse of his Former Self through fire and flame, — and again 
he heard the last words of the dying Zablstes — “ I was the 
Poet’s adverse Critic, and who but 1 should write his Eulogy ? 
Save me if only for the sake of Sah-lfinia’s future honour ! — 
thou knowest not how warmly, how generously, how nobly, I 
can praise tl\e dead I” 

True ! — How easy to praise the poor, deaf, stirless clay when 
sense and spirit have 9ed from it for ever 1 No fear to spoil a 
corj)sc by flattery, — the heavily-sealed eyes can never more 
unclose to lighten with glad hope or fond ambition, — the quiet 
heart cannot leap with gratitude or joy at that “word spoken 
in due season ” which aids its noblest aspirations to become 
realized ! The dead poet ! — Press the cold clods of earth over 
him, and then rant above his grave, — tell him how great he 
was, what infinite possibilities were disp layed ip his work, what 
excellence, what merit, what subtlety of thought, what grace of 
style 1 Rant and rave 1 — print reams of acclaiming verbosity, 
16 473 



•‘ARDATH’* 


— pronounce orations, — raise up statues, — mark the house he 
lived and starved in, with a laudatory medallion, and print his 
once rejected stanzas m every sort of type and fashion from 
the cheap to the costly, — teach the multitude how worthy he 
was to be loved and honoured, — and never fear that he will 
move from his ngid and chill repose to be happy for once in 
his life, and to learn with amizement that the world he toiled 
so patiently for, is actually learning to be grateful for his 
existence • Once dead and buried he can be safely made 
glorious, — he cannot either affront us with his superior 
intelligence or make us envy the splendours of his fame ! 

Some such thoughts as these passed through A'wyn’s mind 
as he dreamily ga/ed into the red hollows of the fire, and 
re-considered all that his fnend had told him He had no 
personal acquaintances on the press, — no litciary club or 
cbque to haul him up into the topgallant rmst or tenown by 
persistent puffery, — he was not related, even distantly, to any 
great personage, either statesman, professor, or divine, -he had 
not the nustenous ie< ommtndation of bein^ a “university 
man , ” — none of the many “ wheels within wheels ” which are 
nowadays so frequently set in motion to make up a momentary 
literary fu7ore^ were his to command, — ^and yet — the Parthenon 
had praised him ’ Wonder of wonders * The Parthenon was 
a singularly obtuse journal, which glanced at the whole world 
of letters merely thiough the eyes of three or four men of 
distinctly narrow and egotistical opinion,, — and these three or 
four men kept it as much as possible to themselves, using its 
columns* chiefly for the jmrpose of adm nng one another As 
a consequence of this rcstiicted arrangement, \ery few out 
siders could expect to be notice d for their work, unless they 
were in the “set,” or at least had ocaasionally dined witn one 
of the mystic Three or Pour, — and so it had chanced that 
Alwyn*s first \enture into literature had been totally dis 
regarded by the Parthenon In fact, that first venture, being 
a small and imobtrusn e book, had, most probably, been 
thrown into the waste paper basket, oi sold for a few pence to 
the secondhand dealer And now, — now because he had 
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been imagined dead, — the ParthenorCs leading critic had 
singled him out and held him up for universal admiration I 

Well, well ! — after all “ Nourhklma ” was a posthumous work ; 
it had been written before^ ages since, when he, as Sah-lftma, 
had perished ere he had had time to give it to the woild/ He 
had merely remembered it, — drawn it forth again, as it were, 
from the dim, deep vistas of past deeds : — so those who had 
reviewed it as the production of one dead in youth, were right 
in their judgment, though they did not know it ! It was old, 
nothing but repetition, — but now he had something new and 
tru+ and passionate to say, — something that, if God plersed, 
it should be his to utter with the clearness and forcibleness 
common to the Greek thunders rs of yore, who sp^ke out what 
was in them, grandly, oiinply and with the fearless majesty 
of rhouglit that recked nothing of opinions. O, he would rouse 
the Ik arts of men from ])altiy greed and covetousness, - ifrom 
lust and hatred and all things evil,-— no mattci if he lost his 
own life in the effort, he would still do his utmost best to lift, 
if only in a small degree, the deepening weight of self-wi ought 
agony from self blinded mankind! Yes’ — he must work to 
fulfil the commands and deserve the blessing of Edris' 

Edns ! — ah, the memory of her pure angel loveliness rushed 
upon him like a flood of in\i 2 oratmg warmth and light, and 
when he looked up from h*s brief reverse, h^s countenance, 
beautiful, and kindling \Mth inward aidour, affected Vdhers 
strangely,- amiost as a \cry giuud and perfect strain of music 
might affect and unsteady one's neives. The attraction he had 
alw'ays felt for his poet/nend deK'penc 1 to quite a fervent 
intensity of admiration, but he was not tlTe man to betiay hi? 
feelings outwaidly, and to shake off his emotion be rushed into 
speech again. 

“ By the by, Alwyii, your old acquaintance, Jhofessor Moxall, 
is very much ‘down' on your book. You kno/V he doesn't 
write reviews, except on matters connected with evolutionary 
phenomena, but I met him the other aay, and»he was quite 
upset about you, ‘Too transcendental I' he said, dismally 
shaking his bald pate to and fro — ‘The whole poem is a 
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vaporous tissue of absurd impossibilities! Ah dear, dear me! 
what a terrible falling-off in a young man of such hopeful 
ability! I thought he had done with poetry for ever! I took 
the greatest pains to prove to him what a ridiculous pastime it 
was, and how unworthy to be considered for a moment seriously 
as an Art — and he seemed ^to understand my reasoning 
thoroughly. Indeed he promised to be one of our most 
powerful adherents, — he had an excellent grasp of the material 
sciences, and a fine contempt fo£ religion. Why, with such a 
quick, analytical brain as his, he might have carried on Darwin’s 
researches to an extremer point of the origination of species 
than has yet been reached I All a ruin, sir, a positive ruin, — a 
man who will in cold blood write such lines as these, — 

• ** Gf ander is Death than Life^ and siveHer fat 

The splendours of the Injimte Future^ than our eyes 
Weary with tearful watchin^^ yet can see '* — 

condemns himself as a positive lunatic! And young Alwyn 
loo! — he who had so completely recognised the foolishness 
and futility of expecting any other life than this one! (jood 
heavens 1 — ** ffourhalma^'' as I understand it, is a sort of pagan 
poem — but with such incredible ideas and sentiments as are 
expressed in it, the author might as well go and be a Christian 
at once I ’ And with that he hobbled off, for it was Sunday 
afternoon, and he was on his way to St, Gcoige’s Hall to delight 
the assembled sceptics, by telling them in an elaborate lecture 
what absurd animalcuke they all were!” 

Alwyn smiled. There was a soft light in his eyes, — ^an 
expression of sc^ene^ contentment on his face. 

“ Poor old Moxall !” he said gently — “ 1 am sorry for him! 
He makes life very desolate both for himself arid others who 
accept his theories. I’m afraid his disappointment in me will 
have to continue, — for as it happens I am a ("hnstian, — that is, 
so far as I can, in my unworthiness, be a foilow^er of a faith so 
grand, and pure, and true ! ” 

Wlhers started, — his mouth opened in sheer astonishment, — 
he could scarcely believe his own ears, and he uttered some 
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sound between a gasp and an exclamation of incredulity, 
Alwyn met his widely-wondering gaze with a most sweet and 
unembarrassed calm, 

“How amazed you look I” he observed half playtuily;i — 
“ Religion must be at a very low ebb, if in a so-called Christian 
country you are surj^rised to hear a man openly acknowledge 
himself a disciple of the Christian creed ! ” 

I’here was a brief pause, during which the chiming clock 
rang out the hour musically on the stillness. Then Villiers, 
still in a state of most profound bewilderment, sat down delib- 
erately in a chair opposite Alwyn’s, and placed one hand 
familiarly on his knee. 

“ Look here, old fellow,” he said impressively, “ Do you really 
mean it ? — Are you ‘going over* to some Church or other?” 

Alwyn laughed,— h’^ friend’s anxiety was so genuine. 

“Not I!” — he responded promptly, — “Don’t be alarmed, 
Villiers, — 1 am not a ‘convert’ to any particular set form 
of faith, — what 1 care for is the faith itself. One carl follow 
and serve Christ without any church-dogma. He has Himself 
told us iilainly, in words simple enough for a child to under- 
stand, what He w'OulS have us do, — and though I, like many 
others, must regret the absence of a true Universal Church 
where the servants of Chiist may meet all together without a 
shadow of ditference in opinion, and worship Him as He 
should be worshipped, still that is no reason why I should 
refrain from endeavouring to fulfil, as far as in me lies, my 
personal duty towards The fact is, Christianity has 

never yet been rightly taught, grasped, or comprehended, — 
moreover, as long as men seek thiougW it their own worldly 
advantage, it never will be, — so that the majority of people are 
really as yet ignorant ol its true spiritual meaning, thanks to 
the quarrels and differences of sects and preachers. But not- 
withstanding the unhappy position of religion at the present 
day, I repeat, 1 am a Christian, if love for Christ, and implicit 
belief in Him, can make me so.” , 

He spoke simply, and without th^ slightest affectation of 
reserve. Villiers was still puzzled. 
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I thought, Alwyn," he ventured to say presently with some 
little diffidence, — ** that you entirely rejected the idea of 
Christ’s Divinity, as a mere superstition ? ” 

“ In dense ignorance of the extent of God’s possibilities, I 
certainly did so — returned Alwyn quietly, — “ But I have had 
good reason to see that my own inability to comprehend super- 
natural causes was entirely to fhame for that rejection. Are we 
able to explain all the numerous and complex variations and 
manifestations of Matter? No, Then why do we dare to 
doubt the certainly conceivable variations and manifestations of 
Spirit ? — The doctrine of a purely human Christ is untenable, 
— a Creed founded on that idea alone, would make no way 
with the immortal aspirations of the soul, — what link could 
theie be between a mere man like ourselves, and Heaven? 
None whatever, — it needs the Divine m Christ to overleap the 
darkn'^ss of the giavc, — ^to serve us as the Symbol of certain 
Resurrection, to teach us that this life is not the Alt., but only 
ONE loop in the chain of existences, — only one of the ‘many 
iriansions ’ in the FatluVs H<>use. Human rs of high 

morals there have always been in the world, — Confucius, 
Buddha, Zoroaster, Socrates, Plato,— there is no end to them, 
and their teachings have been valuable so far as they went, but 
even Pinto’s majestic arguments in favour of the Immortality 
of the Soul, fall bhc»rt of anything sure and graspablc. TUey 
were so many ptefi^n^^c merits of what 7c w to come, — as the 
sign of the Cross was u»ed in the Temple of Serijiis, and was 
held in singular mystic veneration by various tribes of Egy]>- 
tians, Arabians and Indians, ages beforf* Clirist came. /\nd 
now that these prehgUiements have resolved tlit mselves into an 
actual I )ivine symbol, the doubting world still hesitates, and by 
this hesitation, paralyses both its Will and Instinct — so that it 
fails to rut out the core of Christianity’s true solution, or to 
learn what Christ really meant when He said ‘ I am the Way, 
the Truth and the Life, — no man cometh to the Father but by 
Me.’ Have you ever considered the particular weight of that 
word 'man ’ in that text? It is rightly specified that * no man 
cometh ' — for there are hosts of other beings, in other universesg 
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who are not of our puny race, and who do not need to be 
taught either the way, truth, or life, as they know all three, and 
have never lost their knowledge from the beginning/^ 

His voice quivered a little, and he paused, — Villiers watched 
him with a strange sense of ever-deepening fascination and wonder. 

“I have lately studied the whole thing carefully,*' — he 
resumed presently, — *‘and I see no reason why we, who call 
ourselves a progressive generation, should revert back to the 
old theory of Cerinthus, who, as early as sixty-seven years after 
Christ, denied His divinity. There is nothing new in the 
hypothesis “ it is no more original than the doctrine of evolu- 
tion which was skilfully enough handled by Democritus, and 
probably by many another before him. Voltaire certainly 
threshed out the subject exhaustively, — and I think Carlyle's 
address to him on the uselessness of his work is one of the 
finest of its kind. Do you remember it ?" 

Villiers shook his head in the negative, whereupon Alwyn 
rose, and, glancing along an evidently well- remembered book- 
shelf, took from thence “ Sartor J^esar/us ” — and turned over 
the pages quickly. 

“Here it is,*' — and* he read out the following passage, — 
“‘Cease, my much -respected Herr von Voltaire, — shut thy 
sweet voice ; for the task appointed thee seems finished. 
Sufficiently hast thou demonstrated this pioposition, consider- 
able or otherwise : That the Mythus of the Christian Religion 
looks not in the eighteenth century as it did in the eighth. 
Alas, were thy six-and-thirty quartos, and the six-and-thirty 
thousand other quartos ,and folios ard flying sheets of reams, 
printed before and since on the same s^ibject, all needed to 
convince us of so little ! But what next ? ^Vilt thou help us 
to embody the Divine Spirit of that Religion in a new Mythus, 
in a new vehicle and vesture, that our Souls, otherwise too like 
perishing, may live ? What ! thou hast no faculty in that 
kind ? Only a torch for burning and no hama^er for building? 
— Take our thanks then — and thyself away I ^ 

Villiers smiled, and straightened himself in military fashion, 
as was his habit when particularly gratified. 
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•‘Excellent old Teufelsdrockh 1 " he murmured sotto-zfoce — 
“ He had a rugged method of explaining himself, but it was 
decisive enough in all conscience I ** 

** Decisive and to the point,” — assented Alwyn, putting the 
book back in its place, and then confronting his friend, — “And 
be states precisely what is wanted by the world to-day, — 
wanted^ pressingly^ eagrr/y^ — rftimely that the ‘Divine Spirit' of 
the Christian Religion should be set forth in a ‘ new vehicle 
and vesture' to keep pace with the advancing inquiry and 
scientific research of man. And truly for this, it need only be 
expounded according to its old, primal, spiritual inten- 

tion, and then, the more science pi ogresses the more true will 
it be proved, Christ distinctly claimed His Divinity, and 
everywhere gave manifestations of it Of course it can be said 
that these manih st.uions rest on ttslirnony, — and that the 
‘testimony' was drawn up afterwards and is a spunous inven- 
tion — but we have no more proof that it is sjuirious than we 
have of ^ Homer’s Iliad being a compilation of several writers 
and not the work of a H omer at all. Nothing^ not even the 
events of the j)ast week, can be safely rested on absolute, 
undiffenng testimony, inasmuch as no 'two narrators tell the 
same story alike. But all the same we have the Hiad^ — it 
cannot be tak('n from us by any amount of aiguracnt, — and we 
have the fruits of Chiist's gospel, half-obscured as it is, visible 
among us. Fveryw'here, civilization of a high and aspiring 
order has followed Christianity even at the cost of blood and 
tears, — slavery has been abolished, and women lifted from 
unspeakable degradation .o honour and reverence, — and had 
men been more reasonable and self-controlled, the purifying 
work would have been done peacefully and without persecu- 
tion. It was St. Paul's preaching that upset all the beautiful, 
pristine simplicity of the faith, — ii is very evident he had no 
‘calling or electibn' such as he pretended, — 1 wonder Jeremy 
Bentham’s conclusive book on the subject is not more univers- 
ally known, Paul's sermonizing gave rise to a thousand dif- 
ferent shades of opinion and argument, — and for a mere hair's- 
Scc Chapter III. “In Al-Kyns” — the allusion to 
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breadth of needless discussion, nation has fought against nation, 
and man against man, till the very name of religion has been 
made a ghastly mockery. That, however, is not the fault of 
Christianity, but the fault of those who profess to follow it, like 
Paul, while merely following a scheme of their own personal 
advantage or convenience,— ^nd the result of it all is that at 
this very moment, there is not a church in Christendom where 
Christ's actual commands are really and to the letter fulfilled." 

“ Strong • ejaculated Villiers with a slight smile, — “ Mustn't 
say that before a clergyman ! " 

“ Why not ? " demanded Alwyn, — “ Why should not clerics 
be told once and for all how ill they perform their sacred 
mission ? Look at the wilderness of spreading Atheism to 
day! — and look at the multitudes of men and women who are 
hungering and thirsting for a greater comprehension of spiritual 
things than they have hitherto had ! — and yet the^preachers 
trudge drowsily on in the old ruts they have made for them- 
selves, and give neither sympathy nor heed to the increasing 
pain, feverish bewilderment, and positive want of those they 
profess to guide. Conceining science too, what is the good of 
telling a toiling, more or less su/Tcring lacc, that there are 
eighteen millions of suns in the Milky Way, and that, viewed 
by the immensity of the Universe, man is nothing but a small, 
mean and jitrishable insect ? Humanity hears the statement 
with dull perplexed brain, and its weight of sorrow is doubled, 
— It demands at once, 'w'uy, if an insect, its insect-life should 
Be at all, if nothing is to come of it but weariness and woe? 
The marvels of scieniific discovery offer no solace to the huge 
Majority of the Afflicted, unless we p(>Tnt the lesson that the 
Soul of Man is destined to live through more than these 
wonders ; and that the millions of planetary systems in the 
Milky Way are but the Alpha Bfta of the sublime Hereafter 
which is our natural heritage, if we will but set ourselves 
earnestly to win it. Moreover, we should not foolishly imagine 
that we are to lead good lives mertly for sake of some 
suggested reward or wages, — ^no, — but simply because in prac- 
tising progressive good we are equalizing ourselves and placinij 

481 



‘‘ARDATH’^ 


ourselves m active working harmony with the whole progressive 
good of the Creator's plan. We have no more right to do a 
deliberately evil thing, than a musician has right to spoil a 
melody by a false note on his instrument Why should we 
wilfully jar God's music, of i^hich we are a part? I tell you, 
that religion as taught to day is rather one of custom and fear, 
than love and confadence, — men rower and propitiate, when 
they should be full of thankfulness and praise, — and as for any 
reserve on these matters, I have none, — in fact, I fail to see 
why truth, spiritual truth, — should not be openl) pioclaimed 
now, even as it is sure to be proclaimed hereafter " 

His manner had warmed with his words, and he lifted his 
head with an involuntary gesture of eloquent resolve, his eyes 
flashing splendid scorn for all things hypocritical and mean. 
Viiliers looked at him, feeling curiously moved and impressed 
by his fervent earnestness 

I was right in one thing at any rate, Mwyn" — he 
said softly, — ‘ \oii are changed, — there's not a doubt aoout it^ 
But It sf tms to me the ei ange is distinctly foi ih^ better It 
does my heait good to hear you speak with such di'>tiiict and 
manly emphasis on a subject, which, though it is one of the 
burning questions the day, is too often treated irreveienlly, 
or altogether dismi;>s(.d with a few sentences of languid banter 
or cheap sarcasm As regards myself personally, I must say, 
that a man without faith in anything but liimsclf has always 
seemed to im. exat tly m keeping with the desiription given of 
an atheist, by Lady Ashburton to Cailyle,— namely 'a i>erson 
who robs himself not only of clothes, bqt of flesh as well, and 
walks about the world in his bones ' And oddly enough, m 
spite of all the controvt xsies going on about Christianity, 1 
have always really worshipped Cimst in my heart of hearts, — 
and yet, — I can't go to church ’ I seem to lose the idea of 
Him altoge ther there , — but," —and his frank face took upon 
Itself a dreamy light of deep feeling — “ there are times, when 
walking alone ip the fields, or through a very quiet grove of 
trees, or on the sea shore, I begin to thmk of His majestic life 
and death, and the immense unfailing sympathy He showed for 

• 48a 



THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF^ 

every sort of human suffering, and then I can really believe in 
Him as Divine friend, comrade, Teacher and King, and I am 
scarcely able to decide which is the deepest emotion in my 
mind towards Him — love, or reverence.’* 

He paused, — Alwyn’s eyes rested upon him with a quick 
comprehensive friendliness, — yi one exchange of looks, the two 
men became mutually aware of the strong undercurrents of 
thought that lay beneath each other’s individual surface- history, 
which peihaps had never been so clearly recognised before, — 
and a kind of swift, speechless, satisfactory agreement between 
llieir two separate natures seemed su'Jdenly drawn up, ratified 
and sealed in a glance, 

“ 1 have often thought,” continued Villiers moie lightly, and 
smiling as he sjioke — ^‘that we are all angels or dvvils, — angels 
in our best moments, — devils in our woist. If could only 
keep the best niomems always uppermost 1 * Ah pooi deluied 

human nature • ’ as old Moxall says, — while in the same breath 
he contradicts himself by asserting that human Reason is the 
only infallible mcnis of ascertaining anything ! llow' it can be 
‘deluded’ and ‘infallible’ at the same time, 1 can’t quite 
under'-tand ! But, Afwyn, you haven’t told me how you like 
the ‘ get up ’ of youi book ? ” 

And he handed the volume m question to its author, who 
turned it over with the most cmious air of cneless lecognition, 
— m bis fancy he again saw Zabastes wntmg each line of it 
down to Sah-lQina’s dietatnui ! 

“It’s veiy wc‘ll pniited ” — he said at last, — “and very taste- 
fully bound. You hawe supei intended the work con arnore^ 
Villiers, —and I am as obliged to you asTriendship will let me 
be. You know what that means? ” 

“ It means no obligation at all ’’—declared Villiers gaily, — 
“because friends who are in the least worthy the name, take 
delight in furthering each other’s interests, anvi have no need 
to be thanked for doing what is particularly agreeable to them. 
You really like the appearance of it then ? Bqj you've got the 
sixth edition. This is the hist.” 

And he took up from a side table a quaint small quarto, 
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bound in a very superb imitation of old embossed leather 
which Alwyn, beholding, was at once struck by the resemblance 
It bore to the elaborate designs that had adorned the covers ol 
the papyrus volumes possessed by his Shadow Self, Sah l^lma • 

“ This is very sumptuous * " he said with a dreamy smile — 
** It looks quite antique ’ ” ^ 

“Doesn’t it?’’ exclaimed Villiers, delighted — “I had it 
copied from a first edition of Petrarca which lupjiens to be in 
my collection This specimen of ^ Nourhalma' has become 
valuable and unique It was published at ten and six, and 
can’t be got anywhere under five or six guineas, if for that Of 
course, a copy of each edition has bten set aside for you ” 
Alwyn laid down the book with a gentle indiffi rence 
“My dear fellow, r\e had enough oi Nourhalmay ^ — he 
said, — “I’ll keep a copy of the first edition, if only as a 
souvenir of your go jd will and energy in bringing it out so 
admirably —but for the lest * — the book bekrigs to roe no 
more, but to the public, — and so let the public do with it what 
they will * ” ♦ 

Villiers raised his eyebrows perplexedly 
“ I believe after all, Alwyn, you donH reall> care for your 
fame » ” 

‘Not in the least*” replitd Alwyn, Jaiighng “Why 
should I?” 

“ You longed for it on( e as the utmost good * ” 

“ True • — but there are other utmost goods, my fnend, that 
I desire more keenly ” 

“But are they attainable ? ” — queued Villiers “Men, and 
especially poets, often hanker after what is not possible to 
secure ” 

“ Granted ! ” responded Alwryn cheerfully— “ But I do not 
crave for the impossible. I only seek to recover what 1 have 
lost.” 

“And that is? 

“ What most, men have lost, or are insanely doing their best 
to lose, ” — said Alwyn meditatively, — “ A grasp of things eternal 
through the veil of things temporal.” 
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There was a short silence, during which Villiers eyed his 
friend wistfully. 

^‘What was that ‘adventure’ you spoke about in your letter 
from the Monasteiy on the Pass of Daricl?” he asked after 
awhile — You said you were on the search for a new scns»ation 
— did you experience it ? ” ^ 

Alwyn smiled, “ I certainly did i 

“ Did it arise from a contemplation of the site of the Ruins 
of Babylon?” 

“Not ex.Tctly. Babylon, or rather the earth-mounds which 
are now railed Babylon, had very little to do with it.” 

“Don’t you want to tell me about it?” demanded Villiers 
abrujitly. 

“Not yet — answeied Alwyn with good-humoured 

frankness, — “Not tonight, at any rate ’ But I will tell you, 
never fear’ For the piesent we’\e talked enough, -vJon't you 
think bed suggests itself as a fitting conclusion to our 
converse ? 

Villiers laughed and acquiesced, and after pressing his friend 
to partake of som^^hing in the way of suj'per, which refresh- 
ment w'as declined, he p’-cceded him to a small, pleasant) y-cosy 
room, his “guest-chambei ” as he callcil it, but which was 
really almost exclusively set apart for Alw^yn’s use alone, and 
was always in readiness for him whenever he chose to occupy 
it Turning on the pietty electric lamp that lit the whole 
apartment with a soft ana 'shaded lustre, Villiers shook hands 
heartily with his old school-fellow and favourite comrade, and 
bidding him a brief but cordial good-night, left him to repose. 

As soon as he was alone, Alwya took out from his breast- 
pocket a small velvet letter case, from which he gently drew 
forth a slightly pressed but unfaded white flower. Setting this 
in a glass of water, he placed it near his bed, and watched it 
for a moment. Delicately and graduall) its pressed petals 
expanded, — its golden corolla brightened in hue, — a subtle, 
sweet odour permeated the air,— and soon the angelic “immor- 
telle ” of the “ Field of Ardath ” shone wondrously as a white 
star in the quiet room. And when the lamp was extinguished 
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and the Poet slept, that strange fair blossom seemed to watch 
him like a soft luminous eye m the darkness,— a symbol of 
thmgs divine and lasting, — a token of far and brilliant worlds 
where e\en flowers cannot fadel 


III 

RI' ALISM 

A t the end of about a week or so, it became very generally 
known among th» mystic ‘‘Upper Ten ” of artistic and 
literary circles that Ihcos Alwyn, the famous author of 
Nourhalma^ ^ vas, to put n fashionably, “in town Accoid 
mg to the ciis^ic phrasing of a Icidmg soocty journal, “Mr 
'Iheob Alwyn, the poc , whom some of our contcmporancb 
erroneously rej orled as <it i i, has arrived in London from 
his lour m tut List He is fur the pn sent a g^cst of the 
Honoiiribli hnneis Villicrs ^ The ronseqmnce of this and 
other similar announcements wis, that the postman sc( ined 
nevt r to b^ away from Villicrs s door,— and every time he 
tame he was lidtn with Icttcis and caid'- of invitiLon 
addressed foi the most part to Vilhcrs himscif \shc, with 
something of dismay, saw his study table getting gridu'^lly 
roverea with accumulating of society htUr, su h as is 

< ompriscd in the vanous formal notPieations of dinnero, 
dancts, bails, seiri^es, ‘at homes,” and all the d \eis soils c^f 
entertainment with whir^u the English s' ammeni m ult Uiste 
ment" Some of these invitations, less ceremonious, were m the 
form of jretty little notes from great ladies, who entreated their 
dear Mi Villicib ’ to give them the '"‘exirif/ie honour and 
pleasure*’ of his eempany at certain select and extra brilliant 
receptions, where Royalty itself would be represented, adding 
as an earnest po^tscrijit — “and do bnng the I ton you know, 
your very interesting fnend Mr Alwyn, with you^” — A good 
many such billets-doux were addressed to Alwyn personally, and 
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as he opened and read them he was somewhat amused to see 
bow many who had formerly been mere bowing acquaintances, 
were now suddenly, almost magically, transformed into appar* 
ently eager, admiring and devoted friends. 

“ One would think these people really liked me for myself ; 
he said one morning, tossijig aside a particularly gushing, 
pressing note from a lady who was celebrated for the motley 
crowds she managed to squeeze into her rooms, regardless of 
anyone’s comfort or convenience, — “And yet, as the matter 
stands, they actually know nothing of me. I might be a villain 
of the deepest dye, a kivkablc cad, or a coarse rufifian. but so 
long as I have written a * succesbful ‘ l>ook and am a ‘ some- 
body ’ — a literary ‘ notable * what matter my tastes, my morals 
or my disposition ! If this sort of thing is Fame, all I can say 
IS, that it savours of very detestable vulgarity !** 

“ Ot course it does 1 ” — assented Villiers — “ But what else do 
you expert from modern sodety? — What ran you exjiect from 
a community which is chiefly ruled by moneyed paroemis^ but 
vulgarity ? If you go to this woman’s place for instance — and 
he glanced at the note Alwyn had thrown on the table, — “ you 
will share the honours of the evening with the famous man- 
millmer of Bond Street, an ‘artist’ m gowns, — the female up- 
holsterer and huuse-dccorator, likewise an ‘artist,’ — the ladies 
who ‘compose’ bonnets m Regent Street, also ‘artists,’ — and 
chiefest among the motley crowd perhaps, the so-c.alled new 
‘Apostle’ of geslheticism, a ponderous gentleman who says 
nothing and dots nothing, and who by reason of his stupen- 
dous inertia and tacitiurnity is consi icred the greatest ‘gun ’ of 
all ! It’s no use your going amonj subh people, — m fact, no 
one who has any reverence left in him for the truth of Art, can 
mix with those whose profession of it is a mere trade and hypo- 
critical sham. Such dunderheads would see no artistic differ- 
ence between Phidias and the man of to-day who hews out and 
sets up a common marble mantelpiece ! I’m not a fellow to 
moan over the ‘ good old times,* — no, not a b^t of it, for those 
good old times had much in them that was decidedly bad, — 
but I wish progress would not rob us altogether of refinement.’^ 

487 



«ARDATH^ 


“ But society professes to be growing more and mote cultured 
every day,” — observed Alwyn. 

“ Oh, It professes * — yes, that’s just the mischief of it. Its 
professions are not worth a groat It professes to be one thing, 
while anybody with eyes can see that it actually is another ^ 
The old style of aristocrat and gentleman is djing out, — the 
new style is the horsey lord, the betting Duke, the coal dealing 
Earl, the stock brol* ing Viscount* Trade is a very excellent 
thing,— a very necessary and important thing, but its influence 
IS distinctly not refining I have the greatest respect for my 
cheesemonger for instance,— (and he has an equal nspcct for 
me since he has found that I know the dilft rence between real 
butter and butterme) but all the same I don t want to see him 
in Parliament I am arrogint enough to believe that I, even 
I, having studied somewhat, know m >re ab:>ut the country’s 
interest than he does i view it by the Ji^ht of mcient and 
modem historical evidence, — ne views it according to the 
demand it makes on bis cheese Wt may both be narrow 
and limited in judgment — nevertheless I think, ^ith all due 
modesty, tlut his judgment is like *y to b« more liinittd than 
mine But it’s no good talking about it, — this dear old land 
is given up to a sort of ignorant cicmociacy, which only needs 
time to bccc'nie anarchy, and we haven’t got a strong man 
among us who dares speak out the truth of the inevitable dis 
asters looming above us all And society is not only vulgir 
but demoralized, — moreover, what is worse, is that, aidea by 
Its preachers and teaclius, it i<- sinling into deeper depths of 
demoralization, with every passing nuMitk ana year of time ” 

Alwyn leaned hack in his chair thoughtfully, a sorrowful 
expression clouding his face 

“Surely things are not so bid as they seem, ViHkts,” — he 
said gently — “ Are you not taking a pessimistic view of 
affairs ? ’’ 

“ Not at all * ” and Villitrs, warming with his subiect, 
walked up and down the room excitedly “ Nor am I judging 
by the narrow observation of any particular * set * or circle I 
look at the expressive, vasible outcome ot the whole, — the 
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plainly manifest signs of the threatening future. Of course 
there are ever so many good people,— earnest people, — ^think- 
ing people, — but they are a mere handful, compared to the 
overpowering millions opposed to them, and ^hose motto is 
‘ E' ii, be thou my good * Now you, for instance, are lull of 
splendid Ideas, and lucid plajis of check and reform, — you are 
seized with a passionate desire to do something grtat for the 
world, and >ou are ready to speak the truth fearlessly on all 
occasions. But just think of the enormous task it would be to 
stir to e\cn half an inch of aspiiing nobleness, the frightful 
mass of coiiuption in I ondon to day ^ In all tiadcs and pro- 
fession^ It IS the same story, — evt-ry thing is a question of gam. 
Tu begin with, look at the Church, the ‘ Pillar of the Stale’ * 
There, all sewts of uorthle*s, incompetent men aie hastily 
thrust into livings by wealthy piatrons who ca^'c not a jot as to 
wht ther thf y are morally or mtcllectinlly ht tor ihe^r sacred 
mission, — and a disgraceful universal muddle is the result 
hiom this muddle, which resembles a sort of stagnant pool, 
emer*,e the strangest fungu*- growths — ( lergymen who take to 
private tht itncals ostensibly for the purposes of chanty, but 
really to gi itif> their own tastes and leanings towards the 
stage,- all the time utterly regardless of the effect tlitir 
behaviour is likely to have on the minds of the unthinking 
popuhee who are led by the newspapers, and who read there 
m banteiing mciiiincs as to whethei the Church is coquet- 
ting with the Stigc"^ — wh ther the tv\o are lilttly to become 
one? -and whetlu r Religion will m the future occupy no more 
serious consider ition«than the Drar a? What is one to think, 
when one stc> clerical notabilities seated m the stalls of a 
theatre, coniphcently looking on at the representation of a 
‘ society play ’ dt grading in plot, repulsive in detail, and m 
nearly every case having to do with a mairied woman who 
indulges in a lover as a matter of cours a play full of 
ambiguous side hits and equivocal jests, which, if the men of 
the Church were staunch to their vo atjon, they would be the 
first to condemn Why, I saw the othei day in a fairly 
reliable journal that some of these excellent ‘dmnes* were 
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going to start * smoking sermons,’ a sort of imitation of smoking 
concerts I suppose, which are vile enough in all conscience, — 
but to mix up religious matters with the selfish * smoke-mania ’ 
is viler still. I say that any clergyman who will alloiv men to 
smoke in his presence, while he is preaching sacred doctrine, is 
a coarse cad, and ought to be houjnded out of the Church 1 ” 

He paused, his face flushing with vigorous, righteous wrath. 
Alwyn's eyes grew dark with an infinite pain. His thoughts 
always fled back to his Dream of Al-Kyris, with a tendency to 
draw comparisons between the Past and the Present. The 
religion of that long-buried city had been mere mummery and 
splendid outward show, — what was the religion of London ? 
He moved restlessly. 

“ How all the old warnings of history repeat themselves ! 
he said suddenly ; — ‘‘ An age of mockery, sham sentiment and 
irreverence has always preceded a downfall,-— can it be possible 
that we are already receiving hints of the downfall of 
England?*’ 

*‘Aye, not only of England, but of a good nnany othei 
nations besides,” said Villiers — *‘or if not actual downfall, 
change and terrific upheaval. France and England particularly 
are the prey of tbj Demon of Realism, — and all the writers 
who should use their pens to inspire and elevate the people, 
assist in degrading them. When their books are not obscene, 
they are blasphemous. Rus.sia too, joins in the cry of Realism 1 
— Realism ! l>et us have the filth of the gutters, the scourings 
of dustholes, the corruption of graves, the odours of iiialaiia, 
the bowlings of drunkards, the revellingr of sensualists, — the 
worst side of the world in its vilest aspect, which is the only 
real aspect to those who are voluntarily vile ! Let us see tc 
what a reeking depth of unutterable shameless brutality man 
can fall if he chooses — not, as formerly, when it was shown to 
what glorious heights of noble supremacy he could rise 1 For, 
in this age, the heights are called ‘ transcendental folly ’ — and 
the reeking deptjjs are called Realism ! ” 

“ And yet what is Realism really ? ” queried Alwyn, — “ Does 
anybody know ? — It is supjioscd to be the actuality of every- 
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day existence without any touch of romance or pathos to soften 
its frequently hideous Commonplace, — but the fact is the Com- 
monplace IS not the Real. The highest flights of imagination 
in the human being fail to grasp the Reality of the splendouis 
everywhere surrounding him, — and viewed nghtly, Realism 

would become Romance and Romance, Realism. We see 

• 

a ragged woman in the streets picking up scraps for her daily 
food, — that IS what we may call realistic, — but we are not 
looking at the actual woman after all ’ We cannot see her 
Inner Self, or form any certain comprehension of the possible 
r Jinance or tragedy which that Inner Self has experienced or is 
experiencing. We see the outer Appearance of the woman, 
but what of that^^ — The realism of the siiflering creature's 
hidden hi tor) h< s b }(»nd us — so lar beyond us that it is 
called romance because it seems so impossible tu fathom or 
understand 

‘*True, most absolutely true said Villicrs emphatically — 
“ But it IS a truth }Ou wih get \ery few to admit * E\erything 
to-day IS m a state of unsiibstantiality and sham , — we have 
even sham Realism as well as sham sentiment, sham religion, 
sham art, shim niorali?}. We have a Pailnment that sits and 
}i )bers knjthy pluimdcs that load to nothing, while Army and 
Navy aie blippng into a slate of helj^lesb desuetude, 

and the muttering^ of disconte ited millions are almost un 
nrded, - the spt ctre of Revolnt on, assuming somcwhit of 
the shaTpe in which it appai^^d tnc Fieoch in 179S, is diinl) 
appro ic hing in the distance, - even oar London County Council 
bears the far off faint shadow ot a ver prosaic resemblance to 
the National Assembly of that era,— and our w^^k efforts to 
cure cureless grievances, and to deafen our ears to crying evils, 
are veiy similar to the clumsy attempts made by Louis XVI 
and his partisans to botch up a terribly bad business. O the 
people, the people f They are unquestionably the flesh, blood, 
bone and smew of the country, — and the English people, say 
what sneerers will to the contrary, are a good people, — patient, 
.plodding, forbearing, strong, and on the whole most equable- 
tempered, — but their teachers teach them wrongly, and confuse 
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their brains instead of clearing them, and throw a weight of 
Compulsory Education at their heads, without canng how they 
may use it, or how such a blow from the clenched fist of 
Knowledge may stupefy and bewilder them — and the conse- 
quence IS, that now, were a strong man to arise, with a luad 
brain, an eloquent power of exp|-essing truth, a great sympathy 
with his kind, and an immense indifference to his own fate in 
the contest, he could lead this vast, waiting, wondenng, growl- 
ing, hydra headed Ix)ndon wheresoever he would * " 

What an oritor you are, Vilhers ^ — said Alwyn with a 
half smile. “ 1 never heard you come out so strongly before * ” 

“ My dear fellow,” replied Villiers in a calmer tene — ‘*U*s 
enough to make any man with warm blood m his vf ins ftel f 
Everywhere signs of weakne^^s, cowardice, compromise, hes ta 
tion, vaeillatior, mcornpeieney, and everywhere, in thoughtful 
minds, the keen sense of a hate advancing, like the giant m 
the se\en leagued boots, at huge strides every day The pon- 
derous Law and the stolid Police hem us in on each s'de, as 
though the nition were a helpless infant toddling between 
two poitl) nuise*-, — we dare not denounce a scoundrel and 
liar, but must needs pul up with him, lest we should be involved 
in an action for bbcl , and we dare not knock down a vulgar 
bully, lest we should be given in charge for assault. Hence, 
liars an i scoundrels and vulgar bullies abound, and men skulk 
and gnn, and play the double-face, till they lost all manfulness 
Society sits smirking foolishly on the top of a smouldering 
volcano, — and the chief Symbols of greatness among us, Reli- 
gion, Poesy, Art, — are burning as feebly as tapers in the cata 
combs — the Church resembles a drudge, who tired of routine 
15 gradually ^inking into laziness and inertia, — and the Press ’ 
— ye gods ' — the l^ress ^ ” 

Here speech spemed to fail him, — he threw himstlf into a 
chair, and to relieve his mmd, kicked away the advertisement- 
sheet of the morning’s newspajier with so much angry vehemence 
that Alwyn laughed outright 

'MVhat ails you now, Vilhers?” he demanded mirthfully, — 
“You are a regular fire-eater — ^a would-be Crusader against a 
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modern Saracen host ! Why are you choked with such seem- 
ingly unutterable wrath? — what of the Press? — ^it is at any 
rate free ” 

“ Free ’ " cried Villiers, sitting bolt upright and shooting out 
the word like a bullet from a gun, — “iTee? — ^the Press? It 
IS the veriest bound slave th^t was ever hampered by the chains 
of party prejudice, — and the only attempt at freedom it ever 
makes in ns lower grades is an occasional outbreak into 
scurrility t And yet think what a majestic power lor good the 
true, real Liberty of the Press might wield over the destinies 
of nations i Broadly viewed, the Press should be the strong, 
practical, helping right hand of civilization, de*iling out equal 
justice, equal sympathy, equal instmction, — it should be the 
fosterer of the arts and sciences, — the every day guide of the 
moials and cultute of the people, — ^it should not specially 
advocate any cause save Honour, — ^it should be as far as possible 
the unanimous voice of the Nation It should be, — but what 
IS it? Look round and judge for j ourself Every daily paper 
panders more or less to the lowest tastes of the mob, — ^while if 
the higher sentiments of man aie not actually sneered at, they 
are made a subject for feeble surpnse, or \apid ‘ gush* An 
act of heroic unselhshness meets with such a cackling chorus 
of amazed, half bantering approval from the leading article 
writers, that one is forced to accept the suggestion miphe<l, — 
na iidy that to be heroic or uneelnsh, is evidently an outbreak 
of noble instinct that is entirel} unexpected and remarkable, — 
nay, even eccentrie and inexplicable * The spirit of mockery 
pervades ever) things — and while tne story ot a murder is 
allowed to occupy three and four coiumns of punt, the account 
of some great scientific discovery, or the report of some famous 
literary or artistic achievement, is squeezed into a few luke- 
warm and unsatisfactory lines 1 have seen a female para- 
graphist’s idiotic description of an actress’s gown, allowed to 
take more space in a journal than the review of a first-class 
book ‘ Moreover, if an honest man, desirous-of giving vent to 
an honest opinion on sonic crying abuse of the day, were tc 
set forth that opinion in letter form and try to get it publishec 

493 



“ARDATH’* 


in a leading and important newspaper, the chances are ten to 
one that it would never be inserted, unless he happened to 
know the Editor, or one of the staff, and perhaps not even 
then, because, mark you I — his opinion must be in accordance 
with the literary editor's opinion, or it will be considered of no 
value to the world ! Consider th/it gigantic absurdity ! — con- 
sider that when we read our newsp^^per we are not learning the 
views of Europe on a certain subject, — we are absorbing the 
ideas of the Editor, to whom everything must be submitted 
before insertion in the oracular columns we pin our faith on ! 
l‘hiis it is that criticism, — literary criticism, — at any rate, is a 
lost art, — you know that. A man mui>t either be dead (or 
considered dead) or in a ‘clique* to receive any open encourage- 
ment at all from the so called ‘ crack ’ critics. And the cliquey 
men are generally such stupendous bigots for their own par- 
ticular and restricted form of ‘ style.* Anything new they hate, 
— ^anything daring they tieat with ridicule. Some vi them 
have no hesitation in saying they prefer Matthew Arnold to 
Tennyson — while, as a fact, if we are to go by tlie Wgli stand- 
ards of poetical art left us by Sliakespeare,^ Keats, Shelley, and 
Byron, Matthew Arnold is about the very tamest, most unim- 
aginative, bald bard that ever kindled a lucifer- match of verse 
and fancied it tlie tire of Apollo I lt*s utterly impossible to 
get either a just or broad view of literature out of cliques, — and 
the Press, like many of our other ‘ magnihcent * institutions, is 
working entirely on a wrong system. But who is going to be 
wise or strong or diplomatic enough to reform it ? — No one, at 
present, — and we shall jog along, and read up the details of 
vice in our dailies and weeklies, till we almost lose the savour 
of virtue, and till the last degraded end comes of it all, and 
blatant young America thrones herself on the shores of Britain 
and sends her eagle- screech of conquest echoing over Old 
Woiid and New,** 

“ Don't think it, Villiers ! ’* exclaimed Alwyn impetuously, — 
“There is a mefltle in the English that wall never be con- 
quered ! ** 

Villiers shrugged his shoulders. “ We will hope so, my dear 
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boy 1 " he said resignedly. ** But the * mettle/ under bad 
government, with bad weapons, and more or less untried ships, 
can scarcely be blamed if it should not be able to resist a 
tremendous force tnajeure Besides, all the Parliaments in the 
world cannot upset the laws of the universe. If things are 
false and corrupt they must.be swept away, — Nature will not 
ha\e them, — she will transmute and transform them somehow, 
no matter at what cost. It is the cry of the old Prophets over 
again, Because ye have not obeyed God’s I^w, therefore 
shall ye meet with destruction.’ Ego sm is certainly not God’s 
Law, and we shall have to return on our imagined progressive 
steps, and be beaten with rods of affliction, till we understand 
what His Law is It is, for one thing, the wheel that keeps 
this Universe going — our laws are no use whatever m the 
management of His sut>lime cosmos! Nations, like individuals, 
we punished for their own wilful misdeeds, — the punii&hraent 
ma) be tardy, but sure as death it comes And I fancy 
Am nca will be our * '.coi rge in the Lord’s hand’ — as the 
Bible hath it That pretty, doilar-crusted young Republican 
wants an aristocracy^ — she will engraft it on the old roots here, 
— in f let she has already Degiin to engraft it It is even on 
the < ards that she may need a Monareny — if she does she will 
plant It , — here t Ihen it will be time for Englishmen to adopt 
another country, and foiget if they can the r own disgraceo 
nationality And yet, if, a** Shakespeare says, England were 
to herself but true, — if she had great statesmen, as of yore, — 
intellectual, earnest, selt abnegating, feiriess, unhesitating 
workers, who woul(> (^evote theirsei es heart and soul to 
her welfare, she might ather, not only her Colonies, but 
America aKo to her knee, as a mothei g ilhers children, and 
the most magnificent Christian Empire the world has ever 
seen miglit use up, a supreme marvel of civilization and 
union that would make aU other nations wonutr and revere. 
But the selfishness of the day and the ruling pission of gain, 
are the fatal obstructions in the path of such a desirable 
millennium.” 

He ended abruptly — he had unburdened his mind to one 
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who he knew understood him and sympathized with him« and 
he turned to the perusal of some letters just received. 

The two friends were sitting that morning in the breakfast- 
room, — charming little octagonal apartment, looking out on 
a small, very small garden, which, despite the London atmo- 
sphere, looked just now very bright with tastefully arranged 
parterres of white and yellow croruses, mingled with the soft 
blue of the dainty hepatica, that frank faced little blossom 
which seems to express such an honest confidence in the 
goodness of God's sky, A few sparrows of dissipated appear 
ance were bathing their sooty plumes in a pool or equally 
sooty water left in the garden as a token of last night’s rain, 
and they splashed and twittered and debited and fussed with 
each other conctining their ablutions, with almost as much 
importance as could have been displayed by the effeminate 
Romans of the Augustan era w^hen disporting then selves m 
their sumptuous Thcrnm, Alwjn’s eyes lested on them un 
seeingly, —his thoughts were vei) far away from all his sur 
roundings Before his iinaiMnation rose a Gciienna4ike picti rc 
of the world in which he liad to live, — the world of lashiun 
and form and usage, — the world he was to try and rouse to a 
sense of better things A Piomethcan task indeed*— to fill 
human life with new sjnibols of hope, — to set up a white 
standard of faith amid the swift rushing on and reckless tramp 
ling dow j of desperate batth, —to pour out on all, nch or 
pool, worthy or unworth>, the divine born bdm of S>mpithy^ 
which, when given freely and sincerely from man to man, 
serves often as a check lo vice — a «»dent yet all eloq lent 
rebuke to crime, — and can more easily inotil into refractory 
intelligences things of God and desires for good, than any 
preacher’s argument, no matter how finely worded. I'o touch 
the big, wayward, petter heart of Humanity * — could he in very 
truth do It? — Or was the work too vast for his ability? Tor 
menitd by various cross-currents of feeling, he gave vent to a 
troubled sigh an/l looked dubiously at his friend 

“ In such a state of things as you describe, Villiers'* — he 
said, what a useless unit / am 1 A Poet 1 — who wants me 
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in this age of Sale and Barter ? — Is not a producir of poems 
always considered more or less of a fool nowadays, no matter 
how much his works may be in fashion for the moment ? I 
am sure in spite of the success of ^ NourMlma^ that the era 
of poetry has passed , and moreover it certainly seems to have 
given place to the very baldest and most unbeauteous forms 
of prose > As for instance, tf a book is written which contains 
what is called ‘poetic prose’ the cntics are all ready to de 
nounce it as ‘ turgid,* ‘ overladen,* ‘ strained for effect * — and 
‘ hysterical sublime ’ Rnsebtlder, which is one of the 

most exquisite poems m prose ever given to the world, is 
nearly incomprt htnsible to ihe majority of English minds, so 
much so, indted, that the Englii>h translates, in then rendering 
of It, have not only lo t the delicate glamour of its fairy like 
fancifulness, but have also blunted all the fine points of its 
dazzling sarcasm and wealth of imagery. It is evident enough 
that the larger mass of people prefer mediocnty to high 
excellence, else such a number of merely mediocre works of 
art woui 1 not and could not be toierattd And as long as 
mediocnty is pcimitud to hold ground it is almost an im 
possibility to do mifc h towards raising the standard of literature. 
The few who love the best authors are as a mere drop m the 
ocean of th ise who not only c hoose the worst, but who also 
fail to see an} difference between goc><i xnd bad ” 

'‘True enough*” assented Villieis, — ‘St 11 the ‘few* you 
speak of a^e worth all t le re*:* F ir the ‘ few ' Homer wrote, — 
Plato, Marcus Aurelius, hpictetus,- and the ‘lew’ are capable 
of teaching the maipnty if they will only set about it rightly, 
But at present tl ev are setting about i# vrongly. All children 
are taught to read, but no child is guided :n uhat to read. 
This IS like giving a loaded gun to a boy and saying ‘Shoot 
away* — No matter in what diiecbon )ou point )our aim, — 
shoot yourself il you like and others too,-*-anyhow you’ve got 
the gun •’ Of course there are a few fellows who have occa- 
sionally drawn up a list of books as sl table for everybody’s 
perusal, — but then these lists cannot be lakei! as true entenons, 
as they all differ from one another as much as church-sects 
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One would-be instructor in the art of reading, say« we ought 
all to study Tom Jones — now I don’t see the necessity of 
that ! And oddly enough these lists scarcely ever include the 
name of a poet, — which is the absurdest mistake ever made. 
A liberal education in the highest works of poesy is absolutely 
necessary to the thinking-abilities of man. But, Alwyn, you 
need not trouble yourself about wriat is good for tlie inillion 
and what isn’t, — whatever you write is sure to be read now — 
you've got the ear of the public, — the * fair large ear ' of the 
ass’s head which disguises Bottom the Weaver, who frankly 
says of himself, * I am such a tender ass, if ray hair do but 
tickle me I must scratch ’ ! ” 

Alwyn smiled He was thinking of w'hat his Shadow-Self 
had said on this very subject — “ A book or poem, to be great, 
and keep its greatness hereafter, must be judged by the natural 
instinct of peoples. 'I his world-wide decision has never yet 
been and never will be hastened by any amount of written 
criticism, — it is the responsive beat of the enormous Pulse of 
Life that thrills through all mankind, high and low, ,i^entle and 
simple, — its great throbs arc slow and solemnly measured, yet 
if once it answers to a Poet’s touch, that \ oet’s name is made 
glorious for ever ! ” He, — in the character of Sah-lQira, — had 
seemed to utter these sentiments many ages ago, — and now 
the words repeated themselves in his thoughts with a new and 
deep intensity of meaning. 

**Of course” — added Villiers suddenly — ^‘you must expect 
plenty of adverse criticism now, as it is known beyond all 
doubt that you aie alive and able to read what is written 
concerning you, — but if you once pay attention to critics you 
may as well put aside pen altogether, as it is the business of 
these worthies never to be entirely satished with anything. 
Even Shelley and Byron, in the critical ca})acity, abused Keats 
til* the poor suffering youth who promised to be greater than 
either of them, died of a broken heart as much as disease. 
This sort of injustice whll go on to the end of time, or till 
men become more Christianized than Paul’s version of 
Christianity has ever yet made them.” 
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Here a knock at the door interrupted the conversation. The 
servant entered, bringini^ a note gorgeously crested and coroneted 
in gold. Villiers, to whom it was addressed, opened and lead it 

“ What shall we do about this?” he asked, when his man 
had retired — “ It is an invitation from the Diichessc de la 
Santoisie. She asks us to go and dine with her next week,— 
a party of twenty — reception Vi^erwards. 1 think we'd better 
accept, — what do you say?” 

Alwyn roused himself from his reverie. 

** Anything to plea‘^e you, my dear boy ! ” he answered 
chf\ rfully — “ But I haven’t the faintest idea who the Duchesse 
de la SanU'i^ie is 1 ” 

“No? — Well, she’s an Englishwoman who has married a 
French D-ike, He is a dehghtiul old fellow, the pink of 
courtesy, and the model of perfect egotism. A true Parisian 
and, of course, an athei it,— a very polislied atheist too, with 
a most cbannuig rehaiue on his own infallioiliiy. His ’wife 
writes no\els which have a slight leaning towards Zolaism, — 
she is an extremely whttjf woman, sarcastic and cold-blooded 
enough to be a f male Kobespierre, yet, on the whole, amusing 
as a study of what *<'uiious nondescript forms the feminine 
nati re can adopt unto itself, if it chooses. She has an 
immense rospixt for genius, — mind, I say genius advisedly, 
because she really is one of tliose rare few who cannot endure 
mediocrit). Everything at her house is the best of its kind, 
and the peojije die enlertui, am the lust of theirs. Her 
welcome of you will be at any rate a sincerely admiring one, 
— and as 1 think, in, spite of >our deshe for quiet, you will 
have to show yourself somewhere, it ma*; as well be there.” 

Alwyn looked dubious and not all resigned to the prospect 
of showing himself.” 

** Your description of her does not strike me as particularly 
attractive,” — he said — "I cannot endure* tha? nineteenth- 
century hermaphroditic production, a mannish w*jraan,” 

“O but she isn’t altogether man nis^' ” —declared Villiers, 
“ Besides, I mustn’t forget to add thav sh*e is extremely 
beautiful” 
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Alwyn shrugged his shoulders indifferently. His friend 
noticed the gesture and laughed. 

“Still impervious to beauty, old boy?" he said gaily — 
^ You always were, I remember ! " 

Alwyn flushed a little, and rose from his chair. 

“ Not always ” — ^he answered steadily, — “There have been 
times in my life, when the befaiity of woman, — mere physical 
beauty, — has exercised great influence over me. But I have 
lately learned how a fair face may sometimes mask a foul 
mind, — and unless I can see the Substance of Soul looking 
through the Semblana of Body, then I know that the beauty 
I seem to behold is mere Appearance and not Reality. Hence, 
unless your beautiful Duchess be like the * King’s daughter* 
of David’s psalm * all glorious within * — her apparent loveliness 
will have no charm for me ! — Now ** — and he smiled, and 
spoke in a less serious tone, — “ if you have no objection, 1 
am off to my room to scribble for an hour or so. Come for 
me if you want me — you know I don’t in the least mind being 
disturbed.” ^ 

But Viliiers detained him a moment, and looked inquisitively 
at him full in the eyes. 

“ YouVe got some singular new attraction about you, Alwyn," 
— he said with a strange sense of keen inward excitement as 
he met his friend’s calm yet flashing glance, — “Something 
mysterious, — something that compels I What is it ? — I believe 
that visit of yours to the Ruins of Babylon had a more 
important motive than you will admit, — moreover, — I believe 
you are in love ! ” 

“ In love ! ” — Alwyn laughed a little as he repeated the 
words, — “ What a foolish term that is when you come to think 
of it ! For to be in love suggests the possibility of getting out 
again, — which, if love be true, can never happen. Say that 
I level — and you ^ill be nearer the mark I Now don’t look so 
mystified, and don’t ask me any more questions just now — to- 
night when we are sitting together in the library I’ll tell you 
the whole story of my Babylonian adventure I ” 

And with a light parting wave of the hand he left the room, 
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and Villiers heard him humming a tune softly to himself, as he 
ascended the stairs to his own apartment, where, ever since he 
arrived, he had made it his custom to do two or three hours’ 
steady writing every morning. For a moment or so after he 
had gone, Villiers stood lost in thought, with knitted brows and 
meditative eyes, — then rousing himself, he went otf to his 
study, and sitting down at*hls desk wrote an answer to the 
Duchesse de la Santoisie, accepting her invitatiom 


IV 

REWARDS OF FAME 

A n habitual resident in London who is gifted with a keen 
faculty of hearing and observ'ation, will soon learn to know 
‘mstincliveiy the various characteristics of the people who call 
upon him by the particular manner in which each one handles 
his doorbell or knocker. He will recognise the timid from the 
bold, the modest from the arrogant, the meditative thinker 
fiom the bustling man of fashion, the familiar friend from the 
formal acquaintance. Every individual’s method of announcing 
his or her arrival to the household is distinctly different, — and 
Villiers, who studied a little of everything, had not failed to 
take note of the curiousl} liversified degrees of single and 
double rapping by means of which his visitors sought admit 
tance to his abode. ^ In fact, he rather prided himself on being 
able to guess with almost invariable ^correctness what special 
type of man or woman was at his door, provided he could hear 
the whole diapason of their knock from beginning to end. 
When he was shut in his “den,” however, the sounds were 
muffled by distance and he could form no just judgment, — 
sometimes indeed he did not hear them at all, especially if he 
happened to be playing his ’cello a. ihe time. So that this 
morning he was considerably startled, wheh, having finished 
his letter to the Duchesse de la Santoisie, a long and persistent 
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rat-tat-tatting^ echoed noisily through the house, like the smart 
quick blows of a carpenter’s hammer — a species of knock that 
was entirely unfamiliar to him, and that, while so emphatic in 
character, suggested to his mind neither fnend nor foe. He 
laid down his pen, listened and waited. In a mmute or two 
his servant entered the room. 

“ If you please, sir, a lady to *e4 Mr. Alwyn, Shall I show 
her up?” 

Vilhers rose slowly out of his chair, and stood eyeing his 
man in blank bewiulerment 

“A lady ’ — To see Mr Alwyn I” — he repeated, his thoughts 
instantly reverting to his fnend’s vaguely-hinted love affair,-- 
^What name?” 

'^She gives no name, sir She says it isn't needed, — Mr. 
Alw}n will know wlio she is ” 

“Mr. Mw}n will know who she is, wjU he?” murmured 
Vilhers dubiomh, — “Wnat is she like? Young and pretty?” 

Over the man servant’s ‘^taid countenance came th^<glirnmer 
of a demure, res[>c<^tful smile 

*‘Oh no, sir,— not young, sir I A person about fifty 1 should 
say!” 

This was mvstif>ine. A person about fifty I Who rouhl she 
l>e? Villi£r<=- hastily consideifd,- there must be some mistake, 
he thought, — it any rate he would see the unknv>wn mtnider 
himself lirst, and ttnd out what her business was, before 1 .♦ ikmg 
in upon Alw)n’s peaceful ‘'Indies upstiirs 

“Show the ladv in here” — he said- -“I can't disturb Mr 
Alwyn just now ” , 

The servant retired, ap.d soon rea]>peared, ushering m a tall, 
gaunt, black robed female who walked wuth the stride of a 
dragoon and the demeanour of a police ms run tor, and who, 
merely nodding briskly in response to Vilhcrs’s amazed bow, 
selected, with one cdmprehensive glance, the most comfortable 
chair in the room, and seated herself at ease therein. She 
then put up her veil, displaying a long, narrow fare, cold, pale, 
arrogant eyes, a n^sc inclined to redness at t^e tip, and a thin 
close-set mouth lined with little saicastic wrinkles, which came 
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into prominent and unbecoming play as soon as she began to 
speak, which she did almost immediately. 

“ I suppose I had better introduce myself to you, Mr. 
Alwyn,” — she said with a condescending and confident air — 
“Though really we know each other so well by reputation that 
there seer is scarcely any necessity for it ! (Jf course, you have 
heard of ‘Tiger Lily’?” * 

Villiers ga/ed at her helple‘^sly, — he had never felt so un- 
comfortable in all his life Here was a strange woman, who 
had actually taken bodily possession of hib apartment as though 
it were her own, — who had Settled herselt down in his par- 
ticular pet Louis Quatorze ch iir, —who stared at him with the 
scrutinizing complacency of a professional physu^gnomist,— 
and who seemed to think no explanation of her extraordinary 
conduct was necessity, inasmuch as “of course" he, Villiers, 
had heard of Tiger Lily I It was very singular* — almost 
like madness * — Perhaps she was mad* How could he tell? 
She had a remarkably high, knobby brow, — a brow with an 
unpleasantly bald appeal ance, owing tu the uncompromising 
way m which her hair was brushed well off it, — he had seen 
such brows before in certain “spiritualists" vrho believed, or 
pretended to believe, in the suddenly wJlcd dematenahzation 
of matter, and they were mad, he knew, or else very foolishly 
feigning iri^Hlness * 

Entieavounng to compose his bewildered mind, he fixed 
glass in eye, and r^^garded her llnough it with an inquiring 
solemnity, — he would have spoken, b t before he could utter 
a word, slie went on rapidly, — 

“ You are not in the least like the petson I imagined you to 
be* — However, that doesn’t matter literary celebrities are 
always so diifcient to what we expect I " 

“ Pardon me, madam," — began Villiers polPely, — “You are 
making a slight error, — my servant probahfy did not explain 
I am not Mr Alwyn, — my name is Viii is. Mr Alwyn is my 
guest, — but he is piesent very much occupied — and unless 

your business is extremely urgent, " 

“ Certainly it is urgent ” — ^said the lady decisively, — “ other- 
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wise I should not have come. And So you are net Mr. Alwyn I 
Well, I thought you couldn't be I Now then, will you have 
the kindness to tell Mr. Alwyn I am here ? ” 

By this time Vilhers had recovered his customary self-posses- 
sion, and he met her commanding glance with a somewhat 
defiant coolness 

“I am not avi^are to whom ^have the honour of speaking — 
he said frigidly. Perhaps you will oblige me witii your 
name ? " 

*‘My name doesn't in the least matter'* — she replied calmly 

though I will ttll It you afterwards if you wish. But you 
don't seem to understand * — / am ‘ 1 iger-Lily * • " 

The situation was becoming ludicrous. Villiers felt strongly 
disjiosed to laugh. 

I'm afraid I am very ignorant* " — he said with a humorous 
sparkle m his blue eyes,— “ But really I am quite in tl > dark 
as to your meaning. Will you explain ? " 

The lady’s nose grew deeper of tint, and the l<iok she shot 
at him had quue a killing vindictiveness. With evident dilfi- 
cuity she forced a smile. 

“ Oh you must have heard of me * " — she declared, with a 
ponderous atu mpt at playfulness — “You read the papers, don't 
you ? ” 

“Some of them” — returned Villiers cautiously — “Not all 
Not the Sunday ones for inbtance.” 

“ Still, you can't possibly have helped seeing my description 
of famous people ‘At Hon.e ' you know * I write for ever 
so many journals. I think " — and shq became complacently 
reflective — “ I think I may say with perfect truth that I have 
interviewed everybody who has ever done anything worth 
noting, fioni our biggest provision-dealer to our lati st sensa- 
tional novelist * And all my articles are signed ‘ Tiger-Lily,' 
Now do you remember ? O you must remember ! — I am so 
very w’-ell known ! ” 

There was a touch of genuine anxiety in her voice that was 
almost pathetic, but Villiers made no attempt to soothe her 
wounded vanity. 
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• 

*‘I have no recollection whatever of the name” — ^he said 
bluntly — “ But that is easily accounted for, as I never read 
newspaper descriptions of celebrities. So you are an ‘inter- 
viewer ' for the Press ? ” 

Exactly ! ** and the lady leaned back more comfortably in 
the Louis Quatoize fauteml — ‘“And, of course, I want to inter- 
view Mr, Alw>n- I want,” — here drawing out a business- 
looking note-book from her pocket, she opened it and glanced 
at the diffeient headings therein enumerated, — “I want to de- 
scribe his personal appearance, — ^to know when he was born, 
and where he was educated, — whether his father or mother 
had literary tastes, — whether he had, or has, brothers or Sisters 
or both, — whether he is married, or likely to be, and how much 
money he has made by his book/' She paused and gave an 
upward glance at V'^illiers, who returned it with a blahk and 
stOJ y stare. 

“ Then,” — she rc'^umed energetically — “I wish to know what 
are his methods of work , — where he gets his ideas and how he 
elaborates them, — how many hours he wTites at a lime, and 
whether he is an early riser, — also what he usually takes for 
dinner, —whether he drinks wine or is a total ahstaimr, and at 
w^hat hour he retires to rest. All this is so intensely interesting 
to the public * Perhaps he might be inclined to give me a 
few notes of his recent Lour in the East, and of course 1 should 
be veiy glad if he will state his opinions on the climate, cus- 
toms and governments of the countries through which he has 
pas:>ed. It's a great pity this is not his own house, — it is a 
yiretty place and a description of it would read well. Let me 
see’" — and she meditated, — “I think I could manae^e to insert 
a few lilies about this aiiartment, — it would be easy to say, 
‘the picturesque library m the house of the Honble. Francis 
Villieis, where Mr. AJwyn received me,’ etc Yes’ that would 
do very well ’ — very well indeed 1 I should like to know 
whether he has a residence of his own anywhere, and if not, 
whether he intends to take one in London, ^because m the 
latter case it would be as well to ascertain by whom he intends 
to have it furnished. A little discussion on upholstery is so 
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specially fascinating to my readers! Then naturally 1 am 
desirous to learn how the erroneous rumour of his death was 
first started, — whether in the course of his travels he met with 
some serious accident, or illness, which gave rise to the report. 
Now,*' — and she shut her note-book and folded her hands, — 
“ I don’t mind waiting an hour or more if necessary, — but I 
am sure if >ou will tell Mr. Alwyn wliO I am, and vvhat I have 
come for, he will be only too delighted to see me with as little 
delay as possible.” 

She ceased. Vilhers drew a long breath, — his compressed 
lips parted in a sliglitly sarcastic smile. Scpianng his •shoulders 
with that peculiar pugnacious gesture of his which always in- 
dicated to those who knew him welk that his mind was made 
up and that noihing would mduce him to alter it, he said in a 
tone of stiff rn nity — 

“ I am sorry, ni idam, — very sorry * — but I am compelled to 
inform you that your visit here is entirely useless • Were I to 
tell my friend of the purpose you ha\e in view ctincernmg him, 
he would not feel so much flattered as you seem to imagine, 
but rather insulted ' Excuse my frankness, — you have spoken 
])lainly, — I must Sjieak plainly too. Provision-dealers and 
sensational stor) writers may find that it serves their purpose 
to be interviewed if only as a means of gnining extia adveitise 
ment, but a truly great and conscientious author like Tlieos 
Alwyn IS quite above all that sort of thing.” 

The lady raised her pale eyebrows with an expression of 
interrogitive seo»n 

Above all that sort of thing^” she echoed incredulously — 

Dear me I How very ex raordinary > I have always found 
all our celebrit es so exceedingly plersed to be given a little 
additional notoriety ’ — and I should have thought a poet^' this, 
with much deprcciative emphasis — “would have been parti- 
cularly glad of the chance * Heeause of course you know that, 
unless a very astonishing success is made, as in the case of Mr. 
Alwyn’s ‘ Nourhalma^ people reall> take such slight interest in 
wnteis of verse, that it is hardly ever worth while interviewing 
them I 
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“ Precisely 1 agreed Villiers ironically, — ‘‘ The private histoiy 
of a prize-fighter would naturally be much more thrilling ! ** He 
paused, — his temper was fast rising, but quickly reflecting that, 
after all, the indignation he felt was not so much against his 
visitor as against the system she represented, he resumed quietly, 
“ May I ask you, madam, whether you have ever ‘ interviewed * 
Her Majesty the Queen?” 

Her angry glance swept slightingly over him. 

‘'Certainly not 1 Such a thing would be impossible ! 

“Then have you never thought,” went on Villiers, with a 
thrill of earnestness in his manly, vibrating voice — “that it 
might be quite as impossible to ‘ interview ^ a great Poet? — 
who, if great indeed, is in every way as royal as any Sovereign 
that ever adorned a throne ! I do not speak of petty verse- 
writers, — I say a great Poet, by which term I imply 4. great 
creative genius who is honestly faithful to his high vocation. 
Such an one could no more tell you his methods of work than 
a rainbow could prattle about the way it shines, — ^and as for his 
personal history, 1 should like to know by what right society is 
entitled to pry into the sacred matters of a man's private life, 
simply because he h*appens to be famous? I consider the 
modern love of prying and probing into other people's affairs a 
most degrading and abominable sign of the times, — it is morbid, 
unwholesome and utterly contemptible. Moreover, I think 
that writers who consent to be ‘ inierviewed ' condemn them- 
selves as literary charlatans, unworthy of the profession they 
have wrongfully adopted. You see I have the courage of my 
opinions on this maitef, — in fact, I believe if eveiy one were to 
speak their honest mind openly, a bettet state of things might 
be the result, and * interviewing ' would gradually come to be 
considered in its true light, namely, as a vulgar and illegitimate 
method of advertisement. I mean no disrespect to you, madam,” 
— this, as the lady suddenly put down her veil, thrust her note- 
book in her pocket, and rose somewhat bouncingly from her 
chair — “ I am only sorry you should find such an occupation as 
that of the ' interviewer ’ open to you, I can scarcely imagine 
such work to be congenial to a lady's feelings, as, in the case 
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I 

of really distinguished personages, she must assuredly meet 
with many a rebuff I I hope 1 have not offended you by my 

bluntness, ” — here he trailed off into inaudible polite 

murmurs, while the “Tiger-Lily” marched steadily towards 
the door* 

“ Oh dear no, I am not in the least offended I ” she retorted 
contemptuously, — “On the contrary, this has been a most 
amusing expen ence I — most amusing, I assure you • and quite 

unique ! Why ** and suddenly stopping short, she turned 

smartly round and gesticulated with one hand — “I have 
interviewed all the music hall singers in London 1 The 
biggest biewers in Great Britain have reccued me at their 
country mansions, and have given me all the particulars of 
their lives from earliest childhood * The author of ‘ Hugger 
Mugger' i Curse* took the greatest pains to pxphin to me how 
he first colk cted the materials foi his desit^n I he author of 
that most popular sloiy ^ Darlings 'Pwtns* gave me a de- 
scription of all the houses he has ever lived in,*- he even told 
me where he purchased his writing piper, pens and ink • 
And to think that a should be too grand to be interrogated ’ 
Oh, the idea is r<.ally very hinny ’ — quite too funny for any* 
thing ’ ** She gave a short laugh, — then i elapsing into seventy, 
she added, — “\ou will, I hope, tell Mi. Aiisyn 1 called i*'* 

Viiliers bowed “ Assuredly > ** 

“"Ihank you I Because it is possible he may have different 
opinions to yours, — in that case if he writes me a line, fixing 
an appointment, 1 shall be very pleased to call again. 1 will 
leave my card, — and if Mr. Alwyn is a sensible m in, he will 
certainly hold broadei ideas on the subject of ^ mtei viewing* 
than you appear to enterlaiii You are quite suie I cannot see 
him?** 

“Quite!'* — ^I'here was no mistake about the fiim emphasis 
of this leply. 

“ Oh, very well ! ** — ^here she opened the door, rattling the 
handle with rather an unnecessary violence, — “ I m sorry to 
have taken up any of your time, Mr Villiers. Good morning * ** 

“ Good morning r* — returned Vilhers calmly, touching the 
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bell that his servant might be in readiness to show her out, 
But the baffled “ Tiger^Lily was not altogether gone. She 
looked back, her face wrinkling into one of those strangely 
unbecoming expressions of grim playfulness. 

“ Fve half a mind to make an ‘ At Home ' out of you she 
said, nodding at him energetically. ^ Only you're not important 
enough ! ” 

Villiers burst out laughing. He was not proof against this 
touch of humour, and on a sudden good-natured impulse, 
sprang to the door and shook hands with her. 

“No, indeed, I am not 1" he said with a charming smile — 
“Think of it . — I haven't even invented a new biscuit ! Come, 
let me see you into the hall, — Fm really sorry if I've spoken 
roughly, but I assure you Alwyn's not at all the sort ot 
man you want for interviewing — he's far too modfest and 
noble-heaittd. Believe me 1— Fm not romancing a bit — Fm 
in earnest. There are some few fine, manly, gifted fellows left 
in the world, who do their work for the love of the work alone, 
and not for sake of notoriety, and he is one of them. Now 
Fm ceitain, if you ^’'ere quite candid with me, you'd admit 
that you yourself don’t think much of the people who actually 
like to be interviewed ? " 

His amiible gl mce, his kindly manner, took the gaunt female 
by surprise, and threw her nnite oil her guard. She laughed, — 
a natural unforced laugh in which there was not a trace of 
bitterness. He was really a delightful young man, she thought, 
in spite of his old-fashioned, out-of the-way notions! 

“Well, perhaps I don't!" she replied frankly, — “But you 
see it is not my business to think about *them at all. I simply 
‘interview' them, — and I generally find they are very willing, 
and often eager to tell me all about themselves, even to quite 
trifling and unnecessary details. And of urse each one 
thinks himself or herself the only or the c.nief ‘celebrity* in 
London, or for that matter, in the world. I have always to 
tone down the egotistical part of it a little^ especially with 
authors, for if I were to write out exactly what they separately 
say of their contemporaries, it would be simply frightful 1 
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They would be all at daggers drawn in no time ! I assure you, 
‘ interviewing * is often a most delicate and difficult business ’ 

“Would it were altogether impossible!” said Villie^s heartily, 
“ But as long as there is a plethora of little authors, and a 
scarcity of great ones, so long, I suppose, must it continue — 
for little men love notoriety, ^aijd great ones shrink from it, 
just in the same way that good women dislike flattery, while 
bad ones court it, I hope you don't bear me any grudge 
because I consider my friend Alwyn both good and great, 
and resent the idea of his being placed, no matter 'vvith what 
excellent intention soever, on the level of the small and 
mean ? ” 

The lady surveyed hirn with a twinkle of latent appro\ al in 
her pale-coloured eyes. 

“ Not in the least ^ ” she replied in a tone of p«-rfect good 
humour. “On the rontraiy I rather admire your frankness! 
Still I think that, as matters «tand nowadays, you are very odd, 
— ^and I su]jj;)Ose your friend is odd too, — but of course there 
must be exceptions to every rule. At (he same time, you 
should recollect that in many people's ppinion, to be * inter- 
viewed * IS one of the chietest rewards of fame ’ — Villiers 
shrugged his shoulders expressively, “ Oh yes, it seems a 
poor reward to you, no doubt," — she continued smilingly, — 
“ but there are no end of authors who would do anything to 
secure the noloriLty of it i Now, suppose that after all Mr. 
Alwyn does rare to submit to the operation, jou will let me 
know, won't you ? ” 

“Certainly I will -and Villiers, atcepting her card, on 
which was inscribed her own pnvate name and address, shook 
hands once more, and bowed her courteously out No sooner 
had the door closed upon her, than ne sprang upsi«nirs, three 
steps at a time, tynd broke impetuously in upon Alwyn, who, 
seated al a table coveted with papers, looked up with a sur- 
prised smile at the abrupt fashion of his entrance. In a few 
minutes he had^ disburdened himself of the whole story of the 
“ Tiger- Lily's ” visit, telling it in a whimsical way of his own, 
much to the amusement of his friend, who listened, pen in 
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hand, with a halMaughing, half-perplexed light in his fine, 
poetic eyes. 

“ Now did I not express the proper opinion ? he demanded 
in conclusion. “ Was I not nght in thinking you would never 
consent to be interviewed ? ” 

Right? Why of course you were!’* responded Alwyn 
quickly. “Can you imagine* me calmly stating the details of 
my personal life and history to a strange woman, and allowing 
her to turn it into a half guinea article for some society journal ( 
But, Vilhers, what an extraordinai y state of things we are 
coming to, if the Press can actually condescend to employ a 
sort of spy or literary detective, to inquire into the private 
experience of each m in or woman who comes honourably to 
the trout ’ ” 

“Honourably or ^/yhonoiiribly, — it doesn’t matter which/’ — 
said Villiers, “That is juat the worst of it. One day His an 
author who is ‘ interviews d/ the next it is a murderer, — now, a 
statesman, — then, a ballet dancer, — the same * honour ’ is paid 
to all who have won any distimt notoriety. And what is so 
absuid, is that the reading million don’t seem able to dis- 
tinguish between ‘ notoriety ’ and ‘ fame.’ The two things arc 
so widely, ulliily apart* B}ron’s reputation, for instance, was 
much more notoriety durm> his life tnan fame — while Keats 
had actually hid hold on fame while as yet deeming himself 
unfamous. It’s curious, biH true nevertheless, that very often 
the waters who thought least of themselves during their life- 
time have become the most universally renowned after their 
deaths Shaki speare„ I dare say, had no very exaggerated 
idea of the beauty of liis own Plays , — he seems to have written 
just the best that was in him, without airing what anybody 
thought of It. And I believe that is the only way to succeed 
in the end.” 

“ In the end * ” repeated Alwyn dreamily-*-“ In the end, no 
worldly success is worth attaining, — a few thousand years and 
the greatest arc forgotten 1 " 

“Not the greatest ^^ — said Vilhers warmly— “The greatest 
must always be remembe^eiL” 
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No, my friend ! — Not even the greatest ! Do you not 
think there must have been great and wise and gifted men in 
Tyre, in Sidon, in Carthage, in Babylon ? — There are five men 
mentioned in Scripture, as being ‘ready to write swiftly * — ^Sarea, 
Dabria, Selemia, Ecanus, and Asiel — where is the no doubt 
admirable work done by these? Perhaps, — who knows ? — one 
of them was as great as Hom^/ in genius, — we cannot tell ! ” 

“ True, — we cannot tell,” resjionded Villiers meditatively — 
“But, Alwyn, if you persist in viewing things through such 
tremendous vistas of time, and in measuring the Future by 
the Past, then one may ask what is the use of anything ? ” 

“ There is no use in anything, except in the maLing of a 
strong, persistent, steady effort after good,” said Alwyn 
earnestly, — “ We men are cast, as it were, betw’een two swift 
cmrenls, Wrong and Right, — Self and God, — and it seems 
more easy to shut our eyes and diift into Self and Wrong, 
than to strike out brave arms, and swim, despite all difficulty, 
towards God and Right, yet if we once take the latter comse, 
we shall find it the most natural and the least fatiguing. And 
with every sepaiate stroke of high endeavour we cairy^ others 
with us, — we raise our race, — we bear it onwMrd, — upward ! 
And the true rew<j/d, or best result of fame is, that having 
succeeded in w'inning brief attention from the multitude, a 
man may be able to pronounce one of God’s lightning- 
messages of inspiied Truth plainly to then', wffiile they are 
yet wilkng to stand and listen, dhis momentary hearing fiom 
the people is, as 1 take it, the sole reward any writer can 'dare 
to ho]>e for, — and when he obtains it, ^he should remember 
that his audience remJns with him but a very short while, — 
so that it is his duly to see that he employ his chance weil, 
not to win applause for himself, but to cheer and lift others to 
noble thought, and still more noble fulfilment.” 

Villiers regarded him wistfully. 

“Alwyn, my dear fellow, do you want to be the Sisyphus of 
this era? — You will find the stone of Evil heavy to roll upwards, 
— moreover it ^ill exhibit the usual painful tendency to slip 
back, and crush you 1 ” 
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** How can n crush me ? ” asked his friend ifti a serene 
smile. My heart cannot be broken, or my spint disniaved, 
and as for my body, it can but die, — and death comes to every 
man ! I ^ould rathtr try to roll up the stone, however fruit- 
less the task, than sit idly looking at it, and doing nothing 1 ” 

“Your heart cannot be broken ? Ah ' how do you know ^ ** 
and Vilhcrs shook his head^dabiousl} — “What man can be 
certain of his own de tiny?’* 

“ EvcTy man can will his own destiny,” — returned Au\7n 
firmly, “Ihit is just it But here wc are getting into a 
serious discussion, .md I hid determined to taU no more 
on such subjects till to night ” 

“And to nJL,ht we arc to go in for then thoroughly, I 
suppose?” — inquired Viihers th a quick lock 

“ Tonight, my deir boy, you will have to decide whether 
vou consider me mad or sme,” sad A v\\n chetrlslly — “ I 
shall tell you truths that stem like ionianccs,—and facts that 
sound like fables,— moreover, 1 shiil have to assure you that 
mi acles do ha,)p n whenever God chooses in spite of all 
human deni il cf their po‘^slbllltv I >o vou remember W hately*s 
clevtr skit— ^ Htstn^ial Doubh of Napohon PI — showing how 
cas) *t was to lo u illy prove th it Napoleon never existed x* — 
Tliat ought to cnhghten ptojl' to the very precise and 
convincing manner in which vvt can, if we choose, argue aw 15 
what IS nncrtheltss m in'^onl t ble fact Thus dosceitic 
deny mincles — )et we live soji unded by ml^afle^^— do you 
think me crazed for sa>nr so?” 

Vilhers laughed ^“Cn/cd^ N indeed* — I wish every 

man in London were sane and sc as >ou art * ” 

“Ah, but wait till tonight!** and Alwyn’s e>es sparkled 
mirthfully — “Perhijis you will alter your opinion then*** — 
Here, collecting his scattered man 1 enpts, he put them by — 
“ I’ve done work for the present,” — he saifi-—^ Shall we go for 
A walk some where ? ** 

Vilhers assented, and they left the < )m together. 
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V 

ONE AGAINST MANY 

T he beautiful, and socially 'popular Duchesse de la Saruoisie 
sat at her bnllunlly appointed dinner-table, and flashed 
her bright eyes cornprt hensively around the board, — h«r party 
was complete. She had secured twenty cf the best-Known men 
and women of letters in all London, and yel she was not quite 
satisfied with the result attained. One daik splendid face on 
her right hand had taken the lustre out of all the rest, — one 
quiet courteous smile on a nu-uth haughty yet sweet, bad, 
somehow or other, made the entertainment ot little \\orth in 
her own estimation She v^as very fair to look upon, very 
witty* very worldly-wise, — but for once hei beauty seemed to 
herself defective and ])owpTless to charm, while the graceful 
cloak of bocicii hypocrisy she was always acnistonfed to wear, 
would not adapt itselt to her manner to-night so well as usual. 
The author of ^^Nourhaima,^* the successful* poet whose acquaint- 
ance she had very eagerly sought to make, was not at all the 
kind of man she had expected, — and now, when he was beside 
her as her guest, she did not quite know what to do with 
him. 

She had met plenty of poets, so-called, before, — and had for 
the most part found them insignifu ant-looking men with an 
enormous ojnnion of themselves, and a suave, condescending 
contempt for all othe/s of their craft; — but this bung, — this 
stately, kingly crealuie wdlh the noble head, and far-gazing 
luminous eyes, — this man, w^hose every gesture was graceful, 
whose demeanour was more royal than that cf many a crowned 
monarch, — w^hose voice had such a singular soft thrill of 
music in its tone, — he was a per«>onage for whom she had 
not been prepared, — and in whose presence she felt curiously 
embarrassed anS almost ill at ease. And she was not the 
only one present who experienced these odd sensations. 
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Alwyn's appearaiice, when, with his friend Villilrs, he had 
first entered the Duchess's drawing-room that evening, and 
had there been introduced to his hostess, had been a sort of 
revelation to the languid fashionable guests assembled, — 
budden quick whispers were exchanged — surprised glances, — 
how unlike he was to the general type of the nervous, fagged, 
dy‘='peptic “ literary man I * 

And now that every one was seated at dinner, the same im- 
pression remained on all, — an impression that was, to some, 
disagree ible and humiliating, and that yet could not be got 
over, — namely, that this “poet," ^hoin, in a way, the Duchess 
and h^'r nds had intended to patroni7e, was distinctly 
siipeiior to tiitni all. Nature, as though proud of her liindi- 
work, proclimud him as such, —while he, quite unconscious of 
the effect he produced, wondeied why this bevy of human 
beings, most of whom were more or less distinguished m the 
woild of ait and literature, had so little to say for themselves 
Their convei^'alion was banaL — tame, — ordinal y ; — they might 
have been *vell behx/ed, elegantly dressed peasants for aught 
they snd of wi)e, cheerful, or witty. The weather, — the parks, 
— the thiaties,— the newest actiess, and the newest remedies 
for indigestion, — these sort of subjects w'ere bandied about 
from one to the other with a v^igiiely tame persistence that was 
really iiritating, -the question of remedies for indigestion 
seemed to hold ground lor o^est, owing to the variety of opinion 
expressed the reon. 

The Duchess giew more and more inwardly vexed, and her 
little foot beat an ynpatient tatto under the table, as she 
replied witli careless brevity to a cW of the common- place 
observations addressed to her, and cast an occasional annoyed 
glance at her lord, M. le Due, a thin, military-looking individual, 
with a well waxed and jiomted moustache, a hose countenance 
suggested an admu ably executed mask. *11 was a face that 
said absolutely nothing,— yet beneath its cold impassiveness 
lurked the sjtyrlike, comp’ex, half c Viliztd, half-brutish mind 
of the born and bred Parisian, — the goblin-crtiature with whom 
pure virtues, whether in man or woman, are no more sacred 
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than nuts to a monkey. The suave charm of a polished 
civility sat on M. le Due’s smooth brow, and beamed in bis 
urbane smile, — his manners were exquisite, his courtesy 
irreproachable, his whole demeanour that of a very precise 
and elegant master of deportment. Yet notwithstanding his 
calm and perfectly self-possessed exterior, he was, oddly 
enough, the frequent prey of ^certain extraordinary and un* 
governable passions; — there were times when he became 
impossible to himself, — and when, to escape from his own 
horrible thoughts, he would plunge headlong into an orgie 
of wild riot and debauchery, such as might have made the 
hair of his respectable English acquaintances stand cr. end, 
had they known to what an extent he carried his excesses. 
But at these seasons of moral attack, be ‘‘ went abroad for his 
health,’' as he said, delicately touching his chest in order to 
suggest some interesting latent weakness there, and in these 
migratory excursions his wife never accompanied him, nor 
did she cornf>lain of his absence. When he returned, after 
two or three months, he looked more the “clfcvalier sans 
peur et sans reproche” than ever; — and neither he, nor the 
fair partner of his joys and sorrows, ever committed such a 
breach of politeness as to inquire into each other’s doings 
during the time of their separation. So they jogged on 
together, presenting the most delightful outward show of 
wedded harmony to the world, — and only a few w^ere found 
to hazard the remark, that the racy novels Madame la 
Duchesse wrote to while away her duller hours, were singularly 
^'bitter” in tone, for a woman whose, lot in life was so 
extremely enviable! 

On this particular evening, the Duke affected to be utterly 
unconscious of the meaning looks his beautiful spouse shot 
at him every now and then, — looks which plainly said — “Why 
don’t you start sortie interesting subject of conversation, and 
stop these people from talking such every-day twaddle?” 
He was a clever man in his way, and his present mood w^as 
malign and mischievous ; — therefore he went on eating daintily, 
and discussing mild platitudes in the most languidly amiable 
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manner imagitiable, enjoying to the full the mental confusion 
and discomfort of his guests,— confusion and discomfort, which, 
as he very well knew, was the psychological result of their 
having one m their midst, whose life and character were totally 
opposite to, and distinctly separate from, their own. As 
Emerson truly says, ** Let the world b( ware when a Thinker 
comes into it 1 ” — and here 7vas this 1 hinker, — this type of 
the Godlike m Man, — this uncomfortably ^lnce^e personage 
whose eyes we^e clear of falsenood, whose genius was in- 
contestable, wh )se fame had taken society by assault, and 
who, therefore, was entitled to receive every attention and 
consideration. 

Lveiybody had desired to see him, and here he was; — the 
great man, the new “celebrity” — and now that he was artiially 
present, no one knew what to say to him, moreover, there 
was a very general tendency m the company to avoid his direct 
gi/e. People tidgeted on their chairs and looked aside, or 
down wauls, whenever his glance accidentally fell on them, — 
and to the analytical Voltairean mind of M. le Due, there was 
something grimly humorous in the whole situation. He was 
a great admirer of physical strength and beiuty, and Alwyn’s 
noble face and fine figure had won his respect, though of the 
genius of the poet he knew nothing, and cared less It was 
enough for all the purposes of social usage that the autlior of 
“ Nourhalma ” was consid»?red illustrious, — no matter whether 
he deserved the appellation or not. And so the Duke, satin- 
cally amused at the obvious embarrassment of the other 
“ notabilities ’* assen^bled, did noth ng whatsoever to relieve 
or to lighten the conversation, which femainctl so utterly dull 
and inane, that Alwyn, who had been compelled, for politeness* 
sake, to appear interested in the account ol a bicycle race 
detailed to him by a very masculine looking hd> doctor, whose 
seat at table was next his own, began to feSl a little weary, and 
to wonder dismally how long this ‘'feast of reason and flow 
of soul ” was going to last. 

Villiers, too, whose easy, good natured *and clever talk 
generally gave some sparkle and animation to the dreanest 
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social gathering, was to-night unusually taciturn: — ^he was 
bored by his partner, a middle*aged woman with a mania for 
philology, and moreover his thoughts, like those of most of 
the persons present, were centred on Alwyn, whom every now 
and then he regarded with a certain wistful wonder and 
reverence. He had heard the whole story of the Field of 
Ardath ” ; and he knew not hoV much to accept of it as true, 
or how much to set down to his friend's ardent imagination. 
He had come to a fairly logical explanation of the whole 
nsatter, — namely, that as the City of Al-Kyris had been proved 
a dream, so surely the visit of the Angel- Maiden Edris must 
have been a dream likewise, — that the trance at the Monastery 
of Dariel, followed by the constant reading of the passages 
from EsdravS, and the treatise of Algazzali, had produced a 
vivid impression on Alwyn's susceptible brain, which had 
resolved itself into the visionary result narrated. 

He found in this the most practical and probable view of 
what must otherwise be deemed by mortal minds incredible ; 
— and being a frank and honest fellow, he had not scrupled 
to openly tell his friend what he thought. Alwyn had received 
his remarks with the most perfect sweetness and equanimity, — 
but, all the same, had remained unchanged in his opinion as 
to the reality of his betrothal to his Angel-love in Heaven. 
And one or two points had certainly baffled Villiers, and 
peryilexed him in bis would-be precise analysis of the circum- 
stances ; — first, there was the remarkable change in Alwyn's 
own nature. From an embittered, sarcastic, disappointed, 
violently ambitious man, he had become sofiened, gracious, 
kindly, — showing the greatest tenderness and foreihought for 
Others, even in small every-day trifles ; — while for himself, he 
took no care. He wore his fame as lightly as a child might 
wear a flower, just plucked and soon to fade, — his intelligence 
seemed to expand' itself into a broad, loving, sympathetic 
comprehension of the wants and afflictions of humankind ; — 
and he was writing a new poem of which Villiers had seen 
some lines that 1iad fairly amazed him by their grandeur of 
conception, and clear passion of utterance. Thus it was 
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evident there was no morbidness in him, — no dbscurity, — 
nothing eccentric, — nothing that removed him m any way 
from his fellows, except, — except that royal personality of his, 
— ^that strong, beaut ful, well balanced Spirit in him, which 
exercised such a bewildering spell on all who came within its 
influence He believed himstlf loved by an Angel! Well, 
— if there were angels, wh} nof? Villicrs argued the proposition 
thus: 

Whether v^e are Chnstians, Jews, Buddhists or Mahometans, 
we are supposed to accept angels as tornnng part of the 
s)stem of oiii lath If we are nothing — dien of course we 
believe in nothing But grinted we are somethings then we 
are bound in hon >ur J consistent, to acknowledge that angels 
help to guide our dcstime** And if, as we art assured by 
Ho’y Writ, such loftier beings do exist, why should they not 
conimunicate with, and even love human creiturcs, provided 
Those human creatur^^s are worthy of their tenderness? Ccr 
tainly, viewed b) all the chef religions <( the world, there is 
nothing new or outrageous in the idea of an angel descending 
to the help of man 

Such thoughts as*these were in his mind now, as he ever 
and anon glanced across the glittering table, wnh its profusion 
of lights and flowers, to where his poet friend sat, slightly 
leaning bark in his with a cert an 1 ah i>crt)lexed, haif- 

disappointcd expression on his hmdsome features, though his 
eyes brightened into a smiie as be caught \illiers's look, and 
he gave the smillcst, siarttly perceptible shrug, as who should 
say, “Is this your brilliant Dueh^ s -your witty and cultured 
society?” • 

Vilhers fla bed bark an amuoed, responsive glance, and 
then conscier ti iiis^y strove to pay more attention to the 
inepressible enuninr uhfl flogist beside hiu, determining to 
take her, as he said to luiasclf, by way ©t oenance for his 
unremeinbered sins After a while there came one of those 
extraoidinary sudden rushes of tabbk mat often occur at even 
the stitfest duinci party,— a galloping race of tongues, m which 
nothing really distinct is heard, but in which each talks to 
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the other ai though moved by an impulse of sheer desperation. 
This burst of noise was a relief after the strained murmurs df 
trite common-places that had hitherto been the order of the 
hour, and the fair Duchess, somewhat easier in her mind, 
turned anew to Alvfc 7 n with greater grace and gentleness of 
manner than she had yet shown. 

“I am afraid,’^ she said snfiiijrgly, “you must find us all 
very stupid after your travels abroad ? In England we are all 
dull, — our tristesse cannot be denied. But really, the climate 
is responsible, — we want more sunshine. 1 suppose in the 
East, where the sun is so warm and bright, the people are 
always cheerful ? " 

“On the contrary, I have found them rather serious and 
contemplative than otherwise,'* returned Alvvyn, — “yet their 
gravity is certainly of a pleasant, and not of a forbidding type. 
I don^t myself think the sun has much to do with the dis- 
position of man after all, — I fancy his temj>erament is chiefly 
moulded by the life he leads. In the East, for instance, men 
accept their existence as a sort of divine command, which 
they obey cheerfully, yet with a consciousness of high re- 
sponsibility : — on the Continent they take it as a bagatelle^ 
lightly won, lightly lost, hence their indifferent, almost childish 
gaiety; — but in Great Britain” — and he smiled, — “it looks 
nowadays as if it were viewed very generally as a personal 
injury and bore, — a kind of title bestowed without the 
necessary money to keep it up ! And this money people set 
themselves steadily to obtain, w'ith many a wn^aiy grunt and 
groan, while they are for the most partJbrgeUul of anything 
else life may have to oflfer.” 

“But what is life without plenty of money inquiied 
the Duchess carelessly — “Surely, not worth the trouble of 
living ! ** 

Alwyn looked at her steadily, and a swift flush coloured her 
smooth cheek. She toyed with the magnificent diamond-spray 
at her breast, and wondered what strange spell was in this 
man*s brilliant gi^y-black eyes !— did he guess that she, — even 
she, — had sold herself to the Due de la Santoisie for the sake 
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of bis money and title, as easily and unresisting!^ as though 
she \iere a mere purchasable animal? 

“ That an argument I would rather not enter into/' — he 
said gently — “It would lead us too far. But I am convinced, 
that whether dire poverty or great riches be our portion, life, 
considered apart from its worldly appendages, is always worth 
bving, if lived well * 

“Pray, how can you separate life from its w^orldly appen- 
dages?” — inquired a satuical looking gentleman opposite — - 
“ Life ts the world, and the things ot tne world , — when we 
lose sight of the wot Id, we lose ourselves, — in short, we die, 
— and the world is at an end, and we wulh it That’s plain, 

piactical pliilosojihv' ** 

“Possibly it mi> be called philosophy” — returned Alwyn — 
“ It IS not Chnstianity.” 

“Oh, Chn-itKinitv — and the gentUman gave a pbrtentous 
sniff of contempt — “ 'Fhat is a S}slein of fnth thit is rapidly 
dying out, ia.A falling into contempt*- In lact, with the 
scientific and cultured classes it is aheady an exploded 
doctrine ” 

“ Indeed *” —Alwyn’s glance swept over him wHh a faint, 
cold scoin — “ And what reiigum do the scientific and cultured 
classes prcTKiso to invent as a substitute?” 

“ Iheres no necessity for any sub>ututL, ’ — saifl the gentle- 
man rather impatientl) , “ F< i these who want to believe in 

something supernatural, there are plenty of ditfeient ideas 
afloat, Esoteric Buddhism, for example,— and what is called 
Scientific Religion asd Nati ral Rej ^^lon, — any, or all of these, 
are sufficient to gratifv the miagiiiativetravings of the majority, 
till they have been educited out of unaf^iiation altogether ; — 
but for advanced thinkers, religion is really not required 
at all.” 1 

^ Nay. I think we must w^orship something ” retorted Alwyn, 

^ The in ItbteH to Mr Andrew ' foj the newest “logical* 

exphinaiion of the Ktiigious liistinct in • namely, that the veij idea 
of Goa fust arose fiuin the tciror an<i amazement df an ape at the sound 
of the thunder 1 So choice and soul-movmg a defanition of Deit> needs 
no comment J 
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a fine satire*m his rich voice, “ if it be only Self ! — Self is an 
excellent deity ! — accommodating and always ready to excuse 
sin, — ^why should we not build temples, raise altars, and 
institute services to the glory and honour of Self ? — Perhaps 
the time is ripe for a public proclamation of this creed ? — It 
will be easily propagated, for the beginnings of it are in the 
heart of every man, and need vbr^ little fostering ! '' 

His thrilling tone, together with the calm, half-ironical per- 
suasiveness of his manner, sent a sudden hush down the table. 
Every one turned eagerly towards him, — some amused, some 
wondering, some admiring, while Villiers felt his heart beating 
with uncomfortable quickness, — he hated religious discussions, 
and always avoided them, and now^ here was Aiwyn beginning 
one, and he the centre of a company of persons, who were 
for the most part avowx'd agnostics, to whose opinions his 
must necessarily be in direct, and al)solute oppossition ! At 
the same time, he remembered that those w'ho were sure of 
their faith never lost their temper about it, — and as he glanced 
at his friend’s perfectly serene and coldly-smiling countenance, 
he saw there was no danger of his letting slip, even for a 
moment, his admirable power of self-command. The Due de 
la Sanloisie meanwhile, settling his moustache, and gracefully 
waving one hand, on which sparkled a large diamond ring, 
bent forward a little with a courteous, deprecatory gesture, 

“ I think ” — lie said, in soft, purring accents, — “ tliat my 
friend Dr, Mudley’' — here he bowed towards the saturnine- 
looking individual who had entered into conversation wdth 
Aiwyn — lakes a very proper and indeed, a very lofty view of 
the whole question. Th^ moral sense” — and he laid a severely , 
weighty emphasis on these words, — “ the moral sense of each 
man, if properly trained, is quite suihcient to guide him through 
existence, without any such weakness as reliance on a merely 
imaginary Deity/’ * 

The Duke’s French way of speaking English was charming ; 
he gave an expressive roll to his r’s, especially when he said 
‘^the moral sense,** that of itself almost carried conviction. His 
wife smiled as she heard him, and her smile was not altogether 
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pleasant Perhaps she wondered by what criterAn of excel- 
lence he measured his own “ moral sense/' or whether, despite 
his education and culture, he had any “moral sense" at all, 
higher than that of the pig who eats to be eaten * But Alwyn 
spoke, and she listened intently, finding a singular fascination 
in tlie soft and quiet modulation of his voice, which gave a 
vaguely delicious suggestion of music underlying speech. 

“ To guide people by their moral sense alone " — he said — 
“^ou must first piove plainly to them that the moral sense exists, 
together with moral responsibility. You will find this difficult, — 
as the viitue implied is intangible, unseeable: — one cannot say 
of it li) here’ — or lo there I — ^it is as complicated and subtle as 
any other of the manifestations of pure spirit. Then vou must 
decide on one universal standard, c»r reasonable conception of 
what * morality ’ is. Again you are met by a ciowd of per- 
plexities, — as every nation, and every tnbe, has a totally dif- 
ferent idea of the ‘'aine thing. In some coiintnes it is ‘ moral ' 
to have many wives ; — m others, to drown female childien ; in 
others, to solemnly lojst one's grand-parenis for dinner ! Sup- 
posing, however, that you succeed, w’ith the aid of all the 
philosophers, teachers and scientists in drawing up a practical 
Code ot Morality — do you not ihmk an enormous majority 
will be found to ask you by whose authority you set forth this 
Code ?— and by what right you deem it necessary to enforce 
it? You miy say ‘ By tlv ant^'onty of Knowledge and by the 
right of Morality' — but sid< e you admit lo theie being no 
spimuai or divine inspiiation for your law^ you will be con- 
fronted by a legion, of opponents who wuU assuie you, and 
probably wuth perfect justice, that inelr idea of morality is as 
good as yours, and their knowledge as excellent, — ^that your 
Code appears to them fnilty in man) respects, and that there- 
fore they piurposc making another one, more suited to their 
liking. Thus, out of yom one famous M iral System, would 
spiing thousands of others, formed to gratify the various tastes 
of different individuals, precisely in 'ne same manner as sects 
have sprung out of the wholly unnecessary and foolish human 
arguments on Christianity; — only that there would lack the 
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one indestructible^ pure Selfless Example that even the most 
quarrelsome bigot must inwardly respect, — namely Christ 
Himself. And * morality ' would remain exactly where it is: — 
neither better nor worse for all the trouble taken concerning 
It. It needs something more than the * moral * sense to rightly 
ennoble man, — it needs the spiritual sense ; — the fostenng of 
the instinctive Immortal Aspirahcn of the creature^ to make him 
comprehend the responsibility of his present life, as a prepar- 
ation for his higher and better destiny. The cultured, the 
scholarly, the ultra refined may live veil and uprightly by their 
* moral sense,* — if they so choose, provided they have some 
great ideal to measure themselves by, — but even these, without 
faith m God, may sometimes slip, and fall into deeper depths 
of nun than they dreamed of, when self-centred on those 
heights of virtue where they fancied themselves exempt fiom 
danger ” 

He paused, — there was a cunous stilh ess in the room,- 
many eyes wtre loweiek and M. le Dur^s composure wa 
evidently not quite so absolute as usini 

“Taken at Us best** — he continued — “the world alone u 
certainly not worth fighting for, — we see the tact exemplified 
every day in the crises of those, who, surrounded by all that a 
fair fortune can bestow upon them, del berately hurl them- 
selves oiu of existence by their own freewill and art, — mdeetl, 
suicide IS a very general accompaniment of Agnosticism And 
self slaughter, though U may be cilUd midness, is far more 
often the result of uilellectml misery ” 

“Of course, too much learning breeds* brun diseise,’* — re- 
marked Dr, Mudley sen'tentiously, “ But only in weak subjects, 
— and in my opinion the w^eak are beiter out of the world 
We've no room for them nowadays 

“You say truly, sir,” — replied Vlwvn — “ We have no room 
for them, and no patience I They show themselves feeble, and 
forthwith the strong oppress them, they can hope for little 
comfort here, and less help. It is well, therefore, that some 
of these ‘ weak*‘'should still believe in God, since they can 
certainly pm no faith on the justice of their fellow man » But 
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1 cannot agree with you that much learning bAeds brain 
disease. Provided the learning be accompanied by a belief m 
the Supreme Wisdom, — piovided every step of study be taken 
upwards towards that Source of all Knowledge, — one cannot 
learn too much, since hope increases with discernment, and 
on such food, the brain grows stronger, healthier, and more 
capable of hi^h efforts. Buf oi^ptnse \iviih the Spii t of the 
\\ hole, and every movement, though it seem foi ward, is in truth 
backtaard , — study involves be\\ilderinent, science become*; a 
reeling infinitude of atoms, madly whirling together for no 
purjiose save death, m at the best, incessant Change, in which 
mortal life is counted as nothing : — and Nature frowns at us, 
a vast Question, to which there is no Answer, — an incompre- 
hensible Jhorce again*-! which wretched ^fan, gifud with all 
manner of splendid and Godlike capacities, battles for ever 
and for ever in \ain ’ This is the terrible matcnal lc&>on you 
would have us learn the lesson that maddens pupil and 

teachei alike, -ind I as not a glimujci of (onsolation to dlier to 
any livin j soul ' W hat a howling wilderness this world would 
be if given over entirely to Mateiialism 1 — Scarce a line of 
division could be dliwn between men and the brute beasts 
of the field ’ 1 consider, — though possibly 1 am mily one 

among many of widely differing opinion, — that if }ou take the 
hope of an after joy ana blessedness aw^ay from the weary, 
perpetual ly-toiiing Million, vou destroy, at one wanton blow, 
then best, puiest, and noblt^l aspirations. As for the Christian 
Religion, 1 cannot believe that su grand and holy a Symbol 
is perishing among i^s, — we hivt monarch \Nhose tide is 
•Defender of the baith,' — we live a ^n age of civilization 
which IS primal ily the result oi that faith, — and if, as this 
gentleman assuus me,''— and he made a slight courteous in- 
clination tow aids his opjiosite neighbour — “Christianity is ex- 
ploded, — then certainly tne greatness of th . hitherto great 
nation is exploding with it » But I do not think, that because 
a few s( eptics uplift then wailing ‘ is vanity ' from their 
self-created desert of Agnosticism, therefore the majority of 
men and women are turning renegades from the simplest, most 
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hiunane, most unselfish Creed that ever the world has known. 
It may be so, — but, at present, I prefer to trust in the hi^hei 
spiritual instincts of man at his best, rather than accept the 
testimony of the lesser Unbelieving at^ainst the greater Many, 
whose strength, comfort, patience and endurance, if these 
virtues come not from God, come not at all/* 

His forcible, incisive manner of speaking, together with his 
perft-ct equanimity and concise clearness of argument, had ^ an 
evident effect on those who listened. Here was no rampant 
fanatic for particular forms of doctrine or pietism, — here was a 
man \vho stated his opinions calmly, frankly and with an 
absolute setting forth of facts which could scarcely be denied, 
— a man, who, finnly-giounded himself, mule no attempt to 
force any one's belief, but who simjdy took a large view of the 
whole, and saw as it were in a glance, what the world might 
become without faith in a Divine Cause and Principle of 
Creation And once grant this Divine Cause and Principle 
to be actually existent, then all other divine and spiritual 
things become possible, no niatt^i how impi^ssiblf they seem to 
dull mortal compiehension. 

A brief pause followed his words, — a pause of vdgue ernbat- 
ras,ment The Duchess was the trst to break it. 

“You have very noble ideas, Mr. Alwyn/' -she said with a 
faint wavering smile — I din afiaid >oar conception ol 
things, both human and divine, is too exalted and poetically 
imaginative, to be applied to our every-day life. We nnnot 
close our ears to the thundeis of science, — we cannot fail to 
perceive that we mortals are of as small account in the plan 
of the Universe as grams of sand on the sea-shore. It is very 
sad that so it should be, and yet so it is I And Loncernmg 
Christianity, the poor system has been so belaboured of late 
with hard blow'S, that it is almost .1 wonder it still breathes, 
d here IS no end to the books that have been written disproving 
and denouncing it, — moreover, we have had the subject 
recently treated in a novel winch excites our sympathies in 
bt^i alf of a clergyman, who, overwhelmed by scholarship, finds 
he can no longer believe in the religion he is required to teach, 
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and who i enounces his living m consequence. The story is 
in parts pathetic, — it has had a large circulation, — and numbers 
of people who never doubted their Creed before, certainly 
doubt It now 

Alwyn shrugged his shoulders. “Faith uprooted by a 
novel J ” he said — “ Alas poor faith * It could never have 
been well established at any finie, to be so easy of destruction ! 
No book in the world, whether of fact or fiction, could persuade 
me either to or from tl e consciousness of what my own 
individual Spirit instinctively knows Faith canrot be taught 
or forced, — n^ilhcr, if trufy can it be really destroyed, - it is a 
God born, (xod fostered intuition^ immortal as God Himself 
The ephemeral the >rits set forth in books should not be able 
to inf ueiice it by so much as a hiir's breadth 

“Truth is however oft^n conveyed tlirough the medium of 
fiction,^* — observed Dr Mudlcy — “Ard the novel aTude d to, 
was calrnlated to c» swurb the mind, and arouse trouble in the 
heart of many an aiduit btiicvei It was written by a woman “ 

“Nay then “ — said Alwyn qumklv with a darkening fli^li in 
his eyes,— “if women give up filth let the world prepare for 
strange disaster* Good, God loving women, — women who 
pray, — women who hope, — women who inspire men to do the 
best that is in them,— tJiese aie the safety and glory of nations * 
When women torgel to kneel, — when women cease to teach 
their children the *Oar J Hher’ by whose grandly-simple plea 
Huirnnity claims Divinity as its origin, — then shall we learn 
what is meant by ‘nuns hearts rail ng them for fear and for 
looking after those tljmgs which ar •^uming on the earth,’ A 
woman who denies Christ, repudi. es* Him, aHo, above all 
others, made her sex js free and honoured as ever} where m 
Christendom it i He never refused woman^s prayer, —He 
had patience for her weakness, — pardon for her sins,— and 
any book wntten by woman^s h in 1 thit do(!s Jlim the smallest 
shadow of wronp^, is to me as gross an act, as that of one who, 
loaded with benefits, scruples not to i rder his benefactor* ” 

The Duchesse de la Santoisie moved unea^ly, — there was a 
vibration in Alwyn\ voice that went to her very heart Strange 
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thoughts s'lfcept doud-hke across her mind, — again she s.iw in 
fancy a little fair dead child that she had loved, — her only one, 
on whom she had spent all the tenderness of which her nature 
was capable. It had died at the prettiest age of children, — 
the age of lisfnng speech and softly tottering feet, when a 
journey from the protecting background of a wall, to out- 
stretched maternal arms, seemts fraaght with dire peril to the 
tiny adventurer, and is only undertaken with the help of much 
coaxing, sweet laughter, and still svieeter kisses. She re- 
membered how in spite of her “ free ” opinions she had foi nd 
It impossible not to teach her little one a ira>er, — and a 
sudden mist of tears blurred her sight, as she recollecttd the 
child’s last words, — words uttered plaintively m the aea^h- 
gra^p of a cruel fever, “Suffer me — to come to Thee > ” A 
fjuick sigh escaped her lips, — the diamonds on her breast 
heaved restlessly, — htting her eyes, grown soft \Mth gentle 
memory, she encountered those of Alwyn, and again she asked 
htrself, could he leid her thoughts? ILs steadfvl gaze 
seemed to enrompnss her, and absorb in a grave, ( on i passionate 
earnestness the entire coin prehension of her life II tr hand's 
polite, mellifluous accents roused her from this ha'f revciie. 

“I confess I am surprised, Mr. Alwyn,” he was s lying — 
“ that you, a man of :>uch genius and ability, should be still in 
the leading strings of tne Church ^ ” 

“ There is no Church ” — returned Alwyn quietly, — “ The 
world IS waiting for one ^ Ihe Alpha Beta of Cniisiianily has 
been learned and recited more or less badly by the children 
of men for nearly two thousand years, — the actual grammar 
and meaning ot the whale 1 anguii^e has yet to be dec iphcicd 
There have been, and are wiut are ca/lea^ Churches, — one 
especially, which, if it would brai^ely discard mere vulgar 
superstition, and accept, absorb ard use the discovenes of 
Science instead, wnght, and possibly will blossom into the 
true, uiiivei«'al, and pure Christian Fabric, Meanwhile m the 
shaking to and fro of things,- -the troublous sifting of the 
wheat from the# chaff, — we must be content to follow by the 
Way of the Cross as best we can Christianity has fallen into 
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disrepute, probably because of the Self-Renuncia»ion it de- 
mands, — for in this age the primal object of each individual 
is manifestly to serve Self only. It is a wrong road, — a side- 
lane that leads nowhere, — and we shall inevitably have to 
turn back upon it and recover the right path,— if not now, — 
why then hereafter ! ’* 

His voice had a tremor of*pum mthin it ; — he was think- 
ing of the millions of men and women who were voluntarily 
wandering astray into a daikiiess they did not dream of, — 
and his heart, the great true heart of the Poet, became filled 
with an indescribable passion of yearnin'^. 

‘‘No wonder,'* he mused — “no wonder that Christ came 
hither for the sake of Love ! To rescue, to redeem, to save, 
to bless! — O Divine sympathy for sorrow! If i, — a man, — 
can feel such aching pity for the woes of others, how vast, how 
limitless, how tender must be the pity of God ! '* 

And his eyes softened, he almost forgot his surroundings. 
He was entirely unaware of the various deep and wistful 
emotions he had awakened in the hearts of Lis hearers. There 
was a great altractiveness in him tliat he was not conscious of, 
— and while all present certainly felt that he, thoui:h among 
them was not of them, they were at ihe same time curiously 
moved by an impression, that notwithstanding his being, as it 
were, set ajiari from their ways of existence, his sympathetic 
influence sunounded them as rcsistlessly as a pure atmosfihere, 
in which they drew long refrc’^hing breaths ot he.iUhier life. 

“ 1 should like,” — suddenly said a bearded individual who 
was seated half way ^down the table and who had listened 
attentively to everything — “1 should kke to tell you a few 
things about Esoteric Buddhism I — 1 am sure it is a faith that 
would suit you ad mu ably ! ” 

Alwyn smiled, courteously enough. “ 1 shall be happy to 
hear your views on the subject, sir,” he ansvjiered gently — “ But 
I must tell you that befoie I left England for the East, 1 had 
studied that theory, together with many others that were offered 
as substitutes for Christianity, and I found it totally inadequate 
to meet the highest demands of the spiritual intelligence. I 
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may also a(id that I have read carefully all the principal works 
against Religion, — from the treatises of the earliest sceptics, 
down to Voltaire and others of our own day. Moreover, I 
had, not so very long ago, rejected the Christian Faith ; — that 
I now accept and adhere to it, is not the result of my merit or 
attainment, — but simply the outcome of an undeserved blessing 
and singularly happy fortune.^' ' ^ 

“Pardon me, Mr. Alwyn," — said Madame de la Santoisie 
with a sweet smile — “ By all the laws of nature I must contra- 
dict you there 1 Your fame and fortune must needs be the 
reward of mei'it, — since true happiness never comes to the 
undeserving.” 

Alwyn made no reply, — inasmuch as to repudiate the idea 
of personal merit too warmly, is, as such matters are judged 
nowadays, suggestive of more conceit than modesty. He 
skilfully changed the conversation, and it glided off by degrees 
into various other channels, — music, art, science, and the 
political situation of the hour. The men and women assembled, 
as though stimulated and inspired by some new ir^terest, now 
strove to appear at their very best — ^and the friction of intellect 
with intellect, resulted in more or less brilliancy of talk which 
for once was totally free from the flippant and mocking spirit 
which usually pervaded the Santoisie social circle. On all the 
subjects that came up for discussion Alwyn proved himself 
thoroughly at home — and M. le Due, silting in a silence that 
was most unwonted with hiui, became filled with amazement 
to think that this man, so full of fine qualities and intellectual 
abilities, should be actually a Christian / — The thing was quite 
incongruous, or seemed so to the ironical wit of the born and 
bred Parisian, — ^he tried to consider it absurd, — even laughable, 
— ^but his efforts merely resulted in a sense of uneasy personal 
shame. This poet was at any rate a Man, — he might have 
posed for a Coriolanus or Marc Antony; — and there was 
something supreme about him that could not be sneered do7vn. 

The dinner, meanwhile, reached its dessert-climax, and the 
Duchess rose, giving the customary departing-signal to her lady 
guests. Alw)’n hastened to open the door for her, and she 
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passed out, followed by a train of women in rich Ad rustling 
costumes, all of whom, as they swept past the kingly figure 
that with slightly bent head and courteous mien thus paid 
silent homage to their sex, were conscious of very unusual 
emotions of respect and reverence. How would it be, some 
of them thought, if they were more frequently brought into 
contact with such royal and ^acious manhood? Would not 
love then become indeed a hallowed glory, and marriage a 
true sacrament? Was it not possible for men to be the gods 
of this world rather than the devils they so often are ? Such 
^cre a few of the questions that flitted dimly through the minds 
of the society-faLTged fair ones that clustered round the 
Durhesse de la Santoisie, and eagerly discussed Alwyn's 
personal beauty and extraordinary charm of manner. 

The gentlemen did not absent themselves long, and with 
their appearance from the dining-room, tlie reception of the 
evening began. Crowds of people arrived and crammed up 
the stairs, tilling every corridor and corner, and Alwyn, growing 
tired of the various introductions and shakings of hands to 
which he was submitted, managed presently to slip away into 
a conservatory adjoining the great drawing-room; — a cool, 
softly-lighted place full of flowering a/aleas and rare palms. 
Here he sat for a while among the red and white blossoms, 
listening to the incessant hum of voices, and wondering what 
enjoyment human beings could find in thus herding together 
en masse, and chattering all it once as though life depended 
on chatter, when the rustling of a woman's dri ss disturbed his 
brief solitude. He «osc directly, as he saw hia fair hosless 
aiipioaching him. • 

“Ah, you have fled away from us, Mr, Alw^n!^ she said 
with a slight smile — “ I do not wonder at it. ThebC receptions 
are the bane of one's social existence." 

“Then why do you give them?" — risked Alwyn half 
laughingly. 

“Why? Oh, because it is the fa'^hion, I suppose!*' she 
answered languidly, leaning against a marble column that 
supported the towering frondage of a tropical fern, and toying 
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with her fafh, — “And I, like others, am a slave to fashion. 1 
have escaped for one moment, but I must go back directly. 

Mr. Aiwyn, She hesitated, — then came straight up to 

him, and laid her hand on his arm — “ I want to thank you ! ” 

** To thank me ? ” he repeated in surprised accents. 

“ Yes ! ** — she said steadily — “ To thank you for what you 
have said to-night. We live in a dreary age, when no one has 
much faith or hope, and still less charity, — death is set before 
us as the final end of all, — and life as lived by most people is 
not only not worth living, but utterly contemptible I Your 
clearly-expressed opinions have made me think it is possible 
to do better," — her lips quivered a little, and her brea^th came 
and w^ent quickly, — “ and 1 shall begin to try and find out how 
this ‘ better * can be consummated ! Pray do not think me 
foolish " 

“/think you foolish!” and with grave courtesy Aiwyn 
raised her hand, and touched it gently with his lips then as 
gently released it. His action was full of grace, — it implied 
reverence, trust, honour, — and the Duchess looked at him 
with soft, wet eyes in which a smile still lingered. 

“If there were more men like you,” — she said suddenly — 
'■what a difference it would make to us women! We should 
be proud to share the burdens of life with those on whose 
absolute integrity and strength we could rely, — but in these 
days, we do n<it rely, so much as we despise, — we cannot love, 
so much as we condemn 1 You are a Poet, — and for you the 
world takes ideal colours, — for you perchance the very heavens 
have opened ; — but lememoer that the- millions who, in the 
present era, are ground down under tlie heels of the grimmest 
necessity, have no such glimpses of God as are vouchsafed to 
you / They are truly in thedarkness and shadow of death, — 
they hear no angel-music, — they sit in dungeons, howled at by 
preachers and teachers who make no actual attempt to lead 
them into jight and liberty, — while we, the scK:alled ‘upper* 
classes, are imprisoned as closely as they, and crushed by in- 
tolerable weights* of learning such as many of us are not fitted 
to bejir. Those who aspire heavenwards are hurled to earth. 
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— those who of their own choice cling to earth, become so 
fastened to it, that even if they wished, they could not rise. 
Believe me, you will be sorely disheartened in your efforts 
towards the highest good, — you will find most people callous, 
careless, ignorant, and for ever scoffing at what they do not, 
and will not understand, — you had better leave us to our dust 
and ashes,” — and a little miithless laugh escaped her lips, — 
** for to pluck us from thence now, will almost need a second 
visitation of Christ, in whom, if He came, ive should probably 
not believe ’ Moreover, you must not foigct that we have 
lead Darwin, — and we are so charmed with our rnoiikey- 
ancestOiS, that we aie doing our best to imitate them in eveiy 
possible way, — in the jiojie th.it, with time and ]>atience, we 
nuy resolve ourselves back into the onginal species • ” 

With which bitter sarcasm, uttered hall mockingly, half in 
good earnest, she kft him and returned to her gue-it«. Not 
very long afterwards, he, having sought and lound Villiers, and 
suggested to him that it was time to mike a move homeward, 
ajjpro idled hei in company wMih his friend, and bade her 
farewell 

••I don't think we shall see you often in socuty, Mr. Alwyn,” 
— she said, rather wistful’y, as she gave him lur hand, — ‘ You 
are too much of a 1 itan among pigmies * ” 

He fiusned and waned a«iide the remaik wnth a few playful 
w)ids, — unlike his loimer Self, if there was ai)> thing m the 
world he shrank fiom, it was flattery, or what seemed like 
flattery. Once outside the house, he diew a long bieath of 
relief, and glanced gratefully up at the sky, bright with a 
glistening multitude of stars. Thank tiod, there weie w^orlds 
in that glonous expanse of ether, peopled with loftier types of 
being than what is called Humanity ! Villiers looked at him 
questionmgly : — 

** Tired of your own celebrity, Al\v}n be asked, taking 
him by the arm, — “Are the pleasures of hame* already ex- 
hausted ? ” 

Alwyn smilt d, — he thought of the fame of Saff-lOma, Laureate- 
bard of Al-Kyiis I 
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“ Nay, if the Dream that I told you of had any meaning at 
all ” — ^he replied, “ then I enjoyed and exhausted those pleasures 
long ago f Perhaps that is the reason why my * celebrity ’ 
seems such a poor and tame circumstance now. But I was 
not thinking of myself, — I was wondenng whether, after ail, 
the ‘flight power I have attained can be of much use to others, 
I am only one against many." ’ 

** Nevertheless there is an old maxim which says that one 
hero makcb a thousand " — sa^d Villiers quietly — “ And it is an 
undeniable fact that the vaste'>t number ever counted, begins 
at the very beginning with Onk » ” 

Alwyn met Ins smiling, earnc'it eyes with a quirk icsponsive 
light m his own, and the two friends walked the rest of the way 
home m silence. 


VI 

IlKLIOBAS 

S OME few days after the Duchesses dinnerparty, Alwyn was 
strolling one morning through d c Park, enjoying to the 
full the keen, frrsli odouis of Iht Spring, —odours thil even 
in London cannot ai^ogciher lo>c tlxeir sweelntss, so long as 
bya.rinths and consent to bloom, and almond tiers to 

flower, beneath the too often unpropitioiis murkine^s of city 
skies It had bteri raining,— but now tjhe iloud'i had rolled 
oflf, and me sun shone as brightly as it ever can shine on the 
English capital, sending sparkles of gold among the still >/et 
foliage, and reviving the little crocuses, that had laitlv tumbled 
down in heaps on the grass, like a fiiglitened fairy army put to 
rout by the onslaught of the recent shower A blackbird 
whose cheery note suggested melodious memories drawn from 
the heart of the quiet country, was whistling a lively impiovisa 
tion on the bough of a chestnut tree, whereof the brown shining 
buds were just bursting into leaf, — and Alwyn, whose every 
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sense was pleasantly attuned to the small as well ai great har- 
monies of nature, paused for a moment to listen to the luscious 
piping of the feathered minstrel, that, in its oy^ n wild woodland 
way, had as excellent an idea of musical vanation as any 
Mozart or Chopin I eaning against one of the park benches, 
with his back turned to the mam thoroughfare, he did not 
observe the approach of a min s tall, stately figure that, with 
something of his own light, easy, swinging step, had followed 
him rapidly along for some little distance, and that now halted 
abruptly within a pace or two of where he stood, — a man, 
whose fine face and singular distinction of bearing, had caused 
man} a passer by to stire at him m vague admiration, and to 
wonder who such a regal looking personage might possibly be 
Alwyn, however, absorbed in thought, saw no one, and was 
about to resume his onward walk, when suddenly, as though 
moved by some instinctive impulse, he turned sharply round, 
and m so doing confronted the ‘'trangar, who sliiightway 
advanced, lifting his bat and smiling One amazed ghive, — 
and then wiih an ejaculation of wond^^r, recognition and delight, 
Alv\yn spring forward and grasped his evUnded hand — 

“Helioi^s*” he^exclaimcd “Is it possible are in 
London i Vou^ of all men in the world * ” 

“ Even so > —replied Heliobas gaily — “ And why not ? Am 
1 incongruous, and out of keep ng with the march ot modern 
civilization ? ” 

Alwyn looked at him half bewildered, half incredulous, — he 
could hardly believe his own eyes It seemed such an alto- 
gether amazing thing 40 meet tnis devout and grave Chaldean 
philosopher, this mystic monk of the \^aucasus, here in the 
very centre, as it wen, of the world’s business, traffic, and 
pleasure, one might as well have expected to find a haloed 
saint in the whirl of a carnival masquirade * Incongruous? 
Out of keeping ?— Yes, certainly he was,— 1'or though clad in 
the plain, conventional garb to which the men of the present 
day are doomel bv the hat of commerce and custom, the 
splendid dignity and picturesqueness of hft fine personal 
appearance was by no means abated, and it was just this that 
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marked hihi out, and made of him as wonderful a figure in 
London as though some god or evangelist should suddenly 
pass through a wilderness of chattering apes and screaming 
vultures. 

“But how and \vhen did you come?*' — asked Alwyn 
presently, recovering from his first glad shock of surjinse — 
** You see how genuine is my astonishment, — why, I thought 
you were a perpetually vowed recluse, — that you never went 
into the world at all, ’’ 

“Neither 1 do,” — rejoined Hehcbas — “save when strong 
necessity demands. ]iut our Order is not so * enclosed * that, 
if Duty calls, we cannot advance to its beckoning, and there 
are certain times when both 1 and those of my Fraternity 
mingle wuth men in common, undistinguished from the ordin- 
ary inhabitants of cities eithei by dress, customs or manners, — 
as you see ! ” — and he laughingly touched his overcoat, the 
dark rough cloth of 'which was relieved by a broad C(;llar and 
revers of rich sealskin,— “ Would you not take me for a highly 
respectable brewer, /i/r conscious that prowess In 

the making of beer has entitled him, not only to an immediate 
seat m rjrhainent, but also to a Dukedom in prospective?” 

Ahvyn smik'd at the droll inapplicabiliiy of this comparison, 
— and lleliobas che^-rtully continued-- “ I am on the wing just 
now, bound for Mexico. I had business in London, and 
arrived here two days since, — two days more will see mp again 

voyage. I am glad to ha\e met you thus by chance, for I 
did not know your address, and though I might have olilained 
that through your publi >hers, I hesitated about it, not being 
quite certain as to whelher a letter or visit from me might be 
weJeorne.” 

“ Surely, — ” began Alwyn, and then he yiaused, a flush rising 
to his brow as he remembt*red how obstinately lie had doubted 
and suspected this‘'man’s good faith and intt-niion towards him, 
and how he had even received his farewell benediction at 
Danel with more resentment than gratitude. 

“ Everyvrhere'" I hear great things of you, Mr. Alwyn,** — went 
on Ileliobas gently, taking no notice of his embarrassment-^ 
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•‘Your fame is now indeed unquestionable I Wkh all my 
heart I congratulate you, and wish you long life and health to 
enjoy the triumph of your genius ‘ ” 

Alwyn smiled, and, turning, fixed his clear soft eyes full on 
the speaker. 

"I thank you!” he said simply, But, — you, who have 
such a quick instinctive comp/euension of the minds and char- 
acters of men,— judge for yourself whether I attach any value 
to the poor renown I ha^e won, — renown that I once would 
have gnen my very life to possess ’ ” 

As he spoke, he stopped,— they were walking dovtn a quiet 
side path under Ine wa\ering shadow of newly bourgeoning 
beeches, and a bright shaft of sunshine struck through the 
delicate foliage straight on his serene and handsome counte 
nance Htliobas gave him a swift, keen, observant glance, — 
a moment he noticed what a marvellous change had been 
wrought in tnc man, who, but a few months before, had come 
to him, a vKck of wasted life, — a wreck that was not only 
read), but willing, to drift into downward currents and whirl- 
pools of dtspciate, godless, blank, and hopeless misery And 
now, how completely he was transformed ’ Health coloured 
his cheeks and sparkled in his eyes, — health, both of body and 
mind, ga\e that quick bnlliancy to his smile, and that easy, yet 
powerful poise to his whole figure, — while the supreme con 
sciousness of the Immortal Spirit within him surrounded him 
with the same mdcscribible ascmation and magnetic attractive- 
ness that distinguished Hehobas himself, even as it distinguishes 
all who have in good earnest discovered, and accepted the only 
true explanation of their individual nfystery of being One 
steady flashing look, — and then Hehobas silently held out his 
hand As silently, Alwyn clasped it, — and the two men under- 
stood each other All constraint was at an end, — and when 
they resumed their slow sauntenng under rfie glistening green 
oranches, they were mutually aware that they now held an 
almost equal rank in the hierarchy of spiritual knowledge, 
strength and sympathy. 

“ Evidently your adventure to the Rums of Babylon was not 
i8 ai7 



“ARDATH’* 


altogether ^ without results ! ” said Heliobas softly — “ Your 
appearance indicates happiness, — is your life at last complete ? ” 

“ Complete 1 — No ! ” — and Alwyn sighed somewhat im- 
patiently, ‘‘It cannot be complete, so long as its best and 
purest half is elsewhere ! My fame is, as you can guess, a mere 
ephemera, — a small vanishing point, in comparison with the 
higher ambition I have no^ in view. Listen, — you know 
nothing of vrhat happened to me on the ‘ Field of Ardath,* — I 
should have written to you perhaps, but it is better to speak, — 
I will tell you all as briefly as I can.” 

And talking in an undertone, with his arm linked through 
that of his companion, he related the whole strange story of the 
visitation of Edris, the Dream of Al-Kyris, his awakening on 
the Prophet^s Field at sunrise, and his final i enunciation of Self 
at the Cross of Christ. Heliobas listened to him in perfect 
silence, his eyes alone expressing with what eager interest and 
attention he followed every incident of the nairative. 

“And now,” — said Alwyn in conclusion, — “I always try to 
remember for my own comfoit that I left my d«*ad Self in the 
burning ruin of that dream-birdt city of the past, — or seemed to 
leave it, — and yet I feel sometimes as if its Shadow presence 
clung to me still ! I look m the mirror and see strange faint 
reflections of the actual personal attributes of the &lain Sah- 
Iflnia,- -occasionally these are so strong and distinctly narked 
that I turn a\ray in anger from my own image ! Why, I loved 
that Phantasm of a Pof t in my di earn as I must for ages have 
loved myself to my own utter undoing ’ — I admired his work 
with such extravagant fondness, that, thmking of it, I blush for 
shame at my own thus-nianifesl conrtit ! — In truth theie is only 
one thing in that pictured character of his, I can for the present 
judge myself free from, -namelv the careless rejection of true 
love for false, — the wanton misprisal of a faithful heart such as 
Niphrata*s, whose' fair cliild-face even now often flits before my 
remorseful memory, — and the evil sensual passion for a woman, 
whose wickedness was as evident as her beauty was paramount ! 
I could never understand or explain this wilful headstrong 
weakness in my Shadow-Self — it was the one circumstance in 
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my vision that seemed to have little to do with the f>ositive Me 
in its application, — but now I thoroughly grasp the meaning of 
the lesson conveyed, which is that no man ever really knoufs 
himself^ or fathoms the depths of his own possible inconsistencies. 
And as matters stand with me at the present time, I am 
hemmed in on all sides by difficulties, ~foi since the modern 
success of that very anciently^mposed poem ‘ NourhMma * ” 
— and he smiled — “ my friends and acquaintances are doing 
their best to make me think as much of mysell as if 1 were, — 
well ! — all that I am not. Do what I will, I believe I am still an 
'egoist, — nay, I am sure of it, — for even as regards my heavenly 
saint, Fdris, I am selfish 1” 

**Hovv so?** asked Holiobas with a grave side-glance of 
admiration at the thujghtfnl face and meditative earnest eye^ 
of this poet, this once bitter and blasphemous sceptic, grown 
up now to a majesty of faith that not all the scorn of men or 
devils could ever shake agam. 

** T want her I ** he replied, and there was a thrill of pathetic 
yearning in his voice — I long for her every moment of the 
day and night I It seems, too, as if everything combined to 
encourage this craving in me,- -this fond, mad desire to draw 
lier down from her own bnght sphere of joy, — down to my 
arms, my heart, my life ! See ! ** — ^and he stopped by a bed of 
white hyacinths nodding softly in the faint breeze — “Even 
those flowers remind me of her ’ When I look up at the blue 
sky I think of the radiance f m r eyes, — they were the heaven’s 
own colour, — when I see light clouds floating together half 
grey, half tinted by tjie sun, they seem to me to resemble the 
soft and noiseless garb she wore, — the birds sing, only to recall 
to me the lute-like sweetness of her voice, — ^and at night when 
I behold the millions upon millions of stars that are worlds, 
peopled as they must be with thousands of wonderful living 
creatures, perhaps as spiritually composed as she, I sometimes 
find it hard, that out of all the exhaustless types of being that 
love, serve and praise God in Heav'^n, this one fair Spirit, — 
only this one angel-maiden, should not be spared to help and 
comfort me ! Yes 1 — I am selfish to the heart’s core, my 
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friend I ” — ^alid his eyes darkened vrith a vague wistfulness and 
trouble, — Moreover, I have weakly striven to excuse my 
selfishness to my own conscience thus ; — I have thought that 
if She were v-^uchsafed to me for the remainder of my days, I 
might then indeed do lasting good, and leave lasting con- 
solation to* the world, — such work might be performed as would 
stir the most callous souls to lif i and energy and aspiration, — 
\^ith Her sweet Presence near me, visibly close and constant, 
there is no task so difficult that I would not essay and conquer 
in, for her sake, her service, her greater gloiy ’ But alone • ” — 
and he gave a slight hopeless gesture — “ Nay, — Chn'»t knows I 
will do the utmost best I can, but the solitary ways of life are 
haid ' ” 

Hehobas regarded him fixedly. 

‘‘You seem to be alone*’ — he said presently, after a pause, — 
“but truly )Ou are not so. You think you are set apart to do 
your work in solitude, — nevertheless, she whom you love may 
be near you even while you speak ’ Still 1 understand what 
you mean, — you long to see her agun, — to realiz^t hti taninble 
form and presence, — welP — this c*innot be until you pass liorn 
this earth and adopt her natuie, — unless, — unless sht descends 
hither, and adoptf yours ! ” 

Ihe last words were uttered slowly and imprcssi\ely, and 
Alwyn’s countenance brightened with a sudden uies’stible 
rapture. 

“ That would be impossible ’ ” he said, but his voice 
trembled, and tliere was more interrogative ness than assertion 
m his tone 

“Impossible in most cases, — ^yes” — agreed Hehobas — “But 
in your specially chosen and pmileged estate, I cannot posi- 
tively say that such a thing might not be ” 

For one moment a strange, eager brilliant \ shone in Alywn’s 
eyes, — the next, he'set his lips hard, and nude a fiim gesture 
of denial 

“ Do not tempt me, good Hehobas ! ” he said with a faint 
mile, “Or rather, do not let me tempt myself I I bear in 
constant mind what she, my Edns, told me when she left me, 
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— that we should not meet again till after deathf unless the 
longing of my love compelled. Now, if it be true as I have 
often thought, that I could compel, — by what right dare I use 
such power, if power I have, upon her? She loves me, — I 
love her, — and by the force of love, such love as ours, — who 
knows I — I might perchance persuade her to adopt awhile this 
mean, uneasy vesture of mere mortal life, —and the very innate 
perception that I nii^hi do so, is the sharpest trial I have to 
endure. Because, if I would thoroughly conquer myself, I 
must resist this leeling \ — nay, I will resist it, — for, let it cost 
me what it may, I have sworn that the selfishness of my own 
personal desire shall never cross or cloud the radiance of her 
perfect happine^'s < ” 

“But supfiose ’* —suggested Heliobas quietly, “Suppose she 
were to find an even more complete happiness in making you 
happy ? ” 

Alwyn shook his head. “ My friend, do not let us talk of 
It!’ — he answered -“No joy can be more complete than the 
joy of Hc^aven,— and that in its full blessedness is hers.” 

“That in its full blessedness is not hers,” declared Heliobas 
wath emphasis — “And moreover it can never be hers, while you 
are still an exile and wanderer ! Friend Poet, do you think 
that even f leaven is wholly liappy to one who loves, and whose 
Beloved is absent ? ” 

A tremor shook Ahvyn’s nerv*^s, — his eyes glowed as though 
the inward fire of his soul had lightened them, but his face 
grew very pale. 

“ No more of tliis^ for God’s sake I ” he said passionately. 
“ I must not dream of it, — I dare net ! I become the sU\e of 
my own imagined rapture, — the coward who falls conquered 
and trembling before his own desire of delight I Rather let me 
strive to be glad that she, my angel-love, is so far removed from 
my unworthiness, — let her, if she be near* rne now, read ray 
thoughts, and see in them how dear, how sacred is her fair and 
glorious memory, — how I wmuld rather endure an eternity of 
anguish, than make her sad for one bnef hour of mortal-counted 
time I ” 
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He was greatly moved, — his voice trembled with the fervour 
of its own music, and Heliobas looked at him with a grave and 
very tender smile, 

“ Enough I he said gently — ** I will speak no further on this 
subject, which I see affects you deeply. Nevertheless I would 
have you remember how, when the Master whom we serve, 
passed through His Agony af feethsemane, and with all the 
knowledge of His own power and glory strong upon Him, still 
in His vast self-abnegation said, ‘Not My will but Thine be 
done!* that then ‘there appeared an Angel unto Him from 
heaven, strengthening Him !’ Think of this, — for every incident 
in that Divine-Human Life is a hint for ours, — and often it 
chances that when we reject happiness for the sake of goodness, 
happiness is suddenly bestowed upon us. God’s miracles are 
endless, — ^God’s blessings exhaustless, — and the marvels of this 
wondrous Universe are as nothing, compared to the working of 
His Sovereign Will for good on the lives of those who serve 
Him faithfully.” 

Alwyn flashed upon him a quick half-questioning glance, but 
was silent, — and they walked on together for some minutes 
without exchanging a word. A few people passed and repassed 
them, — some littk children were playing hide-and-seek behind 
the trunks of the largest trees, — the air was fresh and invigorat- 
ing, and the incessant roar of busy traffic outside the Park 
palings, offered a perpetual noisy reminder of the great world 
that surged around them, — the world of petty aims and transi- 
tory pleasures, with which they, filled full of the knowledge of 
higher and eternal things, had so little ii? common save sym- 
pathy, — sympathy for the wilful wrong-doing of man, and pity 
for his self-imposed blindness. Presently Heliobas spoke again 
in his customary light and cheerful lone, — 

“ Are you writing anything new just now ? ” he asked. “ Or 
are you resting from literary labour ? ” 

“ Well, rest and work are with me very nearly one and the 
same "—replied Alwyn, — “ I think the mo3t absolutely tiring 
and exhausting thing in the world would be to have nothing 
to do. Then I can imagine life becoming indeed a weighty 
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burden 1 Yes, I am engaged on a new poem, — it gives me 
intense pleasure to write it — ^but whether it will give any one 
equal pleasure to read it is quite another question.” 

“ Does * Zabdstes * still loom on your horizon ? ” inquired bis 
companion mirthfully — “ Or are you still inclined, — as in the 
Past, — to treat him whether he comes singly, or in numbers, as 
the Poet’s court jester, and paM<fool ? ” 

Alwyn laughed lightly. “ Perhaps I ” he answered with a 
sparkle of amusement in his eyes, — But really so far as the 
wind of criticism goes, 1 don’t think any author nowadays 
particularly cares whether it blows fair weather or foul. You 
see we all know how it is done, — ^we can name the clubs and 
cliques from \vhence it emanates, — and we are fully aware that 
if one leading man ol a Set’ gives the starting-signal of praise 
or blame, the rest follow like sheep, without eitlier thought, or 
personal discrimination. Moreover, some of us have met and 
talked with certain of these magazine and newspaper oracles, 
and have tested for ourselves the limited extent of their know- 
ledge and the shallowness of their wit. I assure you, it often 
happens that a great author is tried, judged and condemned by 
a little casual press-rdan who in his very criticism proves him- 
self ignorant of grammar. Of course if the public choose to 
accept such a verdict, why then, all the worse for the public, — 
but luckily the majority of men are beginning to learn the ins 
and outs of the modern critic's business, — they see his or her 
methods, (it is a notable fa^i that wonicn do a great deal of 
criticism now, they being willing to scribble oracular common- 
places at a cheaper ra^e of pay than men,) — so that if a book 
is condemned, people are dubious, ard •straightway read it for 
themselves to see what is in it that excites aversion, — if it is 
praised they are still dubious, and generally decide that the 
critical eulogist must have some personal interest in its sale. 
It is difficult for an author to win his publit,-— but when wen, 
the critics may applaud or deride as suits their humour, it 
makes no appreciable difference to his popularity. Now, I 
consider my own piresent fame was won by a •chance, — a mis- 
conception, that, as I know, had its ancient foundation in 
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truth, but that, as far as everybody else is concerned, remains a 
misconception, — so that I estimate my success at its right value, 
or rather, let me say, at its proper worthlessness ” 

And m a few words he related how the leaders of English 
loumalism had judged him dead, and had praised his work 
chiefly because it was deemed posthumous. “ I believe ” — ^he 
added good humouredly — “ th* tj if this mistake had not arisen, 
I should scarcely have been neard of, since I advocate no 
particular ‘cult * and belong to no Mutual Admiration Alliance, 
olfensue or defensive But my supposed untimely decease 
served me better than the Browning Society served Browning * ** 
Again he laughed, — Heliobas had listened with a keen and 
sarcastic enjoyment of the whole story. 

“Undoubtedly your ‘2Labastes* was no phantom!’’ — he 
observed emphatically — “ His was evidently a \ei> leal exist 
ence, and he must have divided himself from one into sevt ral, 
to sit in judgment again upon you in this present d i> History 
repeats itself, — and unhappily all the injustice, hypocrisy and 
inconsisteney of man is repeated too, — and out^of the multi 
tudes that inhabit the earth, how few will succeed m fuKiIling 
their highest destinies > This is the one bitter drop in the cup 
of our knowledge, — we can, if we choose, save oursehes, —but 
we can seldom, if ever, save others 

Alwvn stopped short, his eyes darkening with a swift inccnsity 
of feeling 

“ Why not ? ” — he asked earnestly — “ Must we look on, and 
see men rushing towards certain misery, without making an 
effort to turn them ba< k ? — to warn them of the darkness 
whither they are bound ? — to rescue them bt fore it is too late ? ” 
“My friend, we can make the effort certain!), — and we are 
bound to make it, bee ause it is our duty, — but in ninet) nine 
cases out of a hundred, we shall fail of our persuasion What 
can I, or you, or any one do against the iron force of Free- 
Will? God Himself will not constram it, — how then shall 
we? In the Books of Esdras, which have alicady been of 
such use to yoif, you wnll find the following significant words ; 
‘ The Most High hath made this world for many^ but the world 
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to come for few. As when thou askest the earth^Ht shall say 
unto thee that it pvetk much mould whereof earthen vessels are 
made^ and hut little dust that gold cotneih of eten so ts the 
course of this present world. There he many created but few 
shall he saved.' — God elects to be served by choice— and not by 
compulsion ; — ^it is His Law that Man shall work out his own 
immortal destiny, — and nothfiig can alter this overwhelming 
Fact. The sublime Example of Christ was given us as a 
means to assist us in forming our own conclusions, — but there 
IS no coercion in it, — only a Dnme Love You, for instance, 
were, and are, still pci feet ly free to reject the whole of your 
experience on the ‘ Field of Ardath * as a delusion, — nothing 
would be easier, and from the world’s point cf view, nothing 
more natural Faith and Doubt are equally voluntary acts, — 
the one is the instinct of the immortal Soul,— the other the 
tendency of the pciuhable Body, —and the ^Vlll decuks which 
of the two shill conquer in the end. I know that you are 
firm in >oar hich <^ijd true convj tioii, — I know also what 
thoughts are at work m your brain, — you are bending all your 
energies on the task of trying to instil into the minds of youi 
fellow men some comprehension ol the enlightenment and 
hope you yourself possess Ah, you must prepare for dis- 
appointment 1 — for though the times are tending towards 
strange upheavals and terrors, when the tiumpet-voice of an 
inspired Poet may do enoimous good, — still the name of the 
wilfully Ignorant is Legion, — the age is one of the grossest 
Mammon worship, the coarsest Atheism, — and the noblest 
teachings of the nobiest teacher, we^ he even another Sha! e 
speare, must of necessity be but a cJl^ting of pearls before 
swine. Still” — and his rare s»vcet smile biighlened the 
serene dignity of his features— fling out the pearls freely all 
the same,-- the swine rniv grunt at, but cannot rend you, — 
and a poet’s genius should be like the sdVih^ht, that falls on 
nch and poor, good and bad with glorious impartiality I If 
you can comfort one sorrow, check sin, or rescue one soul 
from the widening quicksand of the Atheist-Voild, you have 
»»ifl5cient reason to be devoutly thankful” 
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By this time their walk had led them imperceptibly to one 
of the gates of egress from the Park, and Hehobas, pointing to 
a huge square building opposite said — 

“There is the hotel at which I am staying — one of the 
Americanized monsterTabrics in whu'h tired travellers find 
much splendid show, and little rest I Will you lunch with 
me? — I am quite alone ’’ 

Alwyn gladly assented, — he was most unwilling to part at 
once from this man, to whom in a measure he felt he owed 
his present happy and tranquil condition of body and mina, — 
besides, he was curious to find out more about him— to obtain 
from him if possible an entire explanation of the actual concts 
and chief characteristics of the system of religious worsnip he 
himself practised and followed. Hehobas seemed to guess his 
thoughts, for suddenly turning upon him with a quick glance, 
he observed, — 

“You want to ‘pluck out the heart of my mysterv, as 
Hamlet says, do you not, rav fnend ? ” — and he smiled — “ Wt U, 
so you shall, if you cm discover aught m me that’s not already 
in yourself * I assure 5 on there is nothing preternatural about 
me, — my peculiar ‘ eccentncit)- ' consists in steadily adapting 
myself to the saentijic spiritual as well as saentipc material taws 
of the Universe. The two sets of laws united make harmony, 
— hen< e I find m> life harmonious and satisfactory, this is my 
‘abnormal' condition of mii*d, — and you are now fully as 
‘abnormal * as I am. Come, we will discuss our matujl strange 
nonconformity to the wild world’s custom or caprice over a 
glass of good wine, — observe, please, J an’ luithcr a ‘total 
abstainer ' nor a ‘ \cgclarian,' and that 1 hav^ a curious fashion 
of being temperate, and of using all the gilts of beneficent 
Nature equally, and without prejudice ’ ” 

While he spoke, they had crossed the road, and they now 
entered the vestibule of the hotel, where, declining the hall- 
piorter’s offer of the ‘ lift,' — Hehobas ascended the «5tairs 
leisurely to the second floor, and ushered his companion inu) a 
comfortable private sitting-room. 

“ Fancy men consenting to be drawn up tolheir apartment^ 
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like babes in a basket 1 ” he said laughingly, alluding to the ” lift ** 
process— “ Upon my word, when 1 think of the strong people of 
a past age and compare them with the enervated race of to-day, 
I feel not only pity, but shame for the visible degeneration of 
mankind 1 rail nerves, weak hearts, uncertain limbs, — these 
are common characteristics of the >oung nowadays, instead 
of being as formerly the naturil failings of the old Wear and 
tear and worry of modem existence ? — Oh yes, I know ! — ^but 
why the wear and tear and worry at all? What is it for? 
Simply for the over-getttng of money One must live? — cer 
tamly, — but one is not bound to live in foolish luxury for the 
sake of outfiaunting one's neighbours tt^r to live simply 
and preserve health, thin gam a fortune anl be a moping 
dyspeptic for life But unless one toils and moils like a beast 
of burden, one cannot even live simply, some imU say? I 
don’t believe that assertion The peasants of Frjcce live 
simply, and saic — the peasants of England live wretchedl), 
and waste ! Voilct la dt^iremf ! As with nations, so with 
individuals, — it is all a question of Will. ‘Where there’s a 
will there’s a ^ay,’ is a dreadfully trile cop>-book maxim, out 
It’s ama<iingly true aft the same Now let us to the acceptation 
of these good things,” — this, as a pallid, boyish looking waiter 
just then entered the room with the luncheon, and m his 
bustling to and fro, manifested unusual eagerness to make 
himself agreeable— “ I have made excellent friends with this 
young Ganjmtde— he has owoin nevei to palm of! raisin wine 
upon me for Cham bei tin ’ ” 

The waiter blushe^i and chucklet" as though he were con- 
scious of having gained special new dignity and importance, — 
and having laid the table and set the chairs, he departed with 
a flourishing bow worthy of a Prince’s maiU t d! hdtel 

“ Yoor name must seem a curious one to these fellows ” — 
observed Alwyn, when he had gone, — “•Unusual and even 
mystenous ? ” 

“Why, yes — ^returned Heliobas wjh a laugh — “ It would 
be judged so, I suppose, if I ever gave it,— *but I don’t It 
as only m England, and by an Engushman, that I was once. 
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to my own fitter ama 2 ement, addressed as ‘ He-ly-oh-bas’ — and 
1 was quite alarmed at the sound of it I One would think that 
most people in these educational days knew the Greek word 
helios^ — and one would also imagine it as easy to say Heliohas 
as htliograph. But now, to avoid mistakes, whenever I touch 
British territory and come into contact with British tongues, I 
give my Christian name only, (jasimir, — the result of which 
arrangement is, that I am known in this hotel as Mr. Kasmer 1 
Oh, I don’t mind in the least — why should I ? — neither the 
English nor the Americans ever pronounce foreign names 
properly. Why, 1 met a newly-established young publisher yes- 
teiday who assured me that most of his authors, the female ones 
especially, are so ignonnt of foreign literature thit he doubts 
whether any of them know whether Cervantes was a wnter, or 
an ointment ’ ” 

Alw)n laughed ** I dare say the young publisher may be 
pcifoctlv right ” — he said But all the same he h is no business 
to publish the hu rary emanations of such ignorance ” 

** Perhaps not < — but wha^ is he to do, if nothing else is 
offered to him? He has to keep his occupation going some- 
how,- -from bad he must select the best He cannot create 
a great genius--! e has to wait till Nature, in the course of 
events, evohes one from t)ie elements And in the present 
general dearth of high ability, the publishers are more really 
Mnned again :>t than sinning They spend large sums, and incur 
i irge risks, m launching new ventures on the iickle sea of popular 
favour, and often their trouble is taken all in \am It is really 
the stupid egotism of authors that is the scumbling block in the 
way of true literature, -each little scnbbler that produces a 
shilling sensational, thinks his, or her own work a marvel of 
genius, and nothing can shake them from their obstinate con 
viction. If every man or woman, before putting pen to paper, 
would be sure they had something new, suggestive, symbolical 
or beautiful to say, how greatly Art might gain by their labours < 
Authors who take up arras against publishers en masse, and in 
every transaction expect to be cheated, are doing ^ ’ leinsel ves 
irreparable mjury — they betray the cloven hoot, — nauiely 2i 
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greed for money — and when once that passion don^^nates them, 
down goes their reputation and they with it. It is the old 
story over again — ‘ ye cannot serve God and Mammon,*^ — ^and 
all Art is a portion of God, — a descending of the Divine into 
Humanity.’’ 

Alwyn sat for a minute silent and thoughtful. ** A descend- 
ing of the Divine into lluminity ! *’ he repeated slowly — It 
seems to me that ‘miracle’ is for ever being enacted, — and 
yet, — we doubt ’ ” 

“ JVr do not doubt — ” said ITeliobas — “ know, — we have 

touched Reality I But see yondei ! ” — and he pointed through 
the window to the crowded thoroughfare below — “ There are 
some of the flying phantoms of life, — the men and women who 
are God-obhvious, and who are therefore no more actually 
than the shadows of Al-Kyris 1 They shall pass as a 
breath and be no more, — and this roaring trafficking metropolis, 
this immediate centre of civilization, shall ere long disappear 
off the surface of the earth, and leave not a stone to mark the 
spot where once it stood * So have thousands of such cities 
fallen since this planet w^as flung into space, — and even so 
shall thousands stiil fall. Learning, civilization, science, pro- 
gress, — these things exist merely for the traMng and education 
of a chosen few ^ — and out of many earth centnnes and genera- 
tions of men shall be won only a very small company of angels .* 
Be glad that you have fathomed the mystery of your own life’s 
purpose, — for you are now ab much a I’ositive Identity among 
vanishing spectres, as you were, when on the ‘Field of Ardath’ 
you witnessed and t^^ok part in the Mirage of your Past.’* 
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VII 

A MISSING, RECORD 

H e spolce the last words with deep feeling and earnestness, 
and Alwyn, meeting his clear, grave, brilliant eyes, 
was more than ever impressed by the singular dignity and 
overpowering magnetism of his presence. Remembering how 
insufficiently he had realized this man's true worth, when he 
had first sought him out in his monastic retreat, he was 
struck by a sudden sense of remorse, and leaning across the 
table, gently touched his hand. 

''How greatly I wronged you once, Heliobas ^ " he said, 
penitently, with a tremor oi appeal in his voice — Forgive me, 
will you ? — though I shall never forgive myself I '' 

Heliobas smiled, and cordially pressed the eajtended hand 
in his own. 

“ Nay, there is nothing to forgive, my friend," he answered 
cheerfully — ** and nothing to regret. Your doubts of me were 
very natural, — indeed, viewed by the world’s standard of 
opinion, much more natural than your present faith, for faith 
IS always a supem^xviidX instinct. Would )ou be practically 
sensible according to modern social theones ? — then learn to 
suspect everybody and eveiythmg, even your best friend’s good 
intentions J " ^ 

He laughed, and the lUncheon being concluded, he rose from 
table, and taking an easy chair nearer the window, motioned 
Alwjm to do the same. 

“ I want to talk to you ” — he continued. “ We may not 
meet again for years, — you are entering on a difficult career, 
and a few hints from one who knows and thoroughly under- 
stands your position, may possibly be of use to you. In the 
first place then, let me ask you, have you told any one save 
me, the story of your * Ardath ’ adventure ? ” 
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** One friend only, — ^my old school comrade Fra^k Villicrs,” 
eplicd Alwyn, 

** And what does he say about it ? 

“ Oh, he thinks it was a dream from beginning to end/* — and 
Alwyn smiled a little, — ** He believes that I set out on my 
journey with my brain already heated to an imaginative excess, 
and that the whole thing, cveif ay Anthers presence, was a pure 
delusion of my own overwrought fancy, — a curious and wonder- 
ful delusion, but always a delusion.** 

“He IS a very excellent fellow tojud^e you so leniently,*’ — 
observed Hcliob is composedly. Most people would call you 
mad '* 

“ Mad 1 ” exclaimed Alwyn hotly — “ Why, I am as sane as 
any man in London * ** 

“ Saner, I sliould say/* — ^replied Heliobas, smiling, — Com- 
pared wUh some of the eminently ‘practual* speculating 
maniacs that howl and stiuggle among the fluctuating currents 
of the Stock Exchange, for instance, you are indeed a marvel 
of sound and wholesome mental capability I But let us view 
the matter coolly. You must not expect such an exceptional 
experience as your^ to be believed in by ordinary persons. 
Because the majority of people, being utterly w^spintual and 
worldly, have no such expenences they theiefore deem them 
impossible, — they are the gold hsh born in a bowl, who have 
no consciousness of the existence of an ocean. Moreover, you 
have no proofs of the truth uf your narrative, beyond the change 
in your own life and disposition, — and that can be easily 
leferred to Vcuious ojher causes. Yo i spoke of having gathered 
one of the miracle flowers on the Prophet's field, — may I see 
It?** 

Silently Alwyn drew from his breast-pocket the velvet case 
in which he always kept the cherished blossom, and, taking it 
tenderly out, placed it in his companion’s ban 1. 

“ An immortelle ** — said Heliobas softly, while the flower 
uncurling Us silvery petals m the waaroth of his palm, opened 
star-like and white as snow, “ An immortellefx^x^ and possibly 
unique 1~— that is all the world would say of it ! It cannot be 
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matched, — it will not fede, — true ! — but you will get no one to 
believe that I Frown not, good Poet • — I want you to considet 
me for the moment a practical worldling, bent on driving you 
from the spiritual position you have taken up, — and you will 
‘?ee how necessary it is for you to keep the secret of >our own 
enlightenment to > ourself, or at least only hint at it through the 
parables of poesy/' ' * 

He gave back the ^'Ardath'' blossom to its owner with 
reverent care, — and when Alwyn had as reverently put it by, 
he resumed, — 

“ Your friend Villiers has offered you a perfectly logical and 
common-sense solution of the ru}ster> of * Ardath/ — one which, 
if you chose to accept it, would drive you ba k into scepticism 
as easily as a strong wind blows a stia^v Oidy see how simply 
the inliicate problem is unravelled by this means * \ou, a man 
of ardent and imaginative temperament, made inoie or less 
unhappy by the doctnnes of in ‘tenabsm come to me, Htliobas, 
a Chaldean student of the Higher Philosophies, an ind vidual 
whose suj)])oscd m)Stenous power and iin xp’u studious 
way of life, entitles him to be tonsidtred Iht world at Urge, 
an im pointer ! — Now don't look so indignant ’ — and he 
laughed, — ** 1 am merely discussing the question from the 
point of view that would be sure to be adojned b) ‘wnse* 
modern socicl) 1 7hus — I, Iltliobas, the impostor, take 
advantage of your state of mind to throw you into a trance, in 
which by oeeiilt means you see th^ ’v sion of an Anj:el, who bids 
you riitet her at a place called * Ardath,’ — and you also in your 
hypnotized eomlition, wnte a poem which }ou entitle * 
kalma^ Ihen I, — always playing my own little underhand 
game 1 — read you portions of ‘Lsdras/ and prove to you that 
‘ Ardath * exists, while I delicately su^est^ if I do not absolutely 
commaiidy your going thithei You go, — but 1, still by maa^etic 
power ^ retain my influence over you. You \isit Flz^ r, a hermit, 
whom we will, for the sake of the present argument, call my 
arromphee, — he reads between the lines of the letter you 
deliver to lam from me, and he understands its secret inipoa 
He continues, no matter how, your delusion. You broke your 
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fast with him, — and surely it was easy for him to f>lace some 
ix)tent drug in the wine he gave you, which made you dream 
the restj^nay, viewed from this stand-point, it is open to 
question whether you ever went to the ‘ Field of Ardath * at all, 
but merely dreamt you did 1 You see how admirably I can, 
with litttle liouble, disprove the whole stoiy, and make myself 
out to be the veriest charlatAi and trickster that ever duped 
his credulous fellow-man 1 How do you like my practical 
dissection of your new-found joys ? ” 

Alwyn was gazing at him with puzzled and anxious eyes. 

“ I do not like it at all ** — he murmured in a pained tone — 

“ It is an insidious semblance of truth ; — but I know it is not 
the Truth itself I ” 

“Why, how obstinate you are P* said Heliohas, good- 
humouredly, with a quick, flashing glance at him. **You 
insist on seeing things in a directly reverse way to that in 
whic h the world sees them ! How can you be so foolish ! To 
the ^orld your ‘ Ardath ' advcntiue is the semblance of truth, — 
and only man's opinion theieon is worth trusting as the Truth 
itself 

Over the wistful, tiroodmg thoughttulness of Alwyn's counte- 
nance swept a suddtn light of magnificent lesolution. 

“ Hcliol as, do not jest with me ! " he cried passionately — “ 1 
know, better jierhaps than most men, how divine things can be 
argued away by the jargon of tongues, till heart and brain grow 
weary, — 1 know, God help me * — ^how the noblest ideals of the 
soul can be swept down and dispersed into blank ruin, by the 
specious argumtnts qf cold-blooded casuists, — but 1 also know, 
by a supreme inner knowledge beyoAi(?all human proving, that 
GOD EXISTS, and with His Being exist likewise all splendours, 
great and small, spintual and material, — splendours vaster than 
our intelligence can reach, — ideals loftier than imagination can 
depict 1 1 want no proof of this, save those that burn in my 

own individual consciousness, — 1 do not need a miserable 
taper ol human reason to help me fo discern the Sun 1 I, of 
my own choice, prayer and hope, voluntarily believe in God, in 
Christ, in angels, in all things beautiful and pure and grand I 
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— ^!et the iRprld and its ephemeral opinions wither, I will mn 
be shaken down from the first step of the ladder whereon one 
climbs to Heaven 1 

His features were radiant with fervour and feeling, — his eyes 
brilliant, with the kindling inward light of noblest aspiration, — 
and Heliobas, tvho had watched him intently, now bent towards 
him with a grave gesture of tho gentlest homage. 

“ How strong is he whom an Angelas love makes glorious 1 " 
he said — “We are partners in the same destiny, my friend, — 
and I have but spoken to you as the world might speak, to 
prepare you for opposition. The specious arguments of men 
confront us at every turn, in every book, in every society, — and 
it is not always that we are ready to meet them. As a rule, 
silence on all matters of personal faith, is best, — let your life 
bear witness for you ; — ^it shall thunder loud oracles when your 
mortal lips are dumb.’’ 

He paused a moment — then went on : — “ You have desired 
to know the secret of the active and often miraculous powei 
of the special form of religion I and my brethren frdlow ; — well, 
it is all contained in Christ and Christ only. His is the only 
true Spiritualism in the world — there was fiever any before He 
came. We obey Christ in the simple rules He preached,—* 
Christ according to His own enunciated wish and will. More- 
over we, — that is, our Fraternity, — received our cornmissioa 
from Christ Himself in person.” 

Alwyn started, — his eyes dilated with nmazernent and awe, 

“From Christ Himself in Person?” — he echoed incredu- 
lously. 

“Even sol” — returned Heliobas calmly — “What do you 
suppose our Divine Master was about, during the years between 
His appearance among the Rabbis of the Temple and the 
commencement of His public preaching? Do you, can you 
imagine with the rest of the purblind world, that He would 
have left His marvellous Gospel in the charge of a few fisher 
men and common folk on/y / ” 

“I never thought, — I never inquired ** began Alwyf 

hurriedly. 
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“ No I ** — and Heliobas smiled rather sadly. ** Sew men do 
think or inquire very far on sacred subjects! Listen, — for 
what I have to say to you will but strengthen you in your faith, 
— and you will need more than all the strength of the Four 
Evangelists to bear you stiffly up against the suicidal Negation 
of this present disastrous epoch. Ages ago, — aye, more than 
six or seven thousand year^ ago, there were certain com- 
munities of men in the East, — scholars, sages, poets, astrono- 
mers and scientists, who, desiring to give themselves up 
entirely to study and research, witlidrew from the world, and 
formed themselves into Fraternities, dividing whatever goods 
they had in common, and living together under one roof as the 
brotherhoods of the Catholic Church do to this day. The 
primal object of these men's investigations was a search after 
the Divine Cause of Creation ; — ^and as it was undertaken with 
prayer, penance, humility and reverence, much enlightenment 
was vouchsafed to them, and secrets of science, both spiritual 
and material, were discovered by them. — secrets which the 
wisest of modern sages know nothing of as yet Out of these 
Fraternities came many of the prophets and preachers of the 
Old Testament, — Esdras for one, — Isaiah for another. They 
were the chroniclers of many now forgotten events, — they kept 
the history of the times as far as it was possible, — and in their 
ancient records your city of Al-Kyris is mentioned as a great 
and populous place which was suddenly destroyed by the 
bursting out of a volcano beneath its foundations — Yes ! " — ^this 
as Alwyn uttered an eager exclamation, — “ Your vision was a 
perfectly faithful refl^iction of the manner in which it perished. 
I must tell you, however, that nothing*concermng its kings or 
great men has been preseived, — only a few allusions to one 
Hyspiros, a writer of tragedies, whose genius seems to have 
corresponded to that of our Shakespeare of lo-day. The name 
of * Sah-li^ma ’ is nowhere extant.” • 

A burning wave of colour flushed Alwyn^s face, but he was 
silent. Heliobas went on gently, — 

** At a very early period of their formation, these Fraternities 
I tell you of, were in possession of most of the maUrial scien- 
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tific facts q(f the present day, — such things as the electric wire 
and battery, the phonograph, the telephone and other ‘ new 
discoveries, being perfectly familiar to them. The spiritual 
manifestations of Nature weie more intricate and difficult to 
penetrate, and though they knew that mateiial effects could 
only be produced by spiritual causes, they worked in the dark 
as It were, only groping towards the light. However, the 
wisdom and purity of the lives they led, was not without its 
effect, — emperors and kings sought their advice, and gave them 
great stores of wealth, which they divided, arc oi ding to rule, 
mto equal portions and used for the benefit of tho^e in need, 
willing the remainder to their successors, so that, at the present 
time, the few brotherhoods that are left, hold immense treasures 
accumulated through many centuries, — treasures which are 
theirs to share with one anotlier in the prosecution of dis- 
coveries and the carrying on of good woiks in secret Ages 
before the coming ot Chnst, one Aselzion, a man of austere and 
stnet life, belonging to a hiaUrnity stationed m byna, was 
engaged m working out acxlcuUtion of the average quantity 
of heat and light provided per minute by the sun's rays, when, 
glancing upw ird at the sky, the hour beihg clear noon-day, he 
beheld a Cross of crimson hue suspended in the sky, whereon 
hung the cloud v sembLinre of a human figure. Believin" 
himself to be ine victim of some optical delusion, he hastened 
to fetch some of his brethren, who at a glance perceived the 
self-same marvel, — winch presently was viewed with reverent 
wonder by the whole assembled community. For one entiie 
hour the Symbol stayed — then vanished suddenly, a noise like 
thunder accompanying sts departure Within a few months of 
Its appearance, messages came from all the other Fraternities 
stationed m Eg>pt, in Greece, in Spam, in Etruria, stating that 
they also had seen this singular sight, and suggesting that from 
henceforth the Cross should be adopted by the united Brother 
hoods as a holy sign ol some Deity unrevealed, — a proposition 
that was at once agreed to. This happened some five thousand 
years before Christ, — and hence the Sign of the Cross became 
knowTi in all, or nearly all the ancient rites of worship, the 
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multitude considering that because it was the emblem of the 
Philosophical Fraternities, it must have some sacred meaning. 
So it was used in the service of Serapis and the adoration of 
the Nile-god, — it has been found carved on Egyptian discs and 
obelisks, and it was included among the numerous symbols of 
Saturn.” 

He paused. Alwyn listened with eager, almost breathless 
attention. 

“ After this ” — went on Heliobas — “ came a long period of 
prefigurements ; — types and suggestions, that, running through 
all the various religions that sprang up swiftly and as swiftly 
decayed, hinted vaguely at the birth of a child, — offspring of 
a pure Virgin — a miraculously-generated God-in-Man, — ^an 
absolutely Sinless One who should be sent to remind Humanity 
of its intended final high destiny, — and who should, by precept 
and example, draw the Earth nearer to Heaven. I w©uld here 
ask you to note what most people seem to forget, — namely, 
that since Christ came, all these shadowy types and prefigure- 
inents have erased; a notable fact, even to sceptical minds. 
The world waited dimly for something, it knew not what, — the 
various Fraternities of the Cross waited also, feeling conscious 
that some great era of hope and happiness was about to dawn 
for all men. When the Star in the East arose, announcing the 
Redeemer’s birth, theie were some forty or fifty of these 
Fraternities existing, three in the ancient province of Chaldea, 
from whence a company of the wisest seers and sages were sent 
to acknowledge by their immediate homage the Divinity born 
in Bethlehem. Thejse were the ‘ wise men out of the east ’ 
mentioned in the Gospel. We knew,-^I say because I am 
descended directly from one of these men, and have always 
belonged to their Brotherhood, — we knew it was DIVINITY 
that had come amongst us, — and in our parchment-chronicles 
there is a long account of how the deserts*of Arabia rang with 
music that holy night, — what a wealth of flowers sprang up in 
places that had hitherto lain waste and dry, — how the sky 
bla/ed with rings of roseate radiance, — how fair and wondrous 
sha|ies were seen flitting across the heavens, — the road of 
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commurxicarf'ion between men and Angels being opened at a 
touch by the Saviour's advent 
Again he paused, — and after a little silence resumed, — 

“ Then we added the Star to our existing symbol the Cross, 
— and became the Brotheihood of the Cross and Star. As 
such, after the Redeemer’s birth, we put all other matters from 
us, and set ourselves to chronfe^fe His life and actions, to pray 
and wait, unknowing what might be the course of His work or 
will One day He came to us, — ah • h'lppy those whom He 
found watching, and whose privilege it was to receive their 
Divine Guest ’ ” 

His voK e had a passionate thrill within it as of te »rs, — and 
Alwyn’s lu art beat fast, — what a wonderful new chapter was 
here revealed of the old story of the Only Pcrttcl Life on 
earth I 

‘*One of the Fraternities,” went on Heliobas, — “had its habit 
ation in the wilderness where, some years later, the Master 
wandered fisting forty days and foity nights, lo that solitary 
abode of prayerful men He came, when He was Sl^out twenty- 
three enrthly years of age, — ^the rtcord of His visit has been 
reverently penned and preserved, — and from it we know how 
fair and strong He wa^, —how study and like a King — how 
gracious and noble in bearing — how far exceeding m beauty all 
the sons of niCii ^ His speech was music that thrilled to the 
heart, — tlic wondrous glory of His ejes gave life to those who 
knelt and worshipped Him — IIis touch was pardon — His smile 
was peace’ hrom His own lips a store of wisdom was set 
down, — and prophecies concerning the fat^i of His own teaching 
which then He ulter.-d,* are onl> now, at this very day, being 
fulfilled Therefore we know the time has come, — ” he broke 
off, and sighed deeply 

“ 1 he time has come for what ? ” demanded Alwyn eagerly 
“ For certain secrets to be made known to the world which 
till now have been kept sacred, — ” returned Heliobas, — “ You 
must understand that the chief vow of the Pratemity of the 
Cross and Star Ms — a promise never to divulge the 

m)steries oi God and Nature to those who are unfitted to 
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receive such high instruction. It is Christ's own , saying— ' A 
faithless and perverse generation asketh for a sign and no sign 
shall be given.' You surely are aware how, even in the simplest 
di'^coveries of material science the world’s attitude is at first one 
ot jeering incredulity, — how much more so, tlien, in things 
which pertain solely to the spiritual side of existence ! But God 
will not be mocked, — and it Ufehoves us to think long, and pray 
much, before we unveil even one of the lesser mysteries to the 
eyes of the vulgar. Christ knew the immutable condition of 
Free-Will, — He knew that faith, humility, and obedience are 
the hardest of all hard virtues to the self sufficient arrogance of 
man — and we learned from Him that His Gospel, simple 
though it is, would be denied, disputed, quarrelled over, 
shamefully distorted and almost lost sight of in a multitude of 
‘ free * opinions, — that His life-giving Truth would be obscured 
and rendered incomprehensible by the wilful obstinacy of 
human arguments concerning it. Christ has no part whatever 
in the distinctly human atrocities that have been perpetrated 
under cover of His Name, — such as the Inquisition, — the 
Wars of the Crusades, — the slaughter of martyrs, — and the 
degrading bitternesses of sects; — in all these things Christ’s 
teaching is entirely set aside and lost. He knew how the proud 
of this world would misread His words — that is why He came 
to men, who for thousands of years in succession had steadily 
practised the qualities lie most desired, namely,— faith^ humility 
and obedience^ — and finding them ready to carry out His will, 
He left With them the mystic secrets of His doctrine, which He 
forbade them to gi\^ to the multitude till men^s quarrels and 
disputations had called His very existence into doubt. Then, 
through pure channels and by slow degrees, we were to proclaim 
to the world His last message.” 

Alwyn's eyes rested on the speaker in reverent yet anxious 
inquiry. • 

“ Surely ” — he said — ** you will begin to proclaim it now ? * 
^‘Yes, we shall begin” — ^answered Heliobas, his brow 
darkening as with a cloud of troubled thought — “ But we are 
in a certain difficulty, — ^for we may not speak in public ourselves, 
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nor write fqr publication, — our ancient vow binds us to this, and 
may not be broken. Moreover the Master gave us a strange 
command, — namely, that when the hour came for the gradual 
declaration of the Secret of His Doctrine, we should entrust it 
in the first place to the hands of one who should be young, — 
in the world, yet not ^it, — simple as a child, yet wise with the 
wisdom of faith, — of little or tib estimation among men, and 
who should have the distinctive quality of loving nothing in 
earth or Heaven more dearly than His Name and Honour. 
For this unique being we have searched and are searching still, 
~we can find many who are young and both wise and innocent, 
but alas ! — one who loves the unseen Chnst actually more than 
all things, — this is indeed a perplexity » I have fancied of late 
that I have discovered in my own circle, — that is, among those 
who have been drawn to study God and Nature according to 
my views,— one who makes swift and steady progress m the 
higher sciences, and who, so far as I have been able to trace, 
really loves our Master with singular adoiation above all joys 
of earth and hopes of Heaven ; — but J cannot be^ sure — and 
there are many tests and trials to be gone through, before we 
dare bid this little human lamp of love shine forth upon lh« 
raging storm. 

He was silent a moment, — then went on in a low tone as 
though speakin:: to him elf — 

“ When the mechanism of this Universe is explained in ^urh 
tm\e that no di:,c(nLry of Science can ever disprove^ but must rather 
support it^ — when the Essence of the Immortal Soul in Man is 
described tn clear and conase language^ — and when the manellous 
action of Spirit on Mailt r is shoivn to he actually existent and 
never idk^ — then if the world still doubts and denies God, it 
will only have itself to blame * — But to you — and he resumed 
his ordinary tone — “ all things, through your Angel's love, are 
made more or less plain, — ^and I have told you the history of 
our Fraternity, merely that you may understand how it is we 
know so much that the outer world is ignorant of. There are 
very few of us left nowadays, — only a dozen Brothei hoods 
scattered far apart on different portions of the eartli, but sucb 
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as we are, we are all united^ — ^and have never, through these 
eighteen hundred years, had a shade of difference in opinion 
concerning the Divinity of Christ Through Him we have 
learned true Spiritualism, and all the miraculous power which 
is the result of it, — and as there is a great deal of false spirit- 
ualism rampant just now, I may as well give you a few hints 
whereby you may distinguish 4t at once. — Imprimis : if a so- 
called Spiritualist tells you that he can summon spirits who will 
remove tables and chairs, write letters, play the piano, and rap 
on the walls, he is a charlatan. For Spirits can touch nothing 
corporeal unless they take corporeal shape for the moment, as in 
the case of your angelic Edris. But in this condition, they are 
only seen by the one person whom they visit, — ^never by several 
persons at once — remember tl'.atl Nor can they keep their 
corporeal state long, — except, by their express wdsh and wall, 
they should seek to enter absolutely into the life of hiunanity, 
which, I must tell you, has been done, but so seldom, that in all 
the history of Christian Spirituality there are only about four 
examples. Elere are six tests for all the ‘ spiritualists ^ you may 
chance to meet : — 

First. Do the/ serve themselves more than others? If 
so, they are entirely lacking in spiritual attributes. 

Secondly. Will they take money for their professed know^ 
ledge? If so, they condemn themselves as paid tricksters. 

“ Thirdly. Are they men and women of common-place and 
thoroughly material life? — Then, it is plain they cannot 
influence others to strive for a higher existence. 

“ Fourthly. Do tl;ey love notoriety ? — If they do, the gates 
of the unseen world are shut upon them. 

“ Fifthly. Do they disagree among themselves, and speak 
against one another? — If so, they contradict by their own 
behaviour all the laws of spiritual force and harmony. 

Sixthly lastly, — Do they reject Christ? If they do, 

they know nothing whatever about Spiritualism, there being 
none without Him. Again, when you observe professing 
psychists living in any eccentric way, so as to cause their 
trifling everyday actions to be remarked and commented upon, 



"ARDATH"* 


you may be sure the real power is not in them, — ^as for instance 
people who become vegetarians because they imagine that by 
so doing they will see spirits, — people who adopt a singular 
mode of dress in order to appear different from their fellow 
creatures, — people who are lachrymose, dissatisfied, or in any 
way mot bid. Never forget that true Spiritualism engenders Jualth 
of body and mind, — serenity and<>rightness of aspect, cheerful- 
ness, and perfect contentment, — arid that its influence on those 
who are brought within its radius is distinctly marked and 
beneficial. The chief characteristics of a true, that is, Christian 
spiritualist is, th it he or she cannot be shaken from faith, or 
thrown into despair by any earthly misfortune whatsoever. And 
while on this subject I will show you where the existing forms 
of Christianity depart from the teachings of Cmist : first, in 
lack of Si Ifiabne^ation^ — secondly in lack of unity, — thirdly in 
failing to pro\c to the multitude that Death is not Destruction 
but simply Change, Nothing really dies ; and the priests 
should make use of Science to illustrate this fact to the people. 
Each of these virtues has its Miracle-Effect; — Unity is strength; 
—Self abnegation attracts the Divine Influences, — and Death, 
viewed as a glorious transformation, which it is, — inspires the 
soul with a sense of larger life. Sects are wwchnstian, — there 
should be only One vast united Church for all the Christian 
world ; — a Church, whose pure doctrine should include all the 
hints received from Nature and the scientific working of the 
Univeise, — the marvels of the stars and the planetary systems, 
— the wonders of plants and minerals, — the magic of light and 
colour and music, — and the true miracles o{ Spiiit and Matter 
should be inquired into reverently, prayerfully and always with 
the deepest humility; while the first act of worship performed 
every holy Morn and Eve should be Gratitude ! Gratitude — 
gratitude ' Aye, even for a sorrow we should be thankful — it 
may conceal a blesijng we wot not of I For sight, for sense, 
for touch, for the natural beauty of this present world, — ^for the 
smile on a face we love — for the dignity and responsibility of 
our lives, and the immortality with which we are endowed, — 
my friend ! — ^would that every breath we diew could in some 
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way express to the All-Loving Creator our adoring jecognition 
of His countless benefits I *’ 

Carried away by his inward fervour, his eyes flashed with 
extraordinary brilliancy, — ^his countenance was grand, inspired 
and beautiful, — and Alwyn gazed at him in wondering, fascin- 
ated silence. Here was a man who had indeed made the best 
of his manhood ! — what a life*was his ! — how satisfying and 
serene I Master of himself, he was, as it were, master of the 
world, — all Nature ministered to him, — and the pageant of 
passing history was as a mere brilliant picture painted for his 
instruction, — a picture on which he, looking, learnt all that it 
was needful for him to know. And, concerning this mystic 
Brotherhood, of the Cross and Star, what treasures of wisdom 
they must have secreted in their chronicles through so many 
thousands of years I — what a privilege it would be to explore 
such world-forgotten tracks of time ! Yielding to a s^udden 
impulse, Alwyn spoke his thought aloud. 

“ Heliobas,” — he said, **tell me, could not I, too, become a 
member of your Fraternity?" 

Heliobas smiled kindly. “You could, assuredly," — he re- 
plied — “If you chose to submit to fifteen years’ severe trial 
and study. But I think a different sphere of duty is designed 
for you. Wait and see ! The rules of our Order forbid the 
di.sclosure of knowledge attained, save through the medium of 
others not connected with yis ; — and we may not write out our 
disc overies for open piiblicacion. Such a vow would be the 
death-blow to your poetical labours, — and the command your 
Angel gave you points distinctly to a life lived in the world of 
men, — not out of it.” • 

“ But you yourself are in the world of men at this moment,” 
argued Alwyn — “And you are free; did you not tell me you 
were bound for Mexico ? ” 

“ Does going to Mexico constitute liberliy I " laughed Helio- 
bas, — ‘“I assure you I am closely constrained by my vows 
wherever 1 am, — as closely as though 1 were shut in our turret 
among the heights of Caucasus ! I am going to Mexico, solely 
to receive some manuscripts from one of our brethren who is 
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dying ihcr|j. He has lived as a recluse, like Elz^ar of Melyana, 
— and to him have been confided certain important chronicles, 
which must be taken into trustworthy hands for preservation. 
Such is the object of my journey. But now, tell me, have you 
thoroughly understood all I have said to you ? ” 

“Perfectly!” rejoined Alwyn— “My way seems very clear 
before me, — happy way enough too, if it were not quite so 
lonely ! ” And he sighed a little. 

Heliobas rose and laid one hand kindly on his shoulder. 

“Courage!” — he said softly — “Bear with the loneliness a 
while, — it may not last long!” 

A slight thrill ran through Alwyn's nerves, — he felt as though 
he were on the giddy verge of some great and unexpected joy, 
— his heart beat quickly and his eyes grew dim. Mastering 
the strange emotion with an effort, he was reluctantly beginning 
to think it was time to take his leave, when Heliobas, who 
had been watching him intently, spoke in a cheerful friendly 
tone, — 

“Now that we have had our serious talk out, •Mr. Alwyn, 
suppose you come with me and hear the Ange-Demon of music 
at St. James's Hall? Will you? He can bestow upon you a 
perfect benediction of sweet sound, — a benediction not to be 
despised in this workaday world of clamour, — and out of all 
the exquisite symbols of Heaven offered to us on earth, Music 
I think is the grandest and best.” 

“I will go with you wherever you please,” replied Alwyn, 
glad of any excuse that gave him more of the attractive 
Chaldean's company, — “But what Ange-panon are you speak- 
ing of ? ” 

“ Sarasate, — or ‘ Sarah Sayty,' as some of the dear Britishers 
call him — laughed Pleliobas, putting on his overcoat as he 
spoke, “The 'Spanish fiddler,' as the crabbed musical critics 
define him when th^jy want to be contemptuous, which they do 
pretty often. These, together with the literary ' oracles,' have 
their special cliques, — their little chalked-out circles, in which 
they, like tranced geese, stand cackling, unable to move beyond 
ihe marked narrow limit. As there are fools to be found who 
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have the ignorance as well as the effrontery to declare that the 
obfuscated, ill-expressed and ephemeral productions^ of Brown- 
ing are equal, if not superior, to the clear, majestic, matchless 
and immortal utterances of Shakespeare, — ye gods ! the force 
of asinine braying can no further go than this ! — even so there 
are similar fools who say that the cold, correct, student-like 
playing of Joachim is superiorit© that of Sarasale. But come 
and judge for yourself, — if you have never heard him, it will 
be a sort of musical revelation to you, — he is not so much a 
violinist as a human violin played by some invisible sprite of 
song. London listens to him, but doe:>n’t know quite what to 
make of him, — he is a riddle that only poets can read. If we 
start now, we sliall be just in time, — I have two stalls. Shall 
we go?” 

Alwyn needed no second invitation, — he was passionately 
fond of music, — his interest was aroused, his curiosity excited, — 
moreover, whatever the fine taste of Heliobas pronounced as 
good, must, he felt sure, be super-excellent. In a few minutes 
they had left the hotel together, and were walking briskly 
towards Piccadilly, their singularly handsome fiices and stately 
figuies causing many a passer-by to glance after them admir- 
ingly, and murmur sotto-voce^ “ Splendid-looking fellow's ! — not 
English!” For though Englishmen are second to none in 
mere muscular strength and symmetry of form, it is a fact 
worth noting, that, if any one possessing poetic distinction of 
look, or picturesque and an natod grace of bearing, be seen 
suddenly among the more or less monotonously uniform crowd 
in the streets of London, he or she ^'s pretty sure to be set 
down, rightly or wrongly, as “ not Engl^h,” Is not this rather 
a pity? — for England) 
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VIII 

THE WIZARD OF THE BOW 

W HEN they entered the Concert-hall, the orchestra had 
already begun th^ * programme of the day with 
Mendelssohn’s “Italian” Symphony. The house was crowded 
to excess;— numbers of people were standing, apparently willing 
to endure a whole afternoon's fatigue rather than miss hearing 
the Orpheus of Andalusia, — the “ Endymion out of Spam ” as 
one of our latest and best poets has aptly called him. Only 
a languidly tolerant interest was shown in the orchestral 
performance, — the “ Italian ” Symphony is not a really great 
or suggestive work, and this is probably the reason wliy it so 
often fails to arouse popular enthusiasm. Foi be it understood 
by the critical elect, that the heart-whole appreciation of the 
million is by no means so “vulgar'’ as it is fieg^uently com 
sidered, — it is the imjmisive response of those who, not being 
bound hand and foot by any special fetters of thought or 
prejudice, express what they instinctively feel to be true. You 
cannot force these “vulgar” by any amount of “societies” to 
adopt Bi owning as a household god, — but they will appropnate 
Shakes})eare and glory in him too, without any one’s com- 
pulsion. If autliors, painleis, and musicians would probe 
more earnestly than they do to the core of this instinctive 
higher aspiration of peoples^ It would be all the better for their 
future fame. P'or eacl} human unit in a nation has its great, 
as well as base passions, — and it is the clear duty of all the 
votaries of art to appeal to and support the noblest side (d 
nature only,— moreover, to do so with a simp e, unforced, yet 
graphic eloquence pf meaning that can be grasped equally and 
at once, by both the humble and exalted. 

“ It is not in the least Italian,” — said Heliobas, alluding to 
the Symphony when it was concluded, and the buzz of con- 
versdJon surged through the hall like the noise that might be 
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made by thousands of swanning bees, — “There is not a breath 
of Italian air or a glimpse of Italian light about it. The 
dreamy warmth of the South, — ^the radiant colour that lies 
all day and all night on the lakes and mountains of Dante^s 
land, — the fragrance of flowers, — ^the snatches of peasants' and 
fishermen's songs — the tunefulness of nightingales in the moon* 
light, — the tinkle of passing mandplines, — all these things should 
be hinted at in an ‘ Italian ’ Symphony — and all these are 
lacking. Mendelssohn tried to do what was not in him, — I do 
not believe the half-phlegmatic, half-philosophical nature of a 
i^erman could ever understand the impetuously passionate 
soul of Italy." 

As he spoke, a fair girl with grey eyes th^t were almost 
black, glanced round at him intjuiringly, — a faint blush tinted 
over her cheeks, and she seemed about to speak, but as 
though restrained by timidity, she looked away ag i^n, and 
said nothing. Heliobas smiled. 

“That pretty cliild is Italian, — " he whispered to Ahvyn — 
“ Patriotism sparkled in tliose bright eyes of hers — love for 
the land of lihes from which she is at present one tians* 
planted ! ” • 

Alwyn smiled also, assentingly, and thought how gracious, 
kindly and gentle was the look and voice of the speaker. He 
found it difficult to realize that this min who now sat beside 
him in the stalls of a fashionable London concert-room, was 
precisely the same one, whv^, clad in vhc long flowing while 
robes of his Order, had stood before the Altar m the chapel 
at Dariel, a stately embodiment < ^ evangelical authority, 
intoning the Seven Glorias I It sec ^led strange and yet not 
strange, — for Hehobas was a personage who might be imagined 
anywhere,— by the bodsi le of a dying child, among the parlia- 
ments of the learned, in the most biiilunt social assemblies, at 
the head of a church, — anything he (^losr to do, would 
equally become him, inasmuch as it was utteily impossible 
to depict him enga.red m otherwise vhan good and noble 
deeds. At that moment a tumultuous clanjour of applause 
broke out on all sides, — applause that was joined in by the 
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members of the orchestra as ^ell as the audience, — a figure 
emerged from a side-door on the left and ascended the platform 
— a slight agile creature with rough dark hair and eager 
passionate eyes, — no other than the hero of the occasion, 
Sarasate himself* Sarasate e il $uo Violtno / — there they were, 
the two companions , — master and servant — king and subject. 
The one, a lithe, active look man of hindsome, somewhat 
serious countenance and absorbed expression, — the other a 
mere frame of wood with four strings deftly knotted across 
It, in whiih cunningly contrived little bit of mechanism was 
ini]>risonecl the intangible yet living Spirit of Sound. A 
miracle in its way ^ — that, out of such common and even 
\ile matenals as wood, catgut and hoisehair, the divincst 
music <an be drawn forth by the hand of the mister who 
knows how to use these rough implements > Suggestive loo, 
IS It not, my fr ends > — for if man can by his own ])oor skill 
and hinited intelligence so invoke spiritual mtloJy by mitcrul 
means, — shall not God contrive some wondrous tunefulness 
for Hirnsclf even out oi our common earthly disciird ? Hush ' 
— \ sound, sweet and far as the chime of angelic bells m 
some vast sky tower, rang clearly through the hall over the 
hea<ls of the now hushed and attentive audience, — and Alw>n, 
hearing the penetiating silvtnness of those first notes that fell 
from Sarasalc’s bow, gave a quick sigh of amazement and 
ecstasy, — siuli marvellous purity of tone was intoxicating to 
his sen^^j s cuid stt his nerves quivering for sheei deUght m 
sympatlitlic tune. He elanced at the programme, — “ Concerto 
— Beethoven,” and swift as a flash there came to his mind 
some lim s he had lately read and learned to love ; — 

“ ]t 7(af tht Kaiser of t e I and 

/ / 'lift sin t ] o i i do 7 1 I u ^ r*€7 
Of lie i en ind Hul — a snan to c n tfu I atei 
Were Jierc^ ^ v furits, — a? d x ho mf rtd utoi 
And ach^c and b re */, ana iias btaxe and droft^^ 

And gaunt as onan ahen its ra^e abates ” 


Beethoven’ — Musical fulness of divine light’— how the 
glorious nightingale notes of his un worded poesy came drop- 
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ping through the air like pearls, roUing off the magic wand 
of the Violin Wizard, whose delicate dark lace, now slightly 
flushed with the glow ot inspiration, ‘^tcrntd to reflect by its 
very expression the vanous phases of the mighty composer^s 
thought ’ Alwyn half closed his eyes and listened entranced, 
allowing his soul to drift like an oarless boat on the sweeping 
waves of the music's will under the supreme sway of 

two Emperors of Art, — B«.ethoven and Sarasate, — and he was 
content to follow such leaders through whatever sweet tangled 
and tall growths of melody they might devise for his wander 
mg. At one mad pissa^^c of duir rg semitones he started, — 
It was as though a sudden wind, di aniing an enraged dream, 
had leajitd up to shake tall trees to and fro, — and the Pass of 
Danel with its frozen mountair peaks, its tottenng pines and 
howhng hurncanes loomed lack upon his imagination as he 
had seen it fust on the night he hid ani\ed at the Morjastery, 
but soon ihest wild i ote*- sank and slept again m the 
diiket ham on> ol tn Ada^^to <^oftci than a lover’*' song at 
midnight IVl iny strxngc suggestions began to glimmer ghost- 
like through this same Ada^^Wy —the fair dead fire of Niphr^ta 
filled past him, as* a wandering m > mbeam flits athwart a 
f lOud, — then came flashing reflections of light and colour, — the 
bevildi.ring liaz/lenu nt of lysiaS beauty shone before the 
e}ts ot his memoiy with a blinding lustre as of flame, -the 
plniit isinagoria of the city of \lK>ri^ seemed to float in the 
air like a faintiy discovered mirage isc ending fiom the sea,~ 
again lie saw its picturesque ‘trot to, il*’ f'ornes and bell lowers, 
its com Is and garder^s, igain he hend the dreamy melody of 
the dance that had followed the deaVh of Nir-jaiis and saw 
the cruel Lysiak wondious gaiden lyinj white in the ladiance 
of the moon, anon he beheld the greit Square with us 
falkn Obelisk and the prostrate lifeless form of the Prophet 
Khosrfll,— and, — O most sad and dear rer»embrance of all * — 
the cherished Shadow of Himself, the brilliant, the joyous 
Sah Itlma appealed to beckon him from the other side of some 
vast gulf of mist and darkness, with a single that was sor- 
rowful yet peisuasive , a smile that seemed to say — “ O frtend^ 
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why hast thou left me as though I were a dead thing and 
unworthy 7>f regard ? — Zo, I have never died^^ — 1 am here^ an 
abandoned fart of Thee, ready to become thine inseparable 
comrade once more if thou make but the slightest sign I ” — 
Then it seemed as though voices whispered in his ear — “ Sah- 
lUrna! — beloved Sahdiima / " — and “ Theos / Theos^ my beloved /” 
— till moved by a vague t^esmor of anxiety, he lifted his 
drooping eyelids and gazed full in a sort of half-incredulous 
half-reproachful amaze at the musical necromancer who had 
conjured up all these apparitions, — what did this wonderful 
Sarasate know of his Past ? 

Nothing indeed, — he had ceased, and was gravely bowing 
to the audience in response to the thunder of applause, that, 
like a sudden whirlwind, seemed to shake the building. But 
he had not quite finished his incantations, — the last part of the 
Concerto was yet to come, — and as soon as the hubbub of 
excitement had calmed down, he dashed into it with the 
delicious speed and joy of a lark soaring into the springtide 
air. And now on all sides what clear showers and sparkling 
coruscations of melody 1 — what a broad blue sky above I — 
what a fair green earth below ! — ^how wafln and odorous this 
radiating space, made resonant with the ring of sweet bird- 
harmonies ! — wild trills of ecstasy and lover- like tenderness, — 
snatches of song caught up from the flower- filled meadows 
and set to float in echoing liberty through the azure dome of 
heaven I — and in all, and above all, the light and heat and 
lustre of the unclouded sun ! — Here there was no dreaming 
possible, — nothing but glad life, glad youth, glad love ! With 
an ambrosial rush of tune, like the lark descending, the 
dancing bow cast forth the final chord from the violin as though 
it were a diamond flung from the hand of a king, a flawless 
jewel of pure sound, — and the minstrel-monarch of Andalusia, 
serenely saluting th.e now wildly enthusiastic audience, left the 
platform. But he was not allowed to escape so soon, — again 
and again and yet again the enormous crowd summoned him 
before them, for the mere satisfaction of looking at his slight 
figure, his dark poetic face, and soft, half passionate, half melan- 
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choly eyes, as though anxious to convince themselves that he 
was indeed human, and not a supernatural beillg as his 
marvellous genius seemed to indicate. When at last he had 
retired for a breathing>while, Heliobas turned to Alwyn with 
the question — 

“ What do you thiiih of him ? 

“Think of him’” echoed .ili'Tn — WTiy, what ran one 
think, —what can one say of such an artist? He is like \ 
grand sunrise, -battling all description and all criticism I ” 
lloliobas smiled, - there v^ as a little touch of satire in his smile* 
“Do you see that gentleman?” ne said in a low tone, 
pointing out, by a gcstuie, a pale flabb /-looking young man 
who was lounging languidly m a stall not very far from where 
they themsilves sat, — “lie is the musical critic for one of 
the leading London daily papers. He has not stirred an 
inch, or moved an eyelash during Saiasate^s performance, - 
and the violent app’ausc of the audience was manifestV 
distasteful to him ’ Re has merely Wiilten one line down 
in his note book, — it is m )st probably to the effect that the 
‘Spanish fiddler met witli his usual success at tlie hands of the 
undiscriminating pubhc’ 1 ” 

Alwyn laughed, “Not possible!” — and he eyed the im- 
passive individual in (jiiestion wdth a certain compassionate 
amusement, — “Why, if he cannot admire such a magnificent 
aitist as Sarasate, w'hat is there in all the wM)rld that will rouse 
his admiration ? ” 

“Nothing!” — rejoined Heliobas, his eyes twinkling humor- 
ously as he spoke— Nothing, — m css it be his own per- 
s[»icuityl JVt7 admirari is the cril motto. 7'he modern 
‘ Zabistes * must always be careful to impress his readers in 
the first place with his personal superiority to all men and all 
things, — and the musical Oracle yonder wuU no doubt be 
clever enough to make his report of SarasaW? ’u such a manner 
as to suggest the idea that he could play the v.olin much 
better himself, if he only cared to try ! 

“Ass!” said Alwyn under his breath — “O qc would like to 
shake him out of his absurd selfcomplarency 1 ” 
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Heliobas shrugged his shoulders expressively — 

"My dear fellow, he would only bray! — and the braying 
of an ass is not euphonious 1 No l^^you might as well shake 
a dry clothes-prop and expect it to blossom into fruit and 
flower as argue with a musical critic, and expect him to bt 
enthusiastic! The worst of it is, these men are not really 
musical, — they perhaps knoyr^a little of the grammar and 
techni([ue of the thing, but they cannot understand its full 
eloquence. In tlie presence of a gtmus like Pablo de Sarasate 
they are more or less perplexed, — it is as though you asked 
them to describe in set cold terms the counterpoint and 
thorough-bass of the wind^s symphony to the tiCLS,— the great 
ocean^s sonata to the shore, oi the delicate madrigals sun^ 
almost maudibly by little bell blossoms to the tinkling fall of 
April ram. Th man is too gitat for them — he lo a blazint’ 
star that dazzles and confounds their sight — and, after the 
manner of their craft, they abuse what they can*t understand 
Music IS distinctly the language of the emotions,-— and they 
have no emotion they tl crefore generally prefe|; Joachim, — 
the stolid Joachim, who so delights all the dieary old spinsters 
and dowagers who nod over their knitting needles at the 
‘Monday Popular’ concerts, and fancy themselves lovers of 
the ‘classical* in uiiisn Sarasate appexls lo those w’ho have 
loved, and thouglit and suffered — those who have clindjed the 
heights of passu)n and wiung o it the depths of pain, — and 
therefoie the pi ople taken tn masse ^ as for instance m this 
crowded h.d!, mstinc lively respond to his rnigic touch And 
wliy? — Because the gieat^^r majority of human beings are full 
of the deepest and mov passionate feelings, not as yet having 
been ‘ educated * out of them 1 ” 

Here the orchestra commenced Lis/t's “ Prkludes ** — and all 
conversation ceased. Aftc^rwards Sarasate came again to 
bestow upon his isager admirers another saving grace of 
sound in the shape of the famous Mendelssohn Concerto^ 
which he performed with such fiery ardour, tenderness, purity 
of tone, and marvellous execution thit many listeners held 
their breath for sheer amazement and delighted aw^e Any- 
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thing approaching the beauty of his rendering oj the final 
“ Allegro ” Alwyn had never heard, — and indeed it is probable 
none will ever hear a more poetical, more exquisite singing 
of thought than this matchless example of Sarasate*s ger 
and power. Who would not warm to the brightness and 
delicacy of those delicious rippling tones that seem to leap 
from the strings alive like spaPks of fire — the dainty tripping 
ease of the arpeggi that float from the bow with tie grace of 
rainbow bubbles blown forth upon the air, — the brilliant runs 
tliat glide and glitter up and down like chattering brooks 
sparkling among violets, and meadow-sweet, — the lovely softer 
notes, that here and there sigh between the varied hai monies 
with the dreamy passion of lovers who part, only to meet 
again in a rush of eager joy ! — Alwyn sat absorbed and spell- 
bound ; he forgot the passing of time, —he forgot even the 
presence of Ileliobas, — he could only listen, and gratefully 
drink in every drop of sv\eetness that was so lavishly poured 
upon him from such a glorious sky of sunlit sound. 

Presently, towards the end of the performance, a curious 
thing happened. Sarasate had appeared to play the last 
piece set down for film, — a composition of his own, entitled 
ZigcunerweUenr A gipsy song, or medley of gipsy songs, 
it would be, thought Alwyn, glancing at his programme, — 
then, looking towaids the artist, who stood with lifted bow 
like another Pxospero, prepared to summon forth the Ariel of 
music at a touch, he saw that the dark Spanish eyes of the 
maestro were fixed full upon him, with, as he then fancied, 
a strange penetrating ^mile in iheir fiery depths. One instant, 
— and a weird lament came sobbing ffom the smitten violin, 
— a wildly beautiful despair was wordlessly proclaimed, — 
a melody that went straight to the heart, and made it ache, 
and burn, and throb with a rising tumult of unlanguaged 
passion and desire 1 The solemn, yet unfettered grace of its 
rhythmic respiration suggested to Alwyn first darkness, — 
then twilight, — then the gradual far-glimmering of a silvery 
dawn, — till out of the shuddering notes there seemed to grow 
up a vague, vast and cool whiteness, splendid and mystical^ 
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— a whitei^ess that from shapeless fleecy mist took gradual 
form and substance, — the great concert-hall with its closely- 
packed throng of people appeared to fade away like vanishing 
smoke, — and lo I — before the poet's entranced gaze, there 
rose up a wondrous vision of stately architectural grandeur, — 
a vision of snowy columns and lofty arches, upon which fell 
a shimmering play of radian* 'colour flung by the beams of 
the sun through stained glass windows glistening jewel-wise,— 
a tremulous sound of voices floated aloft singing Kyrie 
tleisonf — Kyrie eleisonf — " and the murmuring undertone of 
the organ shook the still air with deep vibrations of holy 
tune. Everywhere peace, — everywhere purity ! everywhere 
that spacious whiteness, flecked with side-gleams of royal 
purple, gold and aident crimson, — and in the midst of all, 
— O dearest tenderness! — O fairest glory! — a face, shining 
forth like a star m a cloud I — a face dazrlingly beautiful and 
sweet, — a golden head, above which the pale halo of a light 
ethereal hovered lovingly in a radiant ring t 

“Edris'” — The chaste name breathed it elf silently in 
Alwyn's thoughts, —silently and yet with all the passion of 
a lover’s prayer! — how was it, he wondered dimly, that he 
saw her thus distinctly neiVy — now, when the violin-music 
wept its wildest tears, — now when love, love, love, seemed 
to clamour in a tempestuous agony of appeal from the low 
pulsating melody of the marvellous “ Zgeunerwehen ” — a 
melody which, despite its name, had revealed, to one listener 
at any rate, nothing concerning the wanderings of gipsies over 
forest and moor-land, — but on the contrary had built up all 
these sublime cathedraf arches, this lustrous light, tliis exquisite 
face whose loveliness was his life 1 How had he found his way 
into such a dream-sanctuary of frozen snow? — what was his 
mission there ?- -and why, when the picture slowly faded, did 
it <^till haunt his ' memory invitingly, — persuasively, — nay, 
almost comm'indingly ? 

He could not tell, — but his mind was entirely rarished and 
oossessed by an absorbing impression of white, sculptured 
calm, — and he was as startled as though he had been brusquely 
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awakened frotr a deep bleep, when the loud pla'jdits of the 
people made him awi’-e that Sarasate had finished his pro 
gramme, and was departing from the scene of his liiumphs 
The frenzied shouts and encores, however, brought him once 
more before the excited public, to play a set of Spanish dances, 
fanciful and delicate as the gambolling of a light breeze over 
rose-gardens and dashing fou^Ains, — and when this wonder 
music ceased, Alwyn woke from tranced rapture mto enthu 
siasm, and joined in the thunders of applause w'th fervent 
warmth and zeal Eight several tunes did the weaned but 
ever affable maestro ascend the platform to bow and smile 
his graceful acknowledgments, — till the audience, satisfied 
with having thoroufhl) emphasized their hearty ippreciatior 
of his genius, permitted inin to finally retire Then the 
people flocked out of the hall in crowds, talking, laughing and 
delightedly ccimmentm^ upon the afternoon’s enjoyment, the 
brief remarks exchanged bv tw An ruai s who were saunter 
ing on immediatcl/ m trout of Hehob<is and Alwyn being 
perhaps the very pith an(^ essence i>f the universal opinion 
concerning the gxeaj artist Uity had mst heaid 

“ 1 tell you what he is,”— said one He s a demi god * ^ 

O don’t halve it ’ ’ rejoined the other wittily — “ He’s the 
whole thing anyway * ” 

Once outside the hall and m the busy street, now rendered 
doubly brilliant by tlu de sit on light of a glonously-settmg 
sun, Heliobas prepared to leave of his somewhat sdent 
and preoccupied companion 

“I see you are btftl under the sw /^of the Ange Demon ** — 
he remarked cheerful) v as he shook hands-- Is he not an 
amazing fellow ? ihat bow of his is a venuble divining rod, 
— il find*^ out the fountain of Elusidis^ in each human heart, — 
It has but to pronounce a note, and straightway the hidden 
waters begin to bubble But don’t foiget to read the news 
piper accounts of tins concert' Y will see that the critics 
will make no allusion whatever to Uie enthusiasm of the 

i A miraculous fountain spoken of m old chronicles, whose waters rose lo 
the ‘jound of music, and the music ceasing >auk again 
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audience, a^d that the numerous encores will not even be 
mentioned ! ” 

“ That IS unfair,*' said Alw 3 m quickly ** The expression of 
the people*s appreciation should always be chronicled ” 

“ Of course < — but it never is, unless it suits the immediate 
taste of the cliqut-s Clique-Art, chque-Literature, clique 
Criticism, keep all three things on a low ground that slopes 
dail> more and more towards decadence And the pity of it 
IS, that the Lnglish get judged abroad chiefly by what their 
own journalists say of them, — thus if Sarasate is coldly 
cnticized, foreigners laugh at the ‘ 2 /;«mubJcal English * — 
whereas, the fact is, that the nation itself is not unmusical, but 
Its musical critics mostly are They are very often puked 
out of the rank and file of the dullest Academy students and 
contrapuntists, ^ho are incapable of understanding anything 
original, and therefore are the persons most unfitted to form 
a correct estimate of genius However, it has always been 
so, and I suppose it alwajs will be so, — don’t you remember 
that when Beethoven began his grand innovations, a certain 
critic ass ter wrote of him — ‘ 1 he absurdity of his effort is 
only equalled by the hideousness of its result ’ * " 

He laughed ligl tlv, and once more shook hands, while 
Alwyn looking at him wistfidly said— 

** 1 wonder when we shall meet again ? ” 

“ O very soon, 1 dare say, — ” he rejoined— “The world is a 
wonderfully small place after all, as men find when tliey jostle 
up against each other unexpectedly in the most unlikely 
corners of far countries^ You may, if yoU chouse, correspond 
with me, — and that is a pnviiege I accord to few, I assure 
you ? ** — He smiled, and then went on in a more serious tone — 
“You are of course welcome at our moiiastei 7 whenever you 
wish to come, — but take my advice, — do not wilfully step out 
of the sphere m wlhicb you are placed lave m society, — ^it 
needs men of your stamp and intellectual calibre, — show it a 
high and consistent example, — let no eccentricity mar your 
daily actions — work at your destiny steadily, cheerfully, 
serenely,— and leave the rest to God, — and, — the angels 1 ** 
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There was a slight, teuder inflection in his voice as he spoke 
the last words, — and Alwyn gave him a quick searching glance. 
But his blue, penetrating eyes were calm and steadfast, — 
full of iheir usual luminous softness and pathos, and there 
was nothing expressed in them but the gentlest friendliness. 

Well I — Vm glad I may write to you, at any rate,” — said 
Alwyn at last, reluctantly releasing his hand — “ It is possible I 
may not remain long in London, — I want to finish my poem, 
and it gets on too slowly in the tumult of daily life in town.” 

** 'I'hen will you go abroad again ? ” — inquired Heliobas. 

“Perhaps. I may visit Bonn, where I was once a student 
for a time. It is a peaceful, sleepy little place, — I shall 
probably complete my work easily there. Moreover, it will be 
like going back to a bit of my youth — I remember I first 
began to entertain all my dreams of poesy at Bonn,” 

‘‘ Inspired by the Seven Mountains and the Drachenfels 1 — ” 
laughed Heliobas, “ No wonder you recalled the lost * Sah- 
Iflma ' period in the sight of the entrancing Rhine ! Ah, sir 
Poet, you have had your fill of fame ! — and I fear the plaudits 
of London will never* be like those of Al-Kyris I No monarchs 
will honour you now, but rather despise I — for the kings 
and queens of this age prefer financiers to laureates ! Now, 
wherever you wander let me heat of your well-being and 
progress in contentment, — when you write, address to our 
Dariel retreat, for lhc;ugh cr. my return from Mexico I shall 
probably visit Lemnos, my letters will always be forwarded. 
Adieu ! ” 

“ Adieu ! — ” and fheir eyes met. ^ grave sweet smile 
brightened the Chaldean's handsome features. 

“God remain with you, my friend!” — he said in a low, 
thrillingly earnest tone — “Believe me, you are elected to a 
strangely happy fate ! — far happier thay you at present 
know 1 ” 

With these words he turned and wa? gone, — lost to sight in 
the surging throng of passers-by, — Alwyn looked eagerly after 
him, but saw him no more. His tall figure had vanished as 
utterly as any of the phantom shapes in Al-Kyris, only that far 
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from being* spectre-like, he had seemed more actually a living 
personality than any of the people in the streets who were 
hurrying to and fro on their various errands of business or 
pleasure. 

That same night when Alwyn related his day's adventure to 
Villiers, who heard it with the most absorbed interest, he was 
describing the effect of Sarasate's violin-playing, when all at 
once he was seized by the same curious ovei powering impression 
of white, lofty arches, stained windows and jewel-like glimmer- 
ings of colour — and he suddenly stopped short m the midst 
of his narrative. 

What's the matter ? " asked Villiers, astonished — “ Go on ! 
— you were saying ” 

‘*That Sarasate is one of the divinest of God's wandering 
melodics," — went on Alwyn slowly and with a faint smile — 
“And that though as a rule musicians are foi gotten when their 
music ceases this Andalusian Orpheus in Thrace will be 
rememheud long after las \iohn is laid aside, and he himself 
has journeyed to a sunnier land than Spam 1 But I am not 
master of my thoughts to night, VUlieis, — my Chaldean friend 
has perhaps mesmeiued me — who knows * — and I have an 
odd fancy upon m^, —I should like to spend an houi in some 
great and beautiful cathedral, and see the light of the using 
sun flashing thiough the stained windows across the altar ! " 

“Poet and dieainer ! ” — laughed Villiers— “ You can't gratify 
that whim in London ; there's no ‘great and beautitul ' edifice 
of the kind here, — only the unfinished Oratoiy, Westminster 
Abbey, broken up into ugly pews and vile monuments, and 
the repellently giiniy St. Paul's — so go to bed, old boy, and 
indulge youiself in some more ‘\isions' — for I assure you, 
you'll never find any reality corue up to >oui ideal of things 
in general." 

“No?” — and Alwyn smiled — “Strange that I see it in 
quite the reverse way ’ It seems to me, no ideal will ever 
come up to the splendour of reality 1 " 

“But remember,” said Villiers quickly — your reality is 
Heaven, — a ‘leality' that is every one else's mythi*' 
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‘•True ! —terribly true!” — and Alwyn's eyes darkened 
sorrowfully,— “Yet the v^orld’s myth is the only Ffernal l?:eal, 
— and foi the shadows of this present Seeming, we barter our 
immortal Substance I ” 


IX 

BY THE RHINE 

I N the two or three weeks that followed his meeting with 
Heliobas, Alv\>n maae up hib mind to leave London for a 
while He was tired inu restless, — tired of the routine societi? 
more or less imposed upon him, — restless because he had 
come to a stai dsnll in his work -an invisible bamer over 
which his crcati\e fancy wa^ unible to take its usual sweeping 
flight He had idea of seeking some quiet spot among 
mountain as far remote as possible from the travelling world 
of men, — a peaceful where w^th the majestic silence of 

Nature all ibout hm% Ii^ mi^iit plead in lover like retirement 
with his refractory Muse, and stiive to coax hei into a sweeter 
and more indulgent humour It was not that thoughts were 
lacking to him, — wl at he complained of was the monotony of 
language and the difiiculu of tinding new, true and choice 
forms of exprt ssion A at thought leaps into the brain like 
a liqhtnii g flash - th rt it is, an indescribable mystery, 
warming tiit soul and pervad ng the intellect, — but the propei 
expression of that thought is a matter «f the deepest anxiety to 
the true poet, who, if he be worthy of his vocation, is bound 
not only to proclaim i*^ to the world ckarly, but also clad in 
such a peifection of wording tl at it shall chime on men^ ears 
with a musudl sound as of purest golden bells There aie 
very few faultless examples of this felicitous utterance in 
English or in any literature,— so few indeed, that they could 
almost all be included in one newspaper ccjjunni of ordinary 
print Keats's exquisite line — 
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•* isU was wofuimn^ at the moon 


in which the word “wondering" paints a whole landscape of 
dreamy enchantment, and the couplet in the “ Ode to a Night- 
ingale ” that speaks with a delicious vagueness of 

“ MagK casements opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas in /*» »'y lands for orn /* — 


are absolutely unique and unrivalled, as is the fine allUeration 

taken from a poet of our ov-n day * 

“ The holy lafk 

With fire from heaven and sunlight on kis wmg, 

Who wakes the wot Id with vnlchirtes of the daik^ 

Renewed tn rapture in the reddening air / *' 


Again from the same — 


and 


" I he chords of the lu*e are etiiranud 

With the weight of the wondei oj thm^ ** ; 


kts sky waid notes ^ 

Ha^e dretithed the lummer with ike dens of wng 


this last line being certainly one of the most suggestive and 
beautiful in all poetical literature. Such expressions ha\e the 
intrinsic quality of comphUnesSy — once said, we leel that they 
can never be said again , they belong to the centuries *ather 
than the seasons, and any imitation of them we immediately 
and instinctively resent as an outrage. 

And Theos Alwyn was essentially and above all things 
faithful to the lofty purpose of his calling, — he dealt with his 
art reverently and not iiv rough haste and scrambling careless- 
ness, — if he workid out any idea in rhyme, the idea was 
distinct and the rhyme was pci fret, — he was not content, hke 
Browning, to jumble together such hideous and ludicrous 
combinations as “h\gh, — Humph!" and “tnumph,"— moie- 
over, he knew that what he had to tell his public must be 
told comprehensively, yet grandly, with all the authority and 
persuasiveness of incisive rhetoric, yet also with all the cet 
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ness and fascination of a passionate love-song. Occupied 
with such work as this, London, with its mynarf mad noise« 
and vulgar distractions, bee ame impossible to him, — and 
Vilhcrs, his fidus Achates^ who had read portions of nis great 
poem and was impatient to see it fimslied, knowing as he did 
what an enormous sensation it would create when published, 
warmly seconded his own to gam a coupL ot months’ 

complete seclusion and tranquillity. 

He left town therefore about the middle of May and staited 
across the Channel, resolving to make for Swit <=‘rland by the 
leisurely and delightful way ot the Rhine, in order to visit 
Bonn, the scene of his old student-days. What days they had 
been ’ — days of dreaming more than action, foi he lud aUays 
regarded learning as a pastime rather than a drudgery, and 
so had easily distanced his comrades in the race for knowledge 
While they were flirting with the Lischen or Grctchen of the 
houi, hr hui Willingly ab^oibed himstlf in study —tTi us he had 
attained the head of hi^ classes with scarce an effort, and in 
tact had often found Mmc hinging heavily on bis hands for 
want of something more to do He had astonished the 
University Profts^ors —but he Lad not astonished himself, 
inasmuch as no siiccial branch of learning presented any 
dilhfulties to hin», and tie more he mastered the more dis- 
satisfied Vie became It liad seemed such a little thing to win 
the honours of schol i» j aj) ’ — foi at that time his ambition 
was always climbing up tm appirently inaccessible heights 
of fame, - fame, th it he then iriiigineJ was the greatest glory 
\ny human btin/^could aspiie to He smiled as he recol 
lected this, and thought how i hanged he was since then • 
What a difftrenec bitwccn the toinuT discontented mutability 
of his intiirp' ind tiie deep unsweiving cairn of patience 
that cha uteri/ed it now * J earning and scholarship ?— these 
Were the men. ihld'* alphibet of tlyn ’S, — and fame was 
a pissing breath that luffled foi one bn^f moment the on- 
rushing flo^d of time -a bubble blown m the air to break 
into nothingness, Thus much wisdom hg had acquired, — 
and what more? A great deal more’ he had won the 
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diffiailt dom prehension of himself, — he had grasped the 
pnceless kn(5 vrlt dge that man has no enemy save that which is 
within him, and that the pride of a rebellious Will is the 
parent Sm from which all others are generated. The old 
Scriptural saying is true for all time, that through pride the 
angels fell ^ —and it is only through humility that they will 
ever rise again Pride ^ — the pinoud Will that is left free by 

Divine Law, to woik for itself and answer for itself, and wreak 
upon its own head the punishment of its own errors, — the 
Will that when one c volunUinly i ruslit d down in the dust at the 
Cross of Christ, with these words truly drawn from the depths 
of penitence, ‘*Loid, not as I will but as Thou wilt*” is 
3 tiaightwa> lifted up fiom its humiliation, a supicmc sta dy 
Force, itsisdc'^s, miraculous, woild ( omman ling , - smoothing 
the wu} for all greatness and all goodness, and guidjiig the 
happy Soul fiom joy to joy, fiom glory to gJor), till Heiven 
Itself IS reached and the pcifert^on of all lo/e and life begins 
For true humility IS not '-lavish, as some people imagine, but 
rather royal, —since, whde a< kuowledging tin sttpiemacy cf 
God, It claims close kindred with Iliin, and is at one e invested 
with all the diviner viitues Fame and wealth, the two 
penshable pnzes for which men struggle wall cuic another in 
ceaseless and cruel combat, bring no absolute satisfaction in 
the end — they aic to>s that please for a time and then grow 
wearisome But the conquering of Self i'' a battle in which 
each fresh victory bestows a deeper content, a laigcr hajipiness, 
a more perlecl peace, — and neither povertv, sickness nor 
misfortune cm quench the couiage oi a|>ate tht ardour of 
the warrior who is abserbed in a ciusade against hi^ own 
woise pissions L,.o ism i^ the vice of this age, -the maxim 
of modem sotietv is “each man for himstll and no one for 
his neighboui ind in stub a slate of things, when personal 
interest or advantage tlic, chief boon desired, we cannot look 
lor honesty m cither religion, politics or commerce Nor can 
we expect any grand work to be done m art or literature. 
When pictuies are painted and books are written for mone) 
onlji — ^when labourers take no pleasure in labour save for the 
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wage it brings,— when no real entlnisiasm is shown in anything 
except the accumulation of wealth, — and when^all the finer 
sentiments and nobler instincts of men are made subject to 
Mammon worship, is any one so mad and blind as to think 
that good can come of it? Nothing but evil upon evil can 
accrue from such a system, — ^and tho«^e who have prophetic 
eyes to see through the veil* of eients, can perceive even 
now the not far disJant end- namely the rum of the country 
that has permitted itself to degenerate into a mere 
nation of shopkeepers,— and something worse than ruin, — 
degradation > 

It was past eight m the e\cnmg when Alwyn, aftei having 
spent a couple of days in biighl little Brussels, arrived at 
Cologne Most trivcllers know to their cost how noi ), 
narrow and unattnetue are the streets of this ancient Colonia 
Agnpjuna of the Romms, how persrtent and wearying is 
the rattle of the vtl idci o\a rhe rough cobbly stones, — how 
Fiititmg to the s the incessant shrieking whistle and 

clank of the Rt* .ic irnooats as the> glide m, or glide out 
from the chtcrhss ud dirty pier But at night, when t?iese 
unjikasmg sounds h \e partially subsided, and the lights 
twinkle in the shoo windows, and the m ijestir mass of the 
Cathedral cans its broad shadow on the moonlit Dorn Platz, 
and a few sold trs with clinking swords and glittering spuis, 
come marcliing out from .ome daik stone irrhway, and the green 
gleam of the nve’- spaikles rlong in lummous npples, — then 
It IS, that a something wciid and mystical treeps over the 
town, and the glariour of ancient historical memories begins 
to cling about its irregular buiidifigs, — one thinks of the 
legendary Three Kings, and believes in them too, — of St, 
Ur ula and hci company of virgins, of Mane de Medicis 
dying akme in that tumbledown house in the Sterngasse, — 
of Rubens, who, it is «;aid, here first saw the light of this world, 
— of an angiy Satan flinging his Ttufehietn from the Seven 
Mountains m an impotent attempt to destroy the Dom, — 
and gradually the indeslrucUble romantic ipell of the Rhi le 
steals into the spirit of common things that were unlovely by 
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day, and makes the old city beautiful under the sabred glory 
of the stars 

Alwyn dined at Kis hotel, and then, finding it still too early 
to rctJie to rest, strolled slowly across the P’at', looking up 
At the sublime God’s Temple above him, tlte stately Catliedral 
with Its wondrou'Iy dchcite car\ings and flymg buttresses, on 
wh rh the moonlight glittered little points of pale flmie 
He knew it of old— miny and many a time had he taken tram 
from Bonn, for the sole pleasure of spending an hour in gazing 
on that s})lendid ‘‘sermon in stone,” one of the grandest 
testimonies in the world of min’s instinctive dc‘iie to acknow- 
ledge and ho^‘OUf by his noblest design and work the unseen 
but felt mijf of the Creator lie had a great longing to 
enter it now, ind ’setnded the steps with that mtoution, —but 
much to his vcsation, the doors were shut He walked from 
the Side to llit ]ifincipal entrance, — that siipnli wcotern 
fiontage wlach is so cruelly blocked m by a dwarfish street 
of the coiomonest sho{>s and niea'-est houses,— and found that 
also closed against him. Disippoinled and sartu he went 
back igain to the >ide of the coloss il structure, and -jtood 
on the top of the steps, close to the central baiud doors, 
studying the sculptuied saints in the niches, and feeling a 
sudden singular impie sion ol extreme loneliness^ —a sense of 
being shut out as it were from some high festival in wnich 
he wouhl gn<ll> have tikcn part. 

Not a cloud was in the sky,— the evening was one of most 
absolute calm aid a del nous wmnth pcivaded the air, — 
the Winnlh of a liilly declared and baJmyfS]; imp 'Ihe Platz 
was almcist deserted, (uity a few persons crossed it now and 
then like flittng shadows, —an ‘somewhere down m one of 
the opposite stiects a Ic ng w ly oft, there w^‘S a sound ot men’s 
voices singinj a put song Presently, however, this distant 
music ceased, and deep silence followed. Alwyn still 
remained m the sombre shide of the cathedral archway, 
arguing with himself against the foolidi and unaccountable 
depression that had seized him, and watching the brilliant 
May moon soar up higher and higher m the heavens ; — when, 
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all at onc*^, the throbbing murmur of the great organ in^side 
the Dom, startled him from pensive dreannne^ into swift 
attention He listened, — the rich round notes thundered 
throiujh the stillness with forceful and majestic haiinony, — 
anon, \^el^d tones, like the passionate lament of Sarasate's 
Zigeunerwetsefiy^ floated around him and above him* — then, 
a silvery chorus of young ^ifoices broke forth in solemn 

uniMin 

“ A'V; te Eleti^on f Chmfe Eleison ! Kyrie Eleison ! ” 

A famt cold tremor crept through his veins — his heart beat 
violently, — again he vainly stiove to open the great door. 
Was n ere a choir practis ng inside at tins hour of the night? 
Surely not I Then, — from whence had this music its origin ? — 
Stooping, he bent lus ear to the ne/ict of the closed portal, — 
but, as suddenly as they had begun, the harmonies ceased; 
and all was once more profo> ndiv still 

Diawing a long deep lireath, he stood for a moment amazed 
and lost in thought -'the«:e sounds, he felt sure, were not of 
eartli but of heaven ^ — they had t le same ringing sweetness as 
those he had heard on the ** hicld of Ardath 1*' What might 
the> mean to hint, here and now? Quuk as a flash the 
answer came — Di ^th * God had taken pity upon his solitary 
earth wanderings, — and the pn.}ers of Edns h id shortened his 
world exile and prob ition i He was to die ’ — and that solemn 
singing was the warning,— or the promise, — of his approaching 
end * 

Yes 1 — it must be so, he de< ided, as with a '■trange, halt sad 
peace at hi*^ lieart, Jic qlu^tly descended the steps of the Dom 
— he would perhaps be permitted to-rfinish the work he was at 
present doing, — and then, — then, the poet pen would be hid 
aside for e\er, the chains would be undone, and he would he 
set at liberty 1 Su<h was his fixed idea. Was he glad of tliL 
prospect? — he asked himself Yes, and, No! For himseif he 
was glad, — but in these latter days he bad cornt to understand 
the thousand wordless wants and aspuations of mankind, — 
wants and aspirations to which only the Poet can give fitting 
speech; — ^he had begun to see how much can be done to 
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cheer and raise and ennoble the world by even me true, brave, 
earnest anc? unselfish worker, — ^and he had attained to such a 
height in sympathetic comprehension of the difficulties and 
drawbacks of others, that he had ceased to consider himself 
at all in the question, either with regard to the Present or the 
immortal Future, — he was, without knowing it, m the simple, 
unconsciously perfect attitude a Soul that is absolutely at 
one with God, and that thus m involuntary God likeness, is 
only happy in the engendering of happiness He believed 
that, with the Divine help, he could do a lasting good for his 
fellow men, — and to this cause he vas willing to sacrifice 
everything that pertained to his own meie personal advantage 
But now, — now, — or so he imagined, — ^he was not to be 
allowed to pursue his labours of love, — his trial was to end 
suddenly, —and he , so long banished from his higher heritage, 
was to be restored to it without dehy, — re^'tored, and drawn 
back to the land of perfect lo\elincss where Edns, his Angel, 
waited for him, his saint, Ins queen, his bride * 

A thrill of ecstatic } 0 \ ru'.hid through him, -joy inter- 
mingled with an dmost iq><.rnil p^in For he had not as yet 
said enoii/h to the world, the world of many afflutions, — the 
httie Soiiowful Star coveicd with tolling, anxirus, deluded, 
God for< rtting millions, m every unit ol which was a spark 
ul hea\cnl) flame, a geira of the spiritual essence that makes 
the angel, if only fostered anght 

Ion 111 a deep reverie, his footsteps had led him uncon- 
snoubly to the Rhine bridge, - pa} ing the customary fee, he 
walked about halfway acioss it, and stood ,for a while listening 
to the incessant swift ru'h of tiie river beneath him Lights 
twinkled from the boats moored on either side, — the moon 
poured down a wide shower of white beams cm the rap^d 
flood, — the city, dusky and dreamlike, crowned with the 
majestic towers of tie Dom, looked picturesquely calm and 
gund, —it was a night of perfect beauty and wondrous peace, 
^nd he was to die * — to die and leave all this, the present 
fairness of the wofld,— he was to depart, with, as he fei*, his 
message half unspoken, — he was to be made eternally h ippy, 
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while many of the thousands he left behind were, through 
ignorance, wilfully electing to be eternally miserable 1 A 
great, almost divine longing to save One, —only one downward* 
drifting soul possessed him, — and the comprehension of Christas 
Sacrifice was no longer a mystery ! Yet he was so certain that 
death, sudden and speedy, closely awaited him, that he seemed 
to feel it in the very air, — n^t like a coming chill of dread, 
but like the soft appro ich of some holy seraph bringing 
benediction. It mattered little to him that he was actually 
in the very plenitude of health and stjength, — that perhaps 
in all his life he had ncvei felt sucJi a keen delight in the 
physical peifcction of hi? manhood as now, — death without 
warning and at a toiu h could smite down the most vigorous, 
and to be so smitten, he believed, was his imminent destiny. 
And while he lingered on the ihndge, fancy-perplexed between 
grief and joy, a small window opened in a quaint house that 
bent Its bulging gables crookedly over the gleaming water, 
and a girl, holding a small lamp, looked out for a moment 
IIcT fa<^ fresh and smiling, was fair to see against the back- 
ground ('f d<.nsfc shadow,— the light she carrnd flashed like a 
star,-- -and, Icaning'down from the lattice, she sang half timidly, 
half mischu \ouslv, the first two oi three bars of the old song, 

Duy dii, mtr im Herzen /” Ah f — Cute Nachi^ 

Licbchcn / '' said a man’s voice below. 

“ Gute Narht I - St hi a fen Sie wohl ! " 

A light laugh, and the window closed. Good-night ! — 
Sleep well ! ” l^ove’s hot wish * — and for some bad souls life’s 
last hope, — a “^o<l-nigIit and sleep well!” Poor tired 
World, foj whose weary inhabitants oftentimes the greatest 
blessing is sleep! Goud nigl't < — sleep well ’ — bat the sleep 
implies waking,- walking to a morning of pleasure or 
sorrow, — or labour that is only lightened by, — Love ! 
Love! — love divine, — love human, — and sweetest love of all 
for us, as Christ has taught, when both divine and huniaii die 
mingled in one ! 

Alwyn, glancing up at the clustexing ^tars hanging like 
pendant fire-jewels above him, thought of this marvel ^dory • i 
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Love, — thjs c elestial visitant who, on noiseless pinions, comes 
flying divinOuy into the poorest homes, transfiguring common 
life with etheseal radiance, making toil easy, givmg beauty to 
the plainest faces, and poetry to the dullest brains Love ’ 
Its tremulous hand-cla p, — its rapturous kiss, — the speechless 
eloquence it gives to gentle e>es' — the grace U bestows on 
even the smallest gift tioin lov^r^to beloved, were such gift but 
a handful of meadow blossoms tied with some silken threads of 
hair * 

Not for the ])Oct rreator of Nourhhlma'' such love any 
more, — had he not diaincd the cup of Passion to the dregs in 
the far Pa't, and tasted its mixed *^weetness and bitterness to 
no puipose sue self indulgence ? All that was over,— and 
yet, as he w d away from the bridge, back to his hotel in 
the quiet moonlight, lie thought what a tianscendent thing 
l^ove might lie ever on earth between two whose spirits were 
spirtiualiv aim, — wl/ose lues were like two notes played in 
tuneful couc )ul,- who c heats beat echoing faith and tender 
ness to one another,- and who held their love i*" a sacred 
bond of union, — i gift from Go i, not to be dtsj>)iled by that 
rough familiar tv Vvhuh surdv bungs cun^Mnpt ^ ^nd then 
before his fanev i[\ ared to Host the rach ait Visage of Kdns, 
half child, hilf ingel, - he s<enud to see liei licauliful eyes, 
so pure, so clc ir fto uns ladowed by any knowledge of sin,— 
and the exipii » tc hues of i poet c onteinporar) whose work he 
'•penally admned, oemrred to him with singular suggesUve- 
ness . — 


** Oh, t^mlt th it e horn man i^m i x 

/ mi fhzn I ti^f f ^ f cr t at it i shide 

fn i/ } t HI ( ^ 7? tf te ti run ttih d le I, 

7 m rt n * in t from the b^nd^ of H U 
i i u 7L lit / ii) a in It the tmth if tnis, 

An i Hi If rtifnt tfa^y ^ nhn from a kiss 

Ihiu d nt i ns ^ i ne to nine a ^/ain, 
Athnart the d p inrs oj i -^iston i bliss 

* Pil stek no jo\ tki t IS not linked imth thtne^ 

No inu k of hepe, no taste of hoh vnne, 

A*ii a^kr^itat ly no home tn any star 
7 hat %s not shared by thee, supreme, afar, 
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jts htre thau*ri fast and farmost of all things / 

Glmy ts thxm and gladness and the wtngs ^ 

That watt on ihongkt^ when, tn thy spirit mav 
Thou in-^est a rtalm unlnerwn to kings! 

Hid not she, hdris, consigned him to his cram dtsdain, 
AtJnvart the raptures of a intoned hhss^^ t Aye’— truly and 
deservedly ’ — and this disdam^f himself had now reached its 
ciilinmating point, — namely that he did not consider himself 
wordy of her love, — or worthy to do aiiglit than sink again 
into far spaces of darkness and perpetually retrospective 
Memory, there to explore the uttermost depths of anguish, 
and count ui> his cirois one by one from the ver> beginning of 
life, ui every sepiiate {>hase he had ptssed through, till he had 
penitently striven his best to atone for them all 1 Christ had 
atoned ’ — yes, -but was it not almost base on his part to 
diitld hirnseh wuh that Divine Light and do nothing further? 
He (ould not ytt thoroughly gra^p the amazing truth that one 
ahduteiy puse .,ct ot faith in Chrut, blots out Pas U Sin foi 
ever — It ueined too maiveilous and g^eat a boon ’ 

When he retired to rest that ni^ht he was fully and finnly 
prepated to die Uitii this expectation upon him he was 
ncvcrtlKh >«' happy and tranquil Ihe line- Glory ts thine 
and gladness and the umgs^' haunted him, ind he repeated it 
over and over again without knowing why Wings’ — tlie 
brilliant sliafto of radian<e th it part aiigtis from mortals, — 
wings, that alter all are not really wings, but Drnbent rays of 
living light, of which nf itbcr nuntcr nor poet has any true 
conception, — long ^a77ling nys such is encircled God^s 
mauen Edns willi an anh of roseate cfTulgcnce, so that the 
very an was sun^^tt c oloured in the spli ndour of her presence, ’ 
How if she were a wirf.lt s angel, - made worn ui ? 

Glory ts ihtne and gladness and the wings / ” And with 
the name of his an^el love upon his bps l\e closed his eyes and 
sanl. into a deep and dreamless slumber. 
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X 

IN THE CATHEDRAL 

A BOOMING, thunderouc^ yet mellow sound! — a gtand^ 
solemn, sonorous swing of full and weighty rhythm, sttik“ 
xng the air with deep, slowly-measured resonance like the rolling 
of close cannon! Awake, all ye people! Awake to prayer and 
praise ! — for the N ight is past and sweet Morning reddens 
in the east, — another Day is born, — a day in which to win 
God’s grace and pardon, — another wonder of Light, Move- 
ment, Creation, Beauty, Love! Awake, awake! — Be glad 
and grateful for the present joy of life, — this life, dear 
harbinger of life to come!— -open your eyes, ye drowsy 
mortals, to the divine blue of the beneficent sky, the golden 
beams of the sun, the colour of flowers, the foliage of trees, 
the dash of sparkling waters 1 — open youi eais t# the singing 
of birds, the whispering of winds, the gay ripple of children’s 
laughter, the soft murmurs of home-affecHon, — for all these 
things are freely hej>lowed u{>on you with each breaking dawn, 
and will you otl’tT unto God no thanksgiving ? Awake ! 
Awake ! — the Voice you have yourselves set in your high 
Cathedral-towers reproaches your lack of love with its iron 
tongue, and summons you all to worship Him the Ever- 
Glorious, through whose mercy alone you live ! 

To and fro, — to and fro, — gravely persistent, sublimely 
eloquent, the huge, sustained and heavy monotone went 
thudding through the stillness, — till startled from his profound 
sleep by such loud, lofty and incessant clangour Alwyn turned 
on his pillow and listened, half aroused, half bewildered, — 
then, rememl'iering where he was, he understood; — it was 
the great Bell of the Dorn pealing forth its first summons 
to the earliest Mass. He lay quiet for a little v/hile, dreamily 
counting the number of reverberations each separate stroke 
sent quivering on the air, — but presently finding it impossible 

590 



^ THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF / 

to sleep again, he got up, and draMring aside the curtain 
looked out of the window of his room which ♦fronted on 
the Platz. Though it was not yet six o’clock, the city was 
all astir, — the Rhine-landcrs are an early working people, 
and to see the sun rise is not with them a mere fiction of 
poesy, but a daily fact It was one of the loveliest of lovely 
spring mornings — the sky was '*>ar as a pale, polished sapphire, 
and every little bit of delicate carving and sculpture on the 
Dom stood out from its groundwork with microscopically 
beautiful distinctness. And as his gaze rested on the perfect 
fairness of the day, a strange and sudden sense of rapturous 
anticipation possessed his mind, — he felt as one prepared for 
some high and exquisite happiness, — some great and wondrous 
celebrtition or feast of joy I K'he thoughts of death on which 
he had brooded so persistently during the past yester-eve, 
hid fled, leaving no trace behind, — only a keen and^ vigorous 
delight in life absorbed him now. It was good to be alive 
even on this present earth! — it was good to see, to feel, to 
know ! — and there was much to be thankful for in the mere 
capability of easy and healthful breathing 1 

Full of a singular light-heartedness, he hummed a soft tune 
to himself as he moved about his room, — his desire lo view 
the interior of the Cathedral had not abated with sleep, but 
had rather augmented, — and he resolved to visit it now while 
he had the chance of beholding it in all the impressive 

splendour of uncrowded tranquillity. For he knew that by 

the time he was dressed, the first Mass would be over,— 

the priests and pigojde would be gone, — and he would 
be alone to enjoy the magnificencil of the place in full 

poet-luxury, — the luxury of silence and solitude. He attired 
himself quickly, and with a vaguely nervous eagerness, — he 
was in almost as great a hurry to enter the Dom as he had 
been to arrive at the “Field of Ardath’’ !■• "i he same feverish 
impatience was upon him — impatience that he was conscious 
of, yet could not account for, — his fancy busied itself with 
a whole host of memories, and fragments •of half forgotten 
love-songs be had written in his youth, came back to him 
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without his wish or will, — songs that he instinctively felt 
belonged td his Past, when as " Sah Mma ” he had won goldati 
opinions m Al-Kyns And though they were but echoes, 
they seemed this morning to touch him with half pleasing, 
half-tender suggestiveness, — two lines especially from the Idyli 
of Rosts he had penned so long, — ah 1 so very long ago, — 
came floating through his braif»like a message sent from some 
other world, — 

*• By the pureness of love shall our glory in loving increase^ 

And the row of passion Jor us are the hlus of peace 

The Itlui^ of peace”— and the flowers of “Ardith,"' — ^the 
**rosts of passion snd the love of Edns, these were all 
mingled almost uncons< lously in his thoughts, as with an 
inexplicable happy sense of tremulous expect ation, — expect- 
ation of he kntw not what — he went, walking as one in 
haste, acioss the liroad Plit/, and ascended the •^leps of the 
Cathedral But the s de entrance was fast shut as on the 
previous night, lie tlurefoie made his rapict way round 
to the gre it western dooi Ihit stood open,- the hell had 
long ago c ised,“ Mass was o\er, — and all was piofoundly 
still 

C)ut of the warm sunlit air he stepped into the vast, cool, 
clear-obsLUie white ^ lory of the stately shnne, — v\ith bared 
head and noiseless reverent feet, he advanced a little way up 
the nave, and tlun stood motionless, every artistic perception 
m him satisfied, sootlud and entranced anew as in his student- 
days, by the ttanquil gra ideur of the sc^ne What majestic 
silence 1 — what 1 allow ctt pe ice I— how jewel like the r idiai ce 
of the sun pom mg througn the rich stained glass on those 
superb cir\eo pillars that, like petrified stems of fon st trees, 
bear lightly up the lofty \aulted loof to that va t height 
suggestive of a white sk> rather than stone! 

Moving on slowly, fuithcr towaids the altar, he was suddenly 
seized by an overpoweung impression, — a memory that rushed 
upon him with a sort of shork, albeit it was only the memory 
of a tune I A wild melody, haunting and passionate rang m 
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his ears, — ^the melody that Saiasate, the Orpheus of Spain, 
had evoked from the heart of his speaking •violin, — the 
sobbing love-lament of the Ztgeunerwmen^* — the weird 
minor music that had so forcibly suggested — What? This 
v&y place 1 -these snowy columns, — this sculptiiied sanctit}'’— 
this flashing light of rose and blue and amber, — this wondrous 
hush of consecrated calm I Whal next? — Dear God! — Sweet 
Christ < — what next? The face of Edris? Would that 
heavenly countenance slune sudd( n1> through tliose rainbow- 
coloured beams that stiuck sUntwisf dcjwn towirds him? — 
and should he pre^ mtly hen het ciulfct voice charming tlie 
silence into deef ^ e< stas) ? 

Overcome by a sensatu n that was something like fear, he 
stopped abruptl}, and, leani ig lg'llll^t one of the quaint old 
oaken benches, strove to control the quirk, excited throbbing 
of his heait, — then graduab>, \try giadually he bec.^rne con 
scious that heuas not alont^- another beside himself was in 
the church,— another whom ii w ntCLSsary for him to see ! 

He could not tell how he fust giew to be certain of this, — 
but he was soon so completelv [iosses ed by the idea, that 
for a moment he Sartd not laise hii> L>ts, or move 1 Some 
invincible force held him there s]itll bound, yet trembling 
in every limb, — and while he' thus waited hcsitatingl), the 
great organ woke up in a gloi) of tuneful utterance,— wave 
after wave of ricliest haru>onv n lied through the stately a sles 
and , — Kyrte eletson/ Kyru eutson f lang torth in loud, 
full and golden toned choius* 

Lifting his hcad,^he stued woi lenngly around him not 
a living creature w js visiMc in t.’l *the spaMoiis width ond 
length of the cathedral » His lips parted, — he kit as though 
he could scarcelv breithe, — strong shuddus ran through him, 
and he was penetrated by a pkasing terror lint wa^ almost 
a ph>sical pang, — an agoni?^.d entianc«*nn k, like death or 
the desire of love! Presently, mastering himscif by a deter- 
mined effort, he advanced steadily with the absorbed air of 
one who is drawn along by magnetic po*VLr — steadily and 
slowly up the nave, — and as he went, the inu'^ic surged more 
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tumultuously among the vaulted arches, — there was a feint 
echo afar oil as of tinkling crystal bells , and at each onward 
step he gamed a new access of courage, stiength, firmness 
and untrammelled case, till every timorous doubt and fear 
had fled away, and he stood dnectiy in front of the altar- 
railing, gazing at the enshrined Cross, and seeing for the 
moment nothing save that Hwine Symbol alone And still 
the organ played and still the voices sang, — he knew these 
sounds were not of earth, and he also knew that they were 
intended to convey a meaning to him, — but what meaning? 

All at once, moved by a sudden impulse, he turned towards 
tlie right hind side of the altar, where the gieat statue of St 
Chri tophci s'ands, and uhtre one of the loveliest windows 
m the woild gleams like a great carven gem alolt, filtering 
the light thiough a myriad marvellous shades of colour, and 
there he beheld, kneeling on the stone pavement, one solituy 
woi shipper , — a woman Her hands tie t n^'ped, and her face 
was bent upon thtm so that her feituns wcie not \isible, — 
but the radiance from the wm*Io^ if 11 on her unc<)\^itd golden 
hair, encircling it with the glistening sj Itndo ir of i Lca\enly 
nimbus, -and lound her sli^h% devononil hguie, rays of a^uie 
and rose, jasper and emerald, flickered m wide and lustrous 
patterns, like the glow of the setting sun on a tianslucent sea. 
How verj still she was I — how fervently absoibcd m prayer • 

Vaguely nartkd, and thnlcd bv an clcMric, undehnable 
instinct, Al\\yn went towards her with hushed and reverential 
tread, his e\cs dwelling upon the drooping, dcluate outline of 
her form with fasciu ited and eager artcn^ioii She was clad 
in grey, — a soft, silken,* dove 1 ke grc} that clung about her 
in picturesque, daintily diaped fo]d‘>, he appioached her 
still rnoie nearly, anu then lould sc ueely refrain from a loud 
cry of arnazeinenl • AVhal flow er^^ wc re tho'>c she wore at 
her breast ? -so whik^, so star bkc, so suggv.:>tive ot paradise- 
lilies new -gathered ^ Were they not the flowers of ** Ardath ” ? 
Di/zy with the sudden tumult of his own emotions, he 
drop{)ed on his knees beside hei, —she did not stii I Was 
she real 7 — or a phantom? Trembling violently he touched 
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her garmctit— It was of tangible, smooth texture, actual enough 
if the sense of touch could be relied upon, ta an agony 
of excitement and suspense he lost all remembrance of time, 
place or custom, — hei bewildenng presence must be explained, 
— he must know who she was, — he must speak to her, — speak, 
if he died for it 1 

Forgive me * — *' he whispdfed faintly, scarcelj^ conscious of 
his own words , I fancy, — I think, — we have met, — before I 
May I, — dare I — ask your name?” 

Slowly she unclaspt d her gently folded hands ; slowly, very 
slowly she lifted her bent head, and smiled at him * O the 
lovely light upon her face ! — O the angel-glory of those strange 
sweet eyes ! 

“ My name is Edris * she said, and as the pure belMike 
lone of her voice smote the air with its silvery sound, the 
mysterious music of the organ and the invisible singers throbbed 
away, — away, — away,- into softer and softer echoes that died 
at last tremulously and with a sigh as of farewell, into the 
deepest silence. 

Edris!” }n a lr^»n<t of passionate awe and rapture 

he caught her hand, the warm delicate hand that yielded to 
his strong cldjp in submissive tenderness, — pulsations of terror, 
pain and wild joy all commingled, rushed through him, — with 
adoring, wistful gaze he scanned every feature of that love- 
smiling countenanre, — a ounlenance no longer lustrous with 
Heaven's blinding gloiy, but only most maiden like and 
innocently fair, — dazzled, perplexed, and half afraid, he could 
not at once grasjf the true comprehension of his ineffable 
delight * He had no doubt of ner identity —he knew her 
wel] I — she was his own heart-worshipped Angel, — but on 
what errand had she wandered out of paradise? Had she 
come once more as on the ** Field of Ardath,” to comfort him 
for a brief space with the beauty of het visible existence, or 
did she bnng from Heaven the warrant for his death ? 

“ Edns I ” he ^aid, as softly as one may murmur a prayer — 
“Edris, my life, my love! — ^Speak to me* again! — ^make me 
sure that I am not dreaming ! Tell me where I have failed 
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in my sworn faith since we parted^ — teach me how I must 
still further atone * Is this the hour appointed for my spint’s 
ransom ? — ^has this dear and sacred hand I hold, brought me 
my quittance of earth ? — and have I so soon won the pnvilege 
to die ? " 

As he spoke, she rose and stood erect, with all the glistening 
light of the Allied window faiang royally about her, — and he, 
obeying her mute gesture, ro^^e also and faced her in wondering 
ecstasy, half expecting to see her vanish suddenly in the sun 
rays that poured through the Cathedral, even as she had 
vanished before like a white cloud absorbed in clear space 
But no • — she remained quiet as a tame bird, — her eyes met 
his with beautiful trust and tenderness, — and when she 
answered him, her low sweet accents thnlled to his heart 
with a pathetic note of hi man affection, as well as of angelic 
sympathy * 

** Theos, my Beloved, I am ail ihtne I she said, a holy 
rapture vibrating through her exqiisjte voice, — Thine now 
in mortal life as m imniortil* — ont with thee in natuie and 
condition, —pent up in perishable (la>, tyen as thou art, — 
subject to sorrow, and pam and weannes^?, — willing to share 
with thee thine earthly lot, — re idy to take my part m thy gnef 
or joy 1 By mine own choice hive I come hither, — sinless, 
yet not exempt fiom sm, but safe m Chnst * Eveiy time thou 
hast renounced the desire of thine own happiness, so much the 
neirer hast thou drawn me to thie, -e^try lime thou hast 
prayed God for niy peace rcther thin ihme own, so much the 
closer has my existence be( n linked witn thine * And now, 
O my Poet, my lord, my king * — we are together fur evermoic, 
— together m the brief Preoent as m the eternal Future • — the 
solitary heaven da>s of Edris are past, and her mission is not 
Death, but Love 1 ” 

O, the transcendent beauty of that warm flush upon her face ^ 
— the splendid hope, faith and triumph of her attitude • \V hat 
strange miracle was here accomplished I — ^an Angel had become 
human for the sake of love, even as light substantiates itself 
in the colours of flowers the Eden lily had consented to be 
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gathered^ — the paradise dove had fluttered down to earth! 
Breathless, bewildered, lifted to a height of transport beyond 
all words, Alwyn gazed upon her in entianred devout silence, 
— the vast cathedral seemed to swing round and round in 
great glittering circles, and nothing was real, nothing steadfast, 
but that slight, sweet maiden in her soft grey robes, with the 
Ardath-blossoms gleaming whif^ against her 4ii^ast 1 Angel 
she was, — angel she ever would be, — and yet — >ihat did she 
sefim f Naught but — 

ilk woman^ unse am very farr! 

Crowned with the got land of her golden hatr / " 

This and no more. — and yet in this was all earth and all 
heaven comprised! — He gazed and ga/ed, overwhelmed b> 
the amazement of his own bliss, — he could have ga^ed U}>on 
her so in speechless ravishment for hours, when, with a 
gesture of infinite grace and appeal, she sti etched out her 
hands towards him . — 

‘‘Speak to me, Dearest one she munnuied wistfully — 
“ Tell me, — arn I welcome ? 

O exquisite humility ! — O beautiful, maiden timid hesitation * 
Was she, — even she, God's Angel, so far removed from pride, 
as to be uncertain of her lover's reception of such a gift of 
love?- Roiistd from his half swooning ‘•ens?^ of w^onder, he 
caught those gentle hand and laid them tendeiJy against his 
breast, — tremblingly, amt all devoutly, he drew the lovely 
yielding form into his arms, close to his heart, — with dazzled 
sight he ga/ed dow#i into that pu e, jHirfect face, those clear 
and holy e) es shining like new-crtatdd st irs beneath the soft 
cloud of clustering fair hair * 

“Welcome?" he echoed m a tone that thi tiled with 
passionate awe and ecstasy; — “My Edris!“-My Saint I — My 
Queen! Welcome, more weicome than .the first flower seen 
after winter snows * — welcome, more welcome than swift rescue* 
to one in due peril ! — welcome, my Angel, into the darkness 
of mortal things ^hich haply so sweet a Presence shall make 
bright ! O sacxed innocence that I am not worthy to shield ’ 
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— O sinless beauty that I am all unfitted to claim or possess I 
Welcome to my Irc^ my heart, my soul. — welcome, sweet 
Trust, sweet Hope, sweet Love, that, as Christ lives, I will 
never wrong, betray or resign again through all the gloiy* 
spaces of far Eternity!” 

As he spoke, his arms closed more surely about her, — his 
lips met hers-^and in the imiagled human and divine rapture 
of that moment, there came a rushing noise as of thousands 
of wings beating the air, followed by a mighty wave of music 
that rolled approachingly and then departingly through and 
through the Cathedral-arches — and a Voice clear and resonant 
as a silver clarion proclaimed aloud : — 

Those whom GOD hath joined together, let no man put 
asunder 1 ” 

Then, with a surging, jubilant sound like the sea in a storm, 
the music seemed to tread past in a measured march of stately 
harmony, — and presently there was silence once more, — the 
silence and sunshine of the morning pouring through the rose- 
windows of the church and sparkling on the Crdss above the 
Altar, — the siltnce of a love made perfect, — of twin souls 
made One I 

And then Edris drew herself gently from her lover's embrace 
and raised her head, — putting her hand confidingly in his, a 
lovely smile played on her sw^eetly-parted lips : 

“Take rut, TIkos,” she said softly,- -“Lead me, — into the 
World 1 ” 

^ ^ ifi * 

« * 

Slowly the great side-doors of the Cathedral swung back on 
their hinges, — and out on the fteps in a glorious blaze of 
sunlight came Poet and Angel together. The one, a man in 
the full prime of splendid and mgorous manhood, — ^tlie other 
a woman, timid and sweet, robed in grey attire, with a po'sy of 
white flowers at her throat. A simple girl, and most distinctly 
human, — the fresh pure colour reddened in her cheeks, — the 
soft spring-tide wind fanned her gold hair, and the sunbeams 
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seemed to dance about her in a bright revel of amaze and 
curiosity. Her lustrous eyes dwelt on the busy Flatz below 
with a vaguely compassionate wonder — a look that suggested 
some far fore-knowledge of things that at the same time were 
strangely unfamiliar. Hand in hand with her companion she 
stood, — while he, holding her fast, drank in the pureness of 
her beauty, the love-light of h<ii^ glance, the h^j radiance of 
her smile, till every sense in him was spiritualired anew by the 
passionate faith and reverence in his heait, the marvellous 
glory that had fallen upon his life, the nameless rapture 
that possessed his soul I To have knelt at her feet, and 
bowed his head befoie hei in wotsiiipping sdence would have 
been to follow the strongest impulse in him, — but she had 
given him a higher duty than this. He was to “ lead her^' 
— lead her ^*into the world*'* — the dreary, dark world so 
unfitted to loreive such brightness,— she had comv to him 
clad in all the sacred weakness of womanhood ; — and it was 
his proud privilege to guard and shelter- her from evil, — from 
the evil in others, —but chiefly from the evil in himself. No 
taint must touch that spotless life with which God had entrusted 
him ! — sorrow miglft come, nay, must come, since so long as 
humanity errs, so long must angels grieve, —soi row, but not 
sin I A grand, awed sense of responsibility filled him, — a 
responsibility that he accepted with passionate gratitude and 
joy, — he had attained a vaster dignity than any king on any 
throne, — and all the visible Universe was transfigured into a 
golden pageant of loveliness and light, fairer than the fabled 
Valley of Avihon ! * 

Yet still he kept h'^r close beside on the steps of the 
mighty Dom, half longing, half hesitating to take h^r further, 
and ever and anon assailed by a dreamy doubt as to whether 
she might not even now pass away from him suddenly and 
swiftly, as a mist fading into, heaven, — all at once the 
sound of beating drums and martial ti urn pets struck loudly 
on the quiet morning air. A brilliant regiment of mounted 
Uhlans emerged ftom an opposite street, anij cantered sharply 
across the Platz and over the Rhine bridge, with streaming 
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pennons, burnished helmets and accoutrements glistening in a 
long comp^t line of silvery white, that vanished as speedily 
as it had appeared, like a winding-flash of meteor-flame. 
Alwyn drew a deep quick breath; — the sight of those armed 
soldiers roused him to the fact that he was actually in the 
turmoil of present daily events, — that his supernal happiness 
was no vision but reality, — ih^j^ Edris, his Spirit-love, was with 
him in tangiSie human guise of flesh and blood, — though how 
such a mysterious marvel had been accomplished, he knew no 
more than scientists know how the lovely life of green leaf and 
perfect flower can still be existent in seeds that have lain 
dormant and dry in old tombs tor thousands of years I And 
as he looked at her proudly, — adoringly,— she raised her 
beautiful, innocent, questioning eyes to his. 

“This is a city?” she asked — “A city of men who labour 
for good, and serve each other ? ” 

“ Alas, not so, iny sweet • ” he answered, his voice trembling 
with its own infinite tenderness; “I'heie is no city on the 
sad Earth vihere men do not labour for mere vnnily's sake, 
and oppose each other ! ” 

Hex inquiring ga/e softened into a celest<’al compassion. 

“Come, — let us go!” she said gently — “We twain made 
one m love and faith, must hasten to begin our work ’ — 
darkness gathers and deepen'? over the Sorrowful Star, — but 
we, perchance, with Christ’s most holy Blessing, may help to 
lilt tlu Siiadows iiilo Light 1 ” 


Away in a shelter cd mountainous retreat, apart from the 
louder clamour of the world, the Poet and his heavenly com 
panion dwell in peace together. Their love, their wondrous 
happiness, no mortal language can define, — for spiritual love 
perfected, as far exceeds material passion, as the steadfast 
glory of the sun outshines the flickering of an earthly taper. 
Few, very few there are who recognise or» who attain such 
joy, — for men chiefly occupy themselves with the semhlanm 
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of things and therefore fail to grasp all high realities. Perish* 
able beauty, — perishable fame, these are mere Apgparances} — 
imperishable Worth is the only positive and lasting good, and 
in the search for imperishable Worth alone, the seeker must 
needs encounter Angels unawares 1 

But for those whose pleasure it is to doubt and deny all 
spuitual life and being, the h^ory of Theos Alwyn can be 
disposed of with mvich languid ease and cold as a foolish 
chimera scarce worth narrating. Practically viewed, there is 
nothing wonderful in it, since it can all be traced lO a powerful 
exertion of magnetic skdl. Tranced into a dream-bewilderment 
by the aits of the mystic Chaldean Heliobas, — tricked into 
visiting the “FkM of Ardath,’* what more likely than that a 
real earth-born maiden, trained to her part, should have met 
the dreamer there, and, with the seciet aid of the hermit 
Elzhar, continued his strange delusion? What mqre fitting 
as a sequel to the whole, than that the same maiden should 
have been sent to him again in the great Rhine Cathedral, 
to complete the deception and satisfy his imagination by 
linking her life finally with his? It is a perfectly simple 
explanation of wba^ some Ciedulous souls might be inclined 
to consider a mystery, — and let the dear, wise oracular people 
who cannot admit any mystery in anything, and who love to 
trace all seeming miracles to clever Imposture, accept this 
elucidation by all means, — they will be able to fit every 
incident of the story in o such an hypothesis, with most 
admirable and consecutive neatne^^s ! Al-Kyris was truly a 
Vision, — the rest was,~Whal?— lercly the working of a 
poetic imagination liiidei mesmeric influence 1 

So be U 1 — the Poet knows the truth, — but what are Poets ? 
Only tlie Prophets and Seers! — only the Fyes of Time, whuh 
cleasly behold Heaven’s Fact beyond this world’s Fable! Let 
them sing if they choose, and we will hear them in our idle 
hours, — we will give them a* little of our grudging praise, 
together with much of our privau practical contempt and 
misprisal ’ So saj the unthinking and foolish — so will they 
ever say, — and hence it is that though tfafi fame of Theos 
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Alwyn widens year by year, and his sweet clarion-harp of 
Song rings l|jud warning, promise, hope and consolation above 
the noisy tumult of the whirling age, people listen to him 
merely in vague wonderment and awe, doubting his prophet- 
utterance, and loth to put away their sin. But he, never 
wearying in well-doing, works on,— ever regardless of Self, 
caring nothing for Fame, but ^ing all the riches of his thought 
for Love, CHiear, grand, pure and musical, his writings till 
the time with hope and passionate faith and courage, — his 
inspiration fails not and can never fail since Edris is his fount 
of ecstasy, — his name, made glorious by God*s blessing, shall 
never, as in his perished Past, be again forgotten ! 

And what of Edris ? What of the “ Flower-crowned Wonder ” 
of the “ Field of Ardath ** strayed for a while out of her native 
Heaven? Does the world know her marveHous origin? 
Perhaps the mystic Heliobas knows, — perhaps even good 
Flank Villiers has ha/arded a reverent guess at his friend’s 
great secret — but lo the unmstructed, what does she seem ? 

Nothing but a Woman, most pure womanly , a wpman whose 
influence on all is strangely sweet and lasting, — whose spirit 
overflows with tenderest sympathy for the many wants and 
sorrows of mankind, — whose voice charms away care, — whose 
smile engenders pe^ace, — whose eyes, lustrous and thoughtful, 
are unclouded by any shadow of sin, — and on whose serene 
beauty the passing ol years leaves no visible trace That she 
IS fair and wise, joyous, radiant and holy is apparent to all, — 
but only the poet, her lover and lord, her subject and servant, 
can tell how truly his Edris is not so much sweet woman as 
most perfect Angel ! •A Dream of Heaven made human I 
Let some of us hesitate ere we doubt the Miracle , foi we are 
sleepers and dreamers all, — and the hour is close at hand 
when — we shall Wake. 


XHB END 



